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MY NOVEL” 


BOOK FIEST. 


INITIAL CHAPTEE. 

SHOWING HOW MY NOYBH. CAME TO BE WRITTEN. 

Scene) the hall in Uncle Eolanb’s tower ; tiw.e, niyht} 
season) winter. 

Mr. Gaxton is seated before a great geographical globe, 
wMcli be is turning round leisurely, and ‘"for bis own recrea- 
tion,” as, according to Sir Thomas Browne,, a pbilosopber 
should turn round the orb of which that globe ju-ofesses to 
be the representation and eifigies. My mother haying just 
adorned a very Small frock with a very smart braid, is. hold’: 
ing it out at arnPs length, the more to admire the effect.^ 
Blanche, though leaning both hands on 1113'- niothei-^s shoulder, 
is not regarding the frock, but glances towards Pibistratus,. 
who, seated near the fire, leaning back in the chair, and.-his 
head bent over his breast, seems in a very. bad humour. 
Uncle Eoland, who has become a great novel-reader, is deep, 
in the mysteries of some fascinating Third Volume. , Mr. 
Squills has brought the “ Times ” in his pocket for his oWn 
special profit and delectation, and is now .bending his brows, 
over “the state of the money market,” in great doubt whether 
railway shares can possibly fall lower, — for Mr. SquilJ%, 
happy man ! has large savings, and does not know what to do, 
with his money, or, to use his own phrase, “how to biiy in 
at the cheapest in order to sell ont.at the dearest.” 
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Mr, Caxton (musingly). — “It must have been a monstrous 
long journey. It would be somewhere hereabouts, I take it, 
that they would split off.” 

My Mother (mechanioaUy, and in order to show Austin 
that she paid him the compliment of attending to his re- 
marks). — “Who split off, my dear?” 

“Bless me, Kitty,” said my father, in great admiration, 
“you ask just the question which it is most difficult to 
answer. Am ingenious speculator on races contends that the 
Danes, whose descendants- make the chief part of our northern 
population (and indeed, if his hypothesis could be correct, we 
must suppose all the ancient worshippers of Odin), are of the 
same origin as the Etrurians. And why, Kitty, — I just ask 
you, why?” 

My mother shook her head thoughtfully, and turned the 
frock to the other side of the light. 

“Because, forsooth,” cried my father, exploding, — “because 
the Etrurians called their gods the ‘JEsar, ’ and the Scandina- 
vians called theirs the ‘.^sir,’ or ‘Aser ’ ! And where do you 
think this adventurous scholar puts their cradle?” 

“Cradle I” said my mother, dreamily, “it must be in the' 
nursery.” 

Me. Caxtok. — “Exactly, — in the nursery of the human 
race, just here,” and my father pointed to the globe; “ bounded, 
you see, by the river Halys, and in that region which, taking 
its name from Ees, or As (a word designating light or fire), 
has been immemorially called Asia. Kow, Kitty, from Ees, 
or As, our ethnological speculator would derive not only Asia, 
the land, but JEsar, or Aser, its primitive inhabitants. Hence 
he supposes the origin of the Etrurians and the Scandinavians. 
But if we give him so much, we must give him more, and 
deduce from the same origin the Es of the Celt and the Ized 
of the Persian, and — what will be of more use to him, I dare 
say, poor man, than all the rest put together — the iEs of the 
Romans, — that is, the God of Copper-money — a very power- 
ful household god he is to this day !” 

mother looked musingly at her frock, as if she were 
taking my father^ proposition into serious consideration. 
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“So perliaxjs,” resumed my father, “ and not unconformably 
^witli sacred records, from one great parent horde came all 
those Yarious tribes, carrying with them the name of their 
beloved Asia; and whether they wandered north, south, or 
west, exalting their own emphatic designation of ‘ Children 
of the Laud of Light’ into the title of gods. And to think” 
(added Mi*. Oaxton pathetically, gazing upon that speck on 
the globe on which his forefinger rested), — “to think how 
little they changed for the better when they got to the Don, 
or entangled their rafts amidst the icebergs of the Baltic, — 
so comfortably oif as they were here, if they could but have 
stayed quiet.” 

“And why the deuce could not they?” asked Mr. Squills. 

“Pressure of population, and not enough to live upon, I 
suppose,” said my father. 

PisiSTRATus (sulkily). — “More probably they did away 
with the Corn Laws, sir.” 

“FapcpJ” quoth niy father, “that throws a new light on 
the subject.” 

PisisTRATUS (full of his grievaiiccs, and not caring three 
straws about the origin of the Scandinavians). — “I know 
that if we are to lose £500 every year on a farm which 
we hold rent-free, and which the best judges allow to be 
a perfect model for the whole country, we had better make 
haste and turn JEsir, or Aser, or whatever you call them, 
and fix a settlement on the proj)erty of other nations, — 
otherwise, I suspect, our probable settlement will be on the 
parish.” 

Mb. Squills (who, it must be remembered, is an enthusiastic 
Free-trader). — ■ “ You have only got to put more capital on the 
land.” 

PISISTRATUS. — “Well, Mr. Squills, as you think so well of 
that investment, put your capital on it. I promise that you 
shall have every shilling of profit.” 

Mr. Squills (hastily retreating behind the “Times ”). — “I 
don’t think the Great Western can fall any lower^ though it 
u nazardous; I can but venture a few hundreds — 

PisiSTRATUs. — “ On our land, Squills? Thank you.” 
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Me. Squills. — “No, no, — anything but that; on the G-reat 
Western.’’ 

Pisistratus relaxes into gloom. Blanche steals up coax- 
ingly, and gets snubbed for her pains. 

A pause. 

Me. Caxton. There are two golden rules of life; one 
relates to the mind, and the other to the pockets. The first 
is, If our thoughts get into a low, nervous, aguish condition, 
we should make them change the air; the second is comprised 
in the proverb, ‘ It is good to have two strings to one’s bow.’ 
Therefore, Pisistratus, I tell you what you must do, — Write 
a book!” 

Pisistratus. — “Write a book! Against the abolition of 
the Corn Law's? Paith, sir, the mischief’s done! It takes 
a much better pen than mine to write down an act of 
parliament.” 

Mr. Caxton. — “I only said, ‘ Write a book.’ All the rest 
is the addition of your own headlong imagination.” 

Pisistratus (with the recollection of The Great Book rising 
before him). — “Indeed, sir, I should think that that would 
just finish us ! ” 

Mr. Oaxtox (not seeming to heed the interruption). — “A 
book that will sell; a book that will prop up the fall of prices; 
a book that will distract your mind from its dismal apprehen- 
sions, and restore your affection to your species and your hopes 
in the ultimate triumph of sound principles — by the sight of 
a favourable balance at tbe end of tbe yearly accounts, It is 
astonishing w^'hat a difference that little circumstance makes 
in our views of things in general. I remember when the 
hank in which Squills had incautiously left £1000 broke, one 
remarkably healthy year, that he became a great alarmist, 
and said that the country was on the verge of ruin ; whereas 
you see now, when, thanks to a long succession of sickly sea- 
sons, he has a surplus capital to risk ia the Great Western, 
he is firmly persuaded that England was never in so prosper* 
ous a condition.” 

Me. Squills (rather sullenly), — “Pooh, pooh.” 

Mr. Caxton. — “Write a book, my son, — write a book. 
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Need I tell you that Money or Moneta, aecording to Hyginus, 
was the mother of the Muses? Write a book.” 

Blanche and my Mothek (in full chorus). — “0 yes, Sisty, 
a book! a book! you must write a book.” 

“I am sure,” quoth my Uncle Eoland, slamming down the 
volume he had just concluded, “he could write a devilish deal 
better book than this; and how I come to read such trash 
night after night is more than I could possibly explain to the 
satisfaction of any intelligent jury, if I were put into a wit- 
ness-box, and examined in the mildest manner by my own 
counsel.” 

Mb. Caxton. — “You see that Eoland tells us exactly what 
sort of a book it shall be.” 

PisiSTBATHs. — “Trash, sir?” 

Mr. Caxton. — “No, —that is, not necessarily trash; but 
a book of that class which, whether trash or not, people can’t 
help reading. Novels have become a necessity of the age. 
You must write a novel.” 

PisisTRATUs (flattered, but dubious). — “A novel ! But 
every subject on which novels can be written is preoccupied. 
There are novels of low life, novels of high life, military 
novels, naval novels, novels philosophical, novels religious, 
novels historical, novels descriptive of India, the Colonies, 
Ancient Rome, and the Egyptian Pyramids. From what 
bird, wild eagle, or barn-door fowl, can I — 

“ * Pluck one unwearied plume from Fancy’s wing 1 ’ ” 

Mr. Caxton (after a little thought). — “You remember the 
story which Trevanion (I beg his pardon, Lord Ulswater) 
told us the other night? That gives you something of the 
romance of real life for your plot, puts you chiefly among 
scenes with which you are familiar, and furnishes you with 
characters which have been Very sparingly dealt with since 
the time of Fielding. You can give us the country Squire, 
as you remember him in yonr youth; it is a specimen of a race 
worth preserving, the old idiosyncrasies of which are rapidly 
dying off, as the railways bring Norfolk and Yorkshire within 
easy reach of the manners of London, You can give us the 
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old-fasliioried Parson, as in. all essentials he may yet be found 
—but before you had to drag him out of the great Tractarian 
bog; and, for the rest, I really think that while, as T am 
told, many popular writers are doing their best, especially 
in France, and perhaps a little in England, to set class against 
class, and pick up every stone in the kennel to shy at a gen- 
tleman with a good coat on his back, something useful might 
be done by a few good-lmmoured sketches of those innocent 
criminals a little better off than their neighbours, whom, how- 
ever we dislike them, I take it for granted we shall have to 
endure, in one shape or another, as long as civilization exists; 
and they seeju, on the whole, as good in their present shape 
as we are likely to get, shake the dice-box of society how we 
will.” 

PisiSTBATUs. — “Very well said, sir; but this rural country 
gentleman life is not so new as yon think. There ’s Wash- 
ington Irving — ” 

Me. Oaxton. — “Charming; but rather the manners of the 
last century than this. You may as well cite Addison and 
Sir Eoger de Coverley.” 

PisiSTEATus. — “ ‘ Tremaine ’ and ‘ De Vere. ’ ” 

Me. Caxton. — “Nothing can be more graceful, nor more 
unlike what I mean. The Pales and Terminus I wish you to 
put up in the fields are familiar images, that you may cut out 
of an oak tree, — not beautiful marble statues, on porphyry 
pedestals, twenty feet high.” 

PisisTEATUs. — “Miss Austen; Mrs. Gore, in her master- 
piece of ‘Mrs. Armytage;’ Mrs. Marsh, too; and then (for 
Scottish manners) Miss Ferrier I ” 

Me. Gaxton (growing cross). — “Oh, if you cannot treat 
on bucolics but what you must hear some Virgil or other cry 
‘Stop thief,’ you deserve to.be tossed by one of your own 
‘short-horns.’” (Still more contemptuously) — I am sure I 
don’t know why we spend so much money on sending our sons 
to school to learn Latin, when that Anachronism of yours, 
Mrs. Caxton, can’t even construe a line and a half of Phae- 
drus, — Phaedrus, Mrs. Caxton, a hook which is in Latin what 
Goody Two-Shoes is in the vernacular I ” 
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Mbs. Caxton^ (alarmed and indignant). —“Fie! Austin! 
I am sure you can construe Pliaedrus, dear ! ” 

Pisistratiis x^rudently i^reserves silence. 

Mb. Caxton. I ’ll try Mm — 

“ ‘ Sua cuique quum sit anitui cogitatio 
Colorque proprius.' 

What does that mean?” 

PisTSTEATUS (smiling) — “ That every man has some colour- 
ing matter within him, to give his own tinge to — ” 

“His own novel,” interrux)ted my father. Contentus 
pera^is!” 

During the latter part of this dialogue, Blanche had sewn 
together three quires of the best Bath paper, and she now 
placed them on a little table before me, with her own ink- 
stand and steel pen. 

My mother put her finger to her lip, and said, “ Hush ! ” my 
father returned to the cradle of the JSsar; Captain Roland 
leaned his cheek on his hand, and gazed abstraetedly on the 
fire; Mr. Squills fell into a placid doze; and, after three sighs 
that would have melted a heart of stone, I rushed into — 
Mv Novjei.. 


CHAPTER II. 

“There has never been occasion to use them since I’ve 
been in the parish,” said Parson Dale. 

“What does that prove?” quoth the squire, sharply, and 
looking the x>arson full in the face. 

“ Prove I ” repeated Mr. Dale, with a smile of benign, yet too 
conscious superiority, “ what does experience prove?” 

“ That your forefathers were great blockheads, and that 
their descendant is not a whit the wiser,” 

“Squire,” replied the parson, “although that is a melan- 
choly conclusion, yet if you mean it to apply universally, and 
not to the family of the Dales in particular, it is not one which 
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my candour as a reasoner, and my humility as a mortal, will 
permit me to challenge.” 

“I defy you,” said Mr. Hazeldean, triumphantly. “But to 
stick to the subject (which it is monstrous hard to do when 
one talks witli a parson), I only just ask you to look yonder, 
and tell me on your conscience — I don’t even stiy as a parson, 
but as a parishioner— whether you ever saw a more disrepu- 
table spectacle?” 

While he spoke, the squire, leaning heavily on the parson’s 
left shoulder, extended his cane in a line parallel with the 
right eye of that disputatious ecclesiastic, so that he might 
guide the organ of sight to the object he had thus unfiatter- 
ingly described. 

“I confess,” said the parson, “that, regarded by the eye 
of the senses, it is a thing that in its best day had small pro- 
tensions to beauty, and is not elevated into the picturesque 
even by neglect and decay. But, my friend, regarded by the 
eye of the inner man, — of the rural philosopher and paro- 
chial legislator, — I say it is by neglect and decay that it is 
rendered a very pleasing feature in what I may call ‘ the 
moral topography of a parish. ’ ” 

The squire looked at the parson as if he could have beaten 
him; and, indeed, regarding the object in dispute not only 
with the eye of the outer man, but the eye of law and order, 
the eye of a country gentleman and a justice of the peace, the 
spectacle was scandalously disreputable. It was moss-grown; 
it was worm-eaten; it was broken right in the middle ; through 
its four socketless eyes, neighboured by the nettle, peered tlie 
thistle, — the thistle ! a forest of thistles ! — and, to complete 
the degradation of the whole, those thistles had attracted tlm 
donkey of an itinerant tinker; and the irreverent animal was 
in the very act of taking his luncheon out of the eyes and 
jaws of — The Parish Stocks. 

The squire looked as if he could have beaten the parson; 
hut as he was not without some slight command of temper, 
and a substitute was luckily at hand, he gulped down his 
resentment, and made a rush — at the donkey ! 

Kow the donkey was hampered by a rope to its fore-feet, to 
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the which was attached a billet of wood, called technically “ a 
clog,” so that it had no fair chance of escape from the assault 
its sacrilegious luncheon had justly provoked. But the ass 
turning round with unusual nimbleness at the first stroke of 
the cane, the squire caught his foot in the rope, and went head 
over heels among the thistles. The donkey gravely bent down, 
and thrice smelt or sniffed its prostrate foe; then, having con- 
vinced itself that it had nothing further to apprehend for the 
present, and very willing to make the best of the reprieve, 
according to the poetical admonition, “Gather your rosebuds 
while you may,” it cropi^ed a thistle in full bloom, close to 
the ear of the squire, — so close, indeed, that the parson 
thought the ear was gone; and with the more probability, 
inasmuch as the squire, feeling the warm breath of the crea- 
ture, bellowed out with all the force of lungs accustomed to 
give a View-hallo ! 

“Bless me, is it gone?” said the parson, thrusting his 
person between the ass and the squire. 

“ Zounds and the devil ! ” cried the squire, rubbing himself, 
as he rose to his feet. 

“Hush!” said the parson, gently. “What a horrible 
oath ! ” 

“Horrible oath! If you had my nankeens on,” said the 
squire, still rubbing himself, “and had fallen into a thicket 
of thistles, with a donkey’s teeth within an inch of your 
ear — ” 

“It is not gone, then?” interrupted the parson. 

“No, — that is, I think not,” said the squire, dubiously; 
and lie clapped his hand to the organ in question. “No! it 
is not gone ! ” 

“ Thank Heaven ! ” said the good clergyman, kindly. 

“Hum,” growled the squire, who was now once more 
engaged in rubbing liimself. “Thank Heaven indeed, when 
I am as full of thorns as a porcupine ! I should just like to 
know what use thistles are in the world.” 

“For donkeys to eat, if you will let them, Squire,” answered 
the parson. 

“Ugh, you beast!” cried Mr. Hazeldean, all his wrath 
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reavLikened, whether by the reference to the donkey species, 
or his inability to reply to the parson, or perhaps by some 
sudden prick too sharp for humanity — especially humanity in 
nankeens — to endure without kicking. “Ugh, you boast!” 
he exclaimed, shaking his cane at the donkey, which, a.t the 
interposition of the parson, had respectfully recoiled a few 
paces, and now stood switching its thin tail, and trying vainly 
to lift one of its fore-legs — for the Hies teased it. 

“Poor thing!” said the parson, pityingly. “See, it has a 
raw place on the shonldeiy and the flies have found out the 
sore.” 

“I am devilish glad to hear it,” said the squire, 
vindictively. 

“Fie, fie!” 

“ It is very well to say ‘ Fie, fie. ’ It was not you who 
fell among the thistles. What ds the man about now, I 
wonder? ” 

The parson had walked towards a chestnut-tree that stood 
on the village green; he broke off a bough, returned to the 
donkey, whisked away the flies, and then tenderly placed the 
broad leaves over the sore, as a protection from the swarms. 
The donkey turned round its head, and looked at him with 
mild wonder. 

“I would bet a shilling,” said the parson, softly, “that 
this is the first act of kindness thou hast met with this many 
a day. And slight enough it is. Heaven knows.” 

With that the parson put his hand into his pocket, and 
drew out an apple. It was a fiine large rose-cheeked apxde, 
one of the last winter’s store from the celebrated tree in the 
parsonage garden, and he was taking it as a present to a little 
boy in the village who had notably distinguished himself in 
the Sunday-school. “Hay, in common justice, Lenny Fair- 
field should have the preference,” muttered the xoarson, fl?hc 
ass pricked up one of its ears, and advanced its heaxl timidly. 
“But Lenny Fairfield would be as much pleased with two- 
pence; and what could twopence do to thee? ” The ass’s nose 
now touched the apple. “Take it, in the name of Charity,” 
quoth the parson; “Justice is accustomed to be served last;” 
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and the ass took the ax^ple. “How had you the heart! ■’ said 
the parson, pointing to the squire’s cane. 

The ass stopped inunohiug, and looked askant at the squire. 

“Tooh! eat on; he ’ll not beat thee now.” 

“No,” said the squire, apologetically. “But after all, he 
is not an ass of the parish; he is a. vagrant, and he ought to 
be pounded. But the pound is in as bad a state as the stocks, 
thanks to your new-fashioned doctrines.” 

“New-fashioned!” cried the parson, almost indignantly, 
for he had a great disdain of new fashions. “They are as 
old as Christianity ; nay, as old as Paradise, which you will 
observe is derived from a Greek, or rather a Persian word, 
and means something more than ‘garden,’ corresponding ” (pur- 
sued the parson,rather pedantically) “with the Latin vhariiim, 
— namely, grove or j^ark full of innocent dumb creatures. 
Depend on it, donkeys were allowed to eat thistles there.” 

“Very possibly,” said the squire, dryly. “But Hazeldean, 
though a very pretty village, is not Paradise. The stocks 
shall be mended to-morrow, — ay, and the pound too, and 
the next donkey found trespassing shall go into it, as sure as 
my name ’s Hazeldean.” 

“Then,” said the parson, gravely, “I can only hope that 
the next joarish may not follow your example; or that you 
and I may never be caught straying.” 


CHAPTER III. 

Parson Dale and Squire Hazeldean parted company; the 
latter to inspect his sheep, the former to visit some of his 
parishioners, including Lenny Fairfield, whom the donkey 
had defrauded of his apple. 

Lenny Fairfield was sure to he in the way, for his mother 
rented a few acres of grass-land from the sqnire, and it was 
now hay-time. And Leonard, commonly called Lenny, was 
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an only son, and his mother a widow. The cottage stood 
apart, and somewhat remote, in one of the many nooks of the 
long, green village lane. And a thoroughly English (X)tt<age 
it was, three centuries old at least; with walls of rubble let 
into oak frames, and duly whitewashed every summer, a 
thatched roof, small panes of glass, an old doorway raise, d, 
from the ground by two steps. There was about this litthi 
dwelling all the homely rustic elegane.e which peasant liih 
admits of; a honeysuckle was trained over the door; a few 
flower-pots were placed on the window-sills ; the small plot of 
ground in front of the house was kept with great neatness, 
and even taste; some large rough stones on either side the 
little path having been formed into a sort of rockwork, with 
creepers that were now in flower ; and the potato-ground was 
screened from the eye by sweet peas and lupine. Simple 
elegance, all this, it is true; but how well it speaks for peas- 
ant and landlord, when you see that the peasant is fond of his 
home, and has some spare time and heart to bestow upon mere 
embellishment ! Such a peasant is sure to be a bad customer 
to the alehouse, and a safe neighbour to the sfpiire’s preserves. 
All honour and praise to him, except a small tax upon both, 
which is due to the landlord ! 

Such sights were as pleasant to the parson as the most 
beautiful landscapes of Italy can be to the dilettante. He 
paused a moment at the wicket to look around him, and dis- 
tended his nostrils volux^tuously to inhale the smell of the 
sweet peas, mixed with that of the new-mown hay in the 
fields behind, which a slight breeze bore to him. He then 
moved on, carefully scraped his shoes, clean and well-polished 
as they were, — for Mr. Dale was rather a beau in his own 
clerical way, — on the scraper without the door, and lifted 
the latch. 

Your virtuoso looks with artistical delight on the figure of 
some nymph painted on an Etruscan vase, engaged in pouring 
out the juice of the grape from her classic urn. And the ])ar' 
son felt as harmless, if not as elegant a pleasure, in contem- 
plating Widow Eairfield brimming high a glittering can, which 
she designed for the refreshment of the thirsty haymakers. 
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Mrs. Fairfield was a middle-aged, tidy woman, with, that 
alert precision of mo'vement which seems to come from an 
active, orderly mind ; and as she now turned her head briskly 
at the sound of the parson’s footstep, she showed a counte- 
nance prepossessing though not handsome, -—a countenance 
from which a pleasant, hearty smile, breaking forth at that 
moment, effaced some lines that, in repose, spoke “of sor- 
rows, but of sorrows past;” and her cheek, paler than is com- 
mon to the complexions even of the fair sex, when born and 
bred amidst a rural population, might have favoured the guess 
that the earlier part of her life had been spent in the languid 
air and “within-doors” occupations of a town. 

“Never mind me,” said the parson, as Mrs. Fairfield 
dropped her quick courtesy, and smoothed her apron; “if 
you are going into the hay field, I will go with you; I have 
something to say to Lenny, — an excellent boy.” 

W1.DOW. — “Well, sir, and you are kind to say it, — but so 
he is.” 

Parson". — “ He reads uncommonly well, he writes tolera- 
bly; he is the best lad in the whole school at his Catechism 
and in the Bible lessons ; and I assure you, when I see his 
face at church, looking up so attentively, I fancy that I shall 
read my sermon all the better for such a listener ! ” 

Widow (wiping her eyes with the corner of her apron). — 
“’Deed, sir, when my poor Mark died, I never thought I 
could have lived on as I have done. But that boy is so 
kind and good, that when I look at him sitting there in 
dear Mark’s chair, and remember how Mark loved him, and 
all he used to say to me about him, I feel somehow or other 
as if my good man, smiled on me, and would rather I was 
not with him yet, till the lad had grown up, and did not want 
me any more.” 

Pabson (looking away, and after a pause). — “You never 
hear anything of the old folks at Lansmere ?” 

“ ’Deed, sir, sin’ poor Mark died, they han’t noticed me nor 
the boy; but,” added the widow, with all a peasant’s pride, 
“it isn’t that I wants their money; only it’s hard to fee] 
strange like to one’s own father and mother!” 
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Parson, — “You must excuse them. Your father, Mr. 
Avenelj was never quite the same man after that sad event 
which — but you are weei3mgj my friend, pardon mej your 
mother is a little proud; but so are you, though in another 
way.” 

Widow. — “ I proud 1 Lord love ye, sir, I have not a bit o’ 
pride in me ! and that ’s the reason they always looked down 
on me.” 

Parson. — “Your parents must be well off; and I shall 
apply to them in a year or two on behalf of Lenny, for they 
promised me to provide for him when he grew up, as they 
ought.” 

Widow (with flashing eyes). — “I am sure, sir, I hope you 
will do no such thing; for T would not have Lenny beholden 
to them as has never given him a kind word sin’ he was 
born ! ” 

The parson smiled gravely, and shook his head at poor 
Mrs. Fairfield’s hasty confutation of her own self-acquittal 
from the charge of pride ; but he saw that it was not the time 
or moment for effectual peace-making in the most irritable of 
all rancours, — namely, that nourished against one’s nearest 
relations. He therefore dropped the subject, and said, “Well, 
time enough to think of Lemiy’s future prospects; meanwhile 
we are forgetting the haymakers. Come.” 

The widow opened the hack door, which led across a little 
apple orchard into the fields. 

I* ARSON. — “ You have a pleasant place here; and I see that 
my friend Lenny should be in no want of apples. I had 
brought him one, but I have given it away on the road.” 

Widow. — “Oh, sir, it is not the deed, — it is the will; as 
I felt when the squire, God bless him ! took two pounds off 
the rent the year he — that is, Mark — died.” 

Parson. — “If Lenny continues to be such a help to you, 
it will not be long before the squire may put the two pounds 
on again.” 

“Yes, sir,” said the widow, simply; “I hope he will.” 

“Silly woman!” muttered the parson. “That’s not exactly 
what the schoolmistress would have said. You don’t read nor 
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write, Mrs. Fairfield j yet you express yourself with great 
proxu’iety.” 

“ You know Mark was a schollard, sir, like my poor, poor 
sister; and though I was a sad stujpid girl afore I married, I 
tried to take after him when we came together.” 


CHAPTER IV. 

They were now in the hayfield, and a hoy of about sixteen, 
but, like most country lads, to appearance much younger than 
he was, looked up from his rake, with lively blue eyes beam- 
ing forth under a profusion of brown curly hair. 

Leonard Fairfield was indeed a very handsome boy, — not 
so stout nor so ruddy as one would choose for the ideal of 
rustic beauty, nor yet so delicate in limb and keen in expres- 
sion as are those children of cities, in whom the mind is cul- 
tivated at the exiiense of the body; but still he had the health 
of the country in his cheeks, and was not without the grace of 
the city in his ooin})act figure and easy movements. There 
was in his physiognomy something interesting from its pecu- 
liar character of imiocence and simxilicity. You could see that 
ho had becui hvnuglit uj) by a woman, and much apart from 
familiar (3on1;a,et witli other children; and such intelligence as 
was yet doves loped in him was not ripened by the jokes and 
cuffs of his cotsvsils, but fostered by decorous lecturings from 
his elders, and good-little-boy maxims in good-little-boy 
books. 

Pakson. ~ “ (hme hither, Lenny. You know the benefit of 
school, T see: it can teach you nothing better than to be a sup- 
XKxrt to your mother.” 

Tjknnv (looking down sheepishly, and with a heightened 
glow over liis face). — Please, sir, that may come one of 
these days.” 

pAKSom — ^' That’s right, Lenny. Let me see! why, you 
must be nearly a man, How old are you?” 
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Lenny looks up inquiringly at his mother. 

Parson. — “ You ought to know, Lenny : speak for yourself. 
Hold your tongue, Mrs. Fairfield.” 

Lenny (twirling his hat, and in great perplexity). — “ Well, 
and there is Flop, neighbour Dutton’s old sheep-dog. He be 
very old now.” 

Parson.— “I am not asking Flop’s age, but your own.” 

Lbnn y. — “ ’.Deed, sir, I have heard say as how Flop and I 
were pups together. That is, I — I — ” 

For the parson is laughing, and so is Mrs. Fairfield; and 
the haymakers, who have stood still to listen, are laughing 
too. And poor Lenny has quite lost his head, and looks as if 
he would like to cry. 

Parson (patting the curly locks, encouragingly). — “Never 
mind ; it is not so badly answered, after all. And how old is 
Flop?” 

Lenny. — “Why, he must be fifteen year and more.” 

Parson. — “How old, then, are you?” 

Lenny (looking up, with a beam of intelligence). •— “Fif- 
teen year and more.” 

Widow sighs and nods her head. 

“ That ’s what we call putting two and two, together, ” said 
the parson. “Or, in other words,” and here he raised his 
eyes majestically towards the haymakers — “ in other words, 
thanks to his love for his book, simple as he stands here, 
Lenny Fairfield has shown himself capable of induotive 
ratiocination.” 

At those words, delivered ore rotundo, the haymakers ceased 
laughing; for even in lay matters they held the parson to be 
an oracle, and words so long must have a great detxl in them. 

Lenny drew up his head proudly. 

“You are very fond of Flop, I suppose?” 

“’Deed he is,” said the widow, “and of all poor dumb 
creatures.” 

“Very good. Suppose, my lad, that you had a fine apple, 
and that you met a friend who wanted it more than you, what 
would you do with it? ” 

“Please you, sir, I would give him half of it.” 
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The parsoii^s face fell. “Not the whole, Lenny?” 

Lenny considered. “If he was a friend, sir, he would not 
like me to give him all.” 

“Upon my word, Master Leonard, you speak so well that I 
must e’en tell the truth. I brought you an apple, as a prize 
for good conduct in school. But I met by the way a poor 
donkey, and some one beat him for eating a thistle, so I 
thoiigiit I would make it up by giving him the apple. Ought 
I only to have given him the half ? ” 

Lenny’is innocent face became all smile; his interest was 
aroused. “ And did the donkey like the apple? ” 

“Very much,” said the parson, fumbling in his pocket; but 
thinking of Leonard Fairfield’s years and understanding, 
and moreover observing, in the pride of his heart, that there 
were many spectators to his deed, he thought the meditated 
twopence not sufficient, and he generously produced a silver 
sixpence. 

“There, my man, that will pay for the half apple which 
you would have kept for yourself.” The parson again patted 
the curly locks, and after a hearty word or two with the other 
haymakers, and a friendly “Good-day” to Mrs. Fairfield, 
struck into a paldx that led towards his own glebe. 

He had just crossed the stile, when he heard hasty but 
timorous feet behind him. He turned, and saw his friend 
Lenny. 

Lkntxv (lialF-crying, and holding out the sixpence). — “In- 
deed, .sir, I would rather not. I would have given all to the 
Neddy.” 

Parhon. — “ Why, then, my man, you have a still greater 
right to the sixpence.” 

Lknny. — “No, .sir; ’cause you only gave it to make up for 
the half ajxple. And if I had given the whole, as I ought to 
Imve done, why, I .should have had no right to the sixpence. 
Please, sir, don’t be offended; do take it back, will you?” 

The parson hesitated. And the boy thrust the sixpence 
into his hand, as the ass had poked its nose there before in 
quest of the apple. 

“I see,” said Parson Dale, soliloquizing, “that if one don’t 


18 MY NOVEL; OR, 

give Justice tlie first place at tlie table, all tbe other Virtues 
eat up her share.” 

Indeed, the case was perplexing. Charity, like a forward, 
impudent baggage as she is, always thrusting herself in the 
way, and taking other people’s apples to make her own littlo 
pie, had defrauded Lenny of his due ; and now Susceptibility, 
who looks like a shy, blush-faced, awkward Virtue in lior 
teens — but who, nevertheless, is always engaged in picking 
the pockets of her sisters — tried to filch from him his lawful 
recompense. The ease was perplexing; for the parson held 
Susceptibility in great honour, despite her hypocritical tricks, 
and did not like to give her a slaj) in the face, which might 
frighten her away forever. So Mr. Dale stood irresolute, 
glancing from the sixpence to Lemiy, and from Lenny to the 
sixpence. 

^'Buon giorno, Good-day to you,” said a voice behind, in an 
accent slightly but unmistakably foreign, and a strange-look- 
ing figure presented itself at tbe stile. 

Imagine a tall and exceedingly meagre man, dressed in a 
rusty suit of black, — the pantaloons tight at the calf and 
ankle, and there forming a loose gaiter over thick shoes, 
buckled high at the instep; an old cloak, lined with red, was 
thrown over one shoulder, though the day was sultry; a quaint, 
red, outlandish umbrella, with a carved brass handle, was 
thrust under one arm, though the sky was cloudless; a pro- 
fusion of raven hair, in waving curls that seemed as fine as 
silk, escaiied from the sides of a straw hat of prodigious brim; 
a complexion sallow and swarthy, and features which, thougli 
not •without considerable beauty to the eye of the artist, were 
not only unlike what we fair, well-fed, neat-faced English- 
men are wont to consider comely, but exceedingly like what 
we are disposed to regard as awful and Satanic, — to wit, a 
long hooked nose, sunken cheeks, black eyes, whose piercing 
brilliancy took something wizard-like and mystical from the 
large spectacles through which they shone; a mouth round 
which played an ironical smile, and in which a physiogno- 
mist would have remarked singular shrewdness, and some 
closeness, complete the picture. Imagine this figure, gro- 
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tesque, peregrinate, and to tKe eye of a peasant certainly dia- 
bolical j then perch it on the stile in the midst of those green 
English holds, and in sight of that primitive English village; 
there let it sit straddling, its long legs dangling down, a short 
German pipe emitting clouds from one corner of those sardonic 
lips, its dark eyes glaring through the spectacles full upon the 
parson, yet askant upon Lenny Eairfield. Lenny Fairfield 
looked exceedingly frightened. 

“Upon my word, Dr. lliccabocca,” said Mr. Dale, smiling, 
“you come in good time to solve a very nice question in casu- 
istry; ” and herewith the parson explained the case, and put 
the question, “Ought Lenny Eairfield to have the sixpence, 
or ought he not? ” 

Cospetto! ” said the doctor, “if the hen would but hold 
her tongue, nobody would know that she had laid an egg.” 


CHAPTER V. 

“ Granted, ” said the parson; “but what follows? The 
saying is good, but I don’t see the application.” 

“ A thousand pardons!” reidied Dr. Riccabocca, with all 
the urbanity of an Italian; “but it seems to me that if you 
had given the sixpence to fanciuUo, that is, to this good 
little boy, without telling him the story about the donkey, 
you would never have put him and yourself into this awkward 
dilemma.” 

“But, my dear sir,” whispered the parson, mildly, as he 
inclined his lips to the doctor’s ear, “I should then have 
lost the opportiniity of inculcating a moral lesson — you 
understand?” 

Dr. Riccabocca shrugged his shoulders, restored his pipe to 
his mouth, and took a long whifP. It was a whiff eloquent, 
though cynical, — a whiff peculiar to your philosophical 
smoker, a whiff that implied the most absolute but the most 
placid incredulity as to the effect of the parson’s moral lesson. 
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“ Still you have not given us your decision/’ said the parso% 
after a pause. 

The doctor withdrew the pipe. “ Cospetto ! ” said he, *— 
“he who scrubs the head of an ass wastes his soap.” 

“If you scrubbed mine fifty times over with those enigmat- 
ical proverbs (d yours,” said the parson, testily, “you would 
not make it any the wiser.” 

“My good sir,” said the doctor, bowing low from his perch 
on the stile, “ I never presumed to say that there were more 
asses than one in the story; but I thought that I could not 
better explain my meaning, which is simply this, —you 
scrubbed the ass’s head, and therefore you must lose the 
soap. Let the fancitillo have the sixpence; and a great sum 
it is, too, for a little boy, who may spend it all as pocket- 
money!” 

“There, Lenny, you hear?” said the parson, stretching out 
the sixpence. But Lenny retreated, and cast on the umpire a 
look of great aversion and disgust. 

“Please, Master Dale,” said he, obstinately, “I’d rather 
not.” 

“It is a matter of feeling, you see,” said the parson, turning 
zo the umpire; “and I believe the boy is right.” 

“If it be a matter of feeling,” replied Dr. E.iccabocoa, 
“there is no more to be said on it. When Peeling comes in 
at the door, Reason has nothing to do but to jump out of the 
window.” 

“Go, my good boy,” said the parson, pocketing the coin; 
“but, stop! give me your hand first. There — I understand 
you; — good-by !” 

Lenny’s eyes glistened as the parson shook him by the hand, 
and, not trusting himself to speak, he walked off sturdily. The 
parson wiped his forehead, and sat himself down on the stile 
beside the Italian. The view before them was lovely, and 
both enjoyed it (though not eq^ually) enough to he silent for 
some moments. On the other side the lane, seen between 
gaps in the old oaks and chestnuts that hung over the moss- 
grown pales of Hazeldean Park, rose gentle, verdant slopes, 
dotted with sheep and herds of deer. A stately avenue 
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stretched far away to the left, and ended at the right hand 
within a few yards of a ha-ha that divided the park from a 
level sward of tableland, gay with shrubs and flower-pots, 
relieved by the shade of two mighty cedars. And on this 
platform, only seen in part, stood the squire’s old-fashioned 
house, red-brick, with stone mullions, gable-ends, and quaint 
chimney-pots. On this side the road, immediately facing the 
two gentlemen, cottage after cottage wliitely emerged from 
the curves in the lane, while, beyond, the ground declining 
gave an extensive prospect of woods and cornfields, spii*es and 
farms. Behind, from a belt of lilacs and evergreens, you 
caught a peep of the parsonage-house, backed by woodlands, 
and a little noisy rill running in front. The birds were still 
in the hedgerows, — only (as if from the very heart of the 
most distant woods), there came now and then the mellow note 
of the cuckoo. 

“Verily,” said Mr. Dale, softly, “my lot has fallen on a 
goodly heritage.” 

The Italian twitched his cloak over him, and sighed almost 
inaudibly. Perhaps he thought of his own Summer Land, 
and felt that, amidst all that fresh verdure of the North, there 
was no heritage for the stranger. 

However, before the parson could notice the sigh or con- 
jecture the cause, Dr. Riccabocca’s thin lips took an expres- 
sion almost malignant. 

“Per Baccof” said he; “in every country I observe that 
the rooks settle where the trees are the finest. I am sure 
that, when Noah first landed on Ararat, he must have found 
some gentleman in black already settled in the pleasantest 
part of the mountain, and waiting for his tenth of the cattle 
as they came out of the Ark.” 

The parson fixed his meek eyes on the philosopher, and 
there was in them something so deprecating rather than 
reproachful that Dr. Eiccabocca turned away his face, and 
refilled his pipe. Dr. Riccabocea abhorred priests; but 
though Parson Dale was emphatically a parson, he seemed 
at that moment so little of what Dr. Riccabocca understood 
by a priest that the Italian’s heart smote him for his irrever- 
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ent; jest on the cloth. Luckily at this moment there was a 
diversion to that untoward commencement of conversation in 
the appearance of no less a, personage than the donkey him- 
self — 1 mean the donkey who ate the apple. 


CHAPTER VI. 

The tinker was a stout, swarthy fellow, jovial and musical 
withal, for he was singing a stave as he flourished his staff, 
and at the end of each refrain down came the staff on the 
quarters of the donkey. The tinker went behind and sang, 
the donkey went before and was thwacked. 

‘‘Yours is a droll country,” quoth Dr. Eicoabocoa; ‘‘in 
mine, it is not the ass that walks first in the procession 
that gets the blows.” 

The parson jumped from the stile, and looking over the 
hedge that divided the field from the road — “ Gently, gently, ” 
said he; “the sound of the stick spoils the singing! Oh, Mr. 
Sprott, Mr, Sprott! a good man is merciful to his beast.” 

The donkey seemed to recognize the voice of its friend, for 
it stopped short, pricked one ear wistfully, and looked up. 

The tinker touched hi.s hat, and looked up too. “Lord 
bless your reverence ! he does not mind it, — he likes it. I 
vould not hurt thee; vonld I, Neddy? ” 

The donkey shook his head and shivered; perhaps a fly 
had settled on the sore, which the chestnut leaves no longer 
protected. - 

“I am sure you did not mean to hurt him, Sprott,” said the 
parson, more politely I fear than honestly, — for he had seen 
enough of that cross-grained thing called the human heart, 
even in the little world of a country parish, to know that it 
requires management and coaxing and flattering, to interfere 
successfully between a man aud his own donkey, — “I am sure 
yon did not mean to hurt him; but he has already got a sore 
on his shoulder as big as my hand, poor thing ! ” 
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“Lord love ’un! yes; that was done a playing with the 
manger the day I gave ’un oats ! ” said the tinker. 

Dr. Iticcabocca adjusted his spectacles, and surveyed the 
ass. The ass pricked up his other ear, and surveyed Dr. 
Biecabocca. In that mutual survey of physical qualifications, 
each being regarded according to the average symmetry of its 
species, it may be doubted whether the advantage was on the 
side of the philosopher. 

The parson had a great notion of the wisdom of his friend 
in all matters not purely ecclesiastical. 

“ Say a good word for the donkey ! ” whispered he. 

“Sir,” said the doctor, addressing Mr. Sprott, with a 
respectful salutation, “there’s a great kettle at my house — 
the Casino — which wants soldering : can you recommend me 
a tinker? ” 

“Why, that’s all in my line,” said Sprott; “and there 
ben’t a tinker in the county that I vould recommend like 
myself, thof I say it.” 

“You jest, good sir,” said the doctor, smiling pleasantly. 
“ A man who can’t mend a hole in his own donkey can never 
demean himself by patching up my great kettle.” 

“ Lord, sir ! ” said the tinker, archly, “ if I had known that 
poor Neddy had had two sitch friends in court, I ’d have seen 
he vas a gintleman, and treated him as sitch.” 

“ Corpo di JBaeco/^’ quoth the doctor, “though that jest’s 
not new, I think the tinker comes very well out of it.” 

“True; but the donkey!” said the parson; “I’ve a great 
mind to buy it.” 

“Permit me to tell you an anecdote in point,” said Dr. 
Biccabocca. 

“Well?” said the parson, interrogatively. 

“Once on a time,” pursued Biccabocca, “the Emperor 
Adrian, going to the public baths, saw an old soldier, who 
had served under him, rubbing his back against the marble 
wall. The emperor, who was a wise, and therefore a curious, 
inquisitive man, sent for the soldier, and asked him why he 
resorted to that sort of friction. ‘Because,’ answered the 
veteran, ‘ I am too poor to have slaves to rub me down.’ The 
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emperor was touclied, and gave him slaves and money. The 
next day"; when Adrian went to the baths, all the old men in 
the city were to be seen rubbing themselves against the marble 
as hard as they could. The emperor sent for them, and asked 
them the same cpiestion which he had put to the soldier; 
the cunning old rogues, of course, made the same ansAver. 

‘ Eriends, ’ said Adrian, ‘ since there are so many of you, you 
will just rub one another!’ Mr. Dale, if you don’t want to 
have all the donkeys in the county with holes in their shoul- 
ders, you had better not buy the tinker’s ! ” 

“It is the hardest thing in the world to do the least bit of 
good,” groaned the parson, as he broke a twig off the hedge 
nervously, snapped it in two, and flung away the fragments : 
one of them hit the donkey on the nose. If the ass could 
have spoken Latin he would have said, tu, Brute! ” As 
it was, he hung down his ears, and walked on. 

“Gee hup,” said the tinker, and he followed the ass. Then 
stopping, he looked over his shoulder, and seeing that the 
parson’s eyes were gazing mournfully on his proUge, “Never 
fear, your reverence,” cried the tinker, kindly, “I’ll not 
spite ’un.” 


CHAPTER VII. 

“Fotje o’clock,” cried the parson, looking at his watch; 
“half an hour after dinner-time, and Mrs. Dale particularly 
begged me to be punctual, because of the fine trout the squire 
sent us. Will you venture on what our homely language calls 
‘ pot-luck,’ Doctor?” 

Now Biccabocca was a professed philosopher, and valued 
himself on his penetration into the motives of human conduct. 
And when the parson thus invited him to pot-luck, he smiled 
with a kind of lofty complacericy; for Mrs. Dale enjoyed the 
reputation of having what her friends styled “her little tem- 
pers.” And, as well-bred ladies rarely indulge “little tem- 
pers ” in the presence of a third person not of the family, so 
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Dr. EiccabocGa instantly concluded that he was invited to 
stand between the pot and the luck ! Nevertheless — as he 
was fond of trout, and a much more good-natured man than 
he ought to have been according to his principles— -he 
accepted the hospitality; but he did so with a sly look 
from over his spectacles, which brought a blush into the 
guilty cheeks of the parson. Certainly Eiccabocoa had for 
once guessed right in his estimate of human motives. 

The two walked on, crossed a little bridge that spanned the 
rill, and entered the parsonage lawn. Two dogs, that seemed 
to have sat on watch for their master, sprang towards him, 
barking; and the sound drew the notice of Mrs. Dale, who, 
with parasol in hand, sallied out from the sash window which 
opened on the lawn. Now, 0 reader ! I know that, in thy 
secret heart, thou art chuckling over the want of knowledge 
in the sacred arcana of the domestic hearth betrayed by the 
author; thou art saying to thyself, “A pretty way to concil- 
iate ‘ little tempers ’ indeed, to add to the offence of spoiling 
the fish the crime of bringing an unexpected friend to eat it. 
Pot-luck, quotha, when the pot ’s boiled over this half hour ! ” 

But, to thy utter shame and confusion, 0 reader ! learn that 
both the author and Parson Dale knew very well what they 
were about. 

Dr. Eiccabocca was the special favourite of Mrs. Dale, and 
the only person in the whole county who never put her out, 
by dropping in. In fact, strange though it may seem at first 
glance, Dr. Eiccabocca had that mysterious something about 
him, which we of his own sex can so little comprehend, but 
which always propitiates the other. He owed this, in part, 
to his own profound but hypocritical policy; for he looked 
upon woman as the natural enemy to man, against whom it 
was necessary to be always on the guard; whom it was pru- 
dent to disarm by every species of fawning servility and 
abject complaisance. He owed it also, in part, to the compas- 
sionate and heavenly nature of the angels whom his thoughts 
thus villanously traduced — for women like one whom they 
can pity without despising; and there was something in Signor 
Eiccabocca’ s poverty, in his loneliness, in his exile, whether 
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voluntary or compelled, that excited pity; while, despite his 
threadbare coat, the red umbrella, and the wild hair, he had, 
especially when addressing ladies, that air of gentleman and 
cavalier, which is or was more innate in an educated Italian, 
of whatever rank, than perhaps in the highest aristocracy of 
any other country in Europe. For, though I grant that 
nothing is more exquisite tlian the politeness of your Frencli 
marquis of the old regime^ nothing more frankly gracious 
than the cordial address of a high-bred English gentleman, 
nothing more kindly prepossessing than the genial good-nature 
of some patriarchal German, who will condescend to forget his 
sixteen qnarterings in the pleasure of doing you a favour, — 
yet these specimens of the suavity of their several nations are 
rare; whereas blandness and polish are common attributes 
with your Italian. They seem to have been immemorially 
handed down to him, from ancestors emulating the urbanity 
of Caesar, and refined by the grace of Horace. 

“ Dr. Riccahooca consents to dine with us,” cried the parson, 
hastily. 

“If Madame permit?” said the Italian, bowing ov' r the 
hand extended to him, which, however, he forbore to take, 
seeing it was already full of the watch. 

“I am only sorry that the trout must be quite spoiled,” 
began Mrs. Dale, plaintively. 

“It is not the trout one thinks of when one dines with Mrs. 
Dale,” said the infamous dissimulator. 

“But I see James coming to say that dinner is ready,” 
observed the parson. 

“He said that three-quarters of an hour ago, Charles dear,” 
retorted Mrs. Dale, taking tlie arm of Dr. Eiceahocea, 
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OHAPTEB VIII. 

Whilis the parson and his wife are entertaining their guest, 
I propose to regale the reader with a small treatise a liro^os 
of that “ Charles dear, ” murmured by Mrs. Dale, — a treatise 
expressly written for the benefit of The Domestic Circle. 

It is an old jest that there is not a word in the language 
that conveys so little endearment as the word “dear,” But 
though the saying itself, like most truths, be trite and hack- 
neyed, no little novelty remains to the search of the inquirer 
into the varieties of inimical import comprehended in that 
malign monosyllable. Bor instance, I submit to the experi- 
enced that the degree of hostility it betrays is in much pro- 
portioned to its collocation in the sentence. When, gliding 
indirectly through the rest of the period, it takes its stand at 
the dose, as in that “Charles dear” of Mrs. Dale, it has 
spilled so much of its natural bitterness by the way that it 
assumes even a smile, “amara lento temperet risu,” Some- 
times the smile is plaintive, sometimes arch. For example: — 

{Plaintive.) “I know very well that whatever I do is 
wrong, Charles dear.” 

“ Nay, I am very glad you amused yourself so much without 
me, Charles dear.” 

“ Ncyt quite so loud ! If you had but my poor head, Charles 
dear,” etc. 

{Arch.) “If you could spill the ink anywhere but on the 
best t hlecloth, Charles dear ! ” 

“i.ut though you must always have your own way, you are 
not quite faultless, own, Charles dear,” etc. 

When the enemy stops in the middle of the sentence, its 
venom is naturally less exhausted. For examijle; — 

“Really, I must say, Charles dear, that you are the most 
fidgety person,” etc. 


28 


MY NOVEL; OR, 


‘'And if tlie house bills were so high last week, Charles 
dear, I should just like to know whose fault it was ■— that ’s 
all/' 

“But you know, Charles dear, that you care no more for me 
and the children than— etc. 

But if the fatal word spring up, in its primitive freshness, 
at the head of the sentence, bow your head to the storm. It 
then assumes the majesty of “my" before it; it is generally 
more than simple objurgation, it prefaces a sermon. My 
candour obliges me to confess that this is the mode in 'which 
the hateful monosyllable is more usually employed by the 
marital part of the one flesh; and has something about it of 
the odious assumption of the Petruchian paterfamilias — the 
head of the family — boding, not perhaps “peace and love, 
and quiet life,” but certainly “awful rule and riglit suprem- 
acy.” For example: — 

“My dear Jane, I wish you would just put by that ever- 
lasting crochet, and listen to me for a few moments,” etc. 

“My dear Jane, I wish you would understand me for oncej 
don’t think I am angry, — no, but I am hurt ! You must con- 
sider,” etc. 

“ My dear Jane, I don’t know if it is your intention to ruin 
me; but I only wish you would do as all other women do who 
care three stra-ws for their husband’s property,” etc. 

“My dear Jane, I wish you to understand that I am the 
last person in the world to be jealous; but I ’ll bed^-d if that 
puppy, Captain Prettyman,” etc. 

Now, few so carefully cultivate the connubial garden, as 
to feel much surprise at the occasional sting of a homely 
nettle or two; but who ever expected, before entering that 
garden, to find himself pricked and lacerated by an insidious 
exotical “dear,” which he had been taught to believe only 
lived in a hothouse, along with myrtles and other tender and 
sensitive shrubs which poets appropriate to Venus? Never- 
theless Parson Dale, being a patient man, and a pattern to all 
husbands, would have found no fault with his garden, though 
there had not been a single specimen of “dear,” — whether 


VARIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 29 

the dear hmnilis or the dear superba ; the dear pallida, rubra, 
or nigra; the dear stiavis or the dear horrida,— no, not a 
single “ dear in the whole horticulture of matrimony, which 
Mrs. Bale had not brought to perfection. But this was far 
from being the case; Mrs. Bale, living much in retirement, 
was unaware of the modern improvements, in variety of colour 
and sharpness of prickle, which have rewarded the persever- 
ing skill of our female florists. 


CHAPTER IX. 

In the cool of the evening Br. Riceabooca walked home 
across the fields. Mr. and Mrs. Bale had accompanied him 
half-way, and as they now turned back to the parsonage, they 
looked behind to catch a glimpse of the tall, outlandish figure, 
winding slowly through the path amidst the waves of the 
green corn. 

“Poor man!” said Mrs. Bale, feelingly; ‘''and the button 
was off his wristband! What a pity he has nobody to take 
care of him! He seems very domestic. Bon’t you think, 
Charles, it would be a great blessing if we could get him a 
good wife?” 

“Urn,” said the parson; “I doubt if he values the married 
state as he ought.” 

“What do you mean, Charles? I never saw a man more 
polite to ladies in my life.” 

“Yes, but — ” 

“But what? You are always so mysterious, Charles 
dear.” 

“Mysterious! No, Carry; hut if you could hear what the 
doctor says of the ladies sometimes.” 

“Ay, when you men get together, my dear. I know what 
that means — pretty things you say of us ! But you are all 
alike; you know you are, love! ” 
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“ And if the hotise bills were so high last week, Charles 
dear, I should just like to know whose fault it was — that’s 
all.” 

“But you know, Charles dear, that you care no more for me 
and the children than — ” etc. 

But if the fatal word spring up, in its primitive freshness, 
at the head of the sentence, bow your head to the storm. It 
then assumes the majesty of “my” before it; it is generally 
more than simple objurgation, — it prefaces a sermon. My 
candour obliges me to confess that this is the mode in which 
the hateful monosyllable is more usually employed by the 
marital part of the one flesh; and has something about it of 
the odious assumption of the Petrnchian — the 

head of the family — boding, not perhaps “peace and love, 
and quiet life,” but certainly “awful rule and right suprem- 
acy.” Bor example : — 

“My dear Jane, I wish you would just put by that ever- 
lasting crochet, and listen to me for a few moments,” etc. 

“My dear Jane, I wish you would understand me for oncej 
don’t think I am angry, — no, but I am hurt ! You must con- 
sider,” etc. 

“My dear Jane, I don’t know if it is your intention to ruin 
me; but I only wish you would do as all other women do who 
care three straws for their husband’s property,” etc. 

“My dear Jane, I wish you to understand that I am the 
last person in the world to be jealous; but I ’ll bed~d if that 
puppy, Captain Prettyman,” etc. 

Now, few so carefully cultivate the connubial garden, as 
to feel much surprise at the occasional sting of a homely 
nettle or two; but who ever expected, before entering that 
garden, to find himself pricked and lacerated by an insidious 
exotical “dear,” which he had been taught to believe only 
lived in a hothouse, along with myrtles and other tender and 
sensitive shrubs which poets appropriate to Yenus? Never- 
theless Parson Bale, being a patient man, and a pattern to all 
husbands, would have found no fault with his garden, though 
there had not been a single specimen of “dear,” — whether 
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the dear humilis or the dear superba; the d.e2ix pallida, rubra, 
or niffra ; the dear mavis or the dear horrida, — no, not a 
single “dear” in the whole horticulture of matrimony, which 
Mrs. Dale had not brought to perfection. But this was far 
from being the case; Mrs. Dale, living much in retirement, 
was unaware of the modern improvements, in variety of colour 
and sharpness of prickle, which have rewarded the persever- 
ing skill of our female dorists. 


CHAPTER IX. 

In the cool of the evening Dr. Riccabocca walked home 
across the fields. Mr. and Mrs. Dale had accompanied him 
half-way, and as they now turned back to the parsonage, they 
looked behind to catch a glimpse of the tall, outlandish figure, 
winding slowly through the path amidst the waves of the 
green corn. 

“Poor man!” said Mrs. Dale, feelingly; “and the button 
was off his wristband ! What a pity he has nobody to take 
care of him! He seems very domestic. Don’t you think, 
Charles, it would be a great blessing if we could get him a 
good wife?” 

“Um,” said the parson; “I doubt if he values the married 
state as he ought.” 

“What do you mean, Charles? I never saw a man more 
polite to ladies in my life.” 

“Yes, but — ” 

“But what? You are always so mysterious, Charles 
dear.” 

“Mysterious! Ho, Carry; but if you could hear what the 
doctor says of the ladies sometimes.” 

“Ay, when you men get together, my dear. I know what 
that means — pretty things you say of us ! But you are all 
alike; you know you are, love!” 
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“And if tlie house bills were so high last week, Charles 
dear, I should just like to know whose fault it was — that^s 
all.” 

“But you know, Charles dear, that you care no more for rue 
and the children than — ” etc. 

But if the fatal word spring up, in its primitive freshness, 
at the head of the sentence, bow your head to the storm. It 
then assumes the majesty of “my’’ before it; it is generally 
more than simple objurgation, — it prefaces a sermon. My 
candour obliges me to confess that this is the mode in which 
the hateful monosyllable is more usually employed by the 
marital part of the one flesh; and has something about it of 
the odious assumption of the Petruchian paterfamilias — the 
head of the family — boding, not perhaps “peace and love, 
and quiet life,” but certainly “awful rule and right suprem- 
acy.” For example: — 

“ My dear Jane, I wish you would just put by that ever- 
lasting crochet, and listen to me for a few moments, ” etc. 

“My dear Jane, I wish you would understand me for once; 
don’t think I am angry, — no, but I am hurt ! You must con- 
sider,” etc. 

“My dear Jane, I don’t know if it is your intention to ruin 
me; but I only wish you would do as all other women do who 
care three straws for their husband’s property,” etc. 

“My dear Jane, I wish you to understand that I am the 
last person in the world to be jealous; but I ’ll bed— d if that 
puppy, Captain Prettyman,” etc. 

How, few so carefully cultivate the connubial garden, as 
to feel much surprise at the occasional sting of a homely 
nettle or two; but who ever expected, before entering that 
garden, to find himself pricked and lacerated by an insidious 
exotical “dear,” which he had been taught to believe only 
lived in a hothouse, along with myrtles and other tender and 
sensitive shrubs which poets appropriate to Venus? never- 
theless Parson Dale, being a patient man, and a j)attern to all 
husbands, would have found no fault with his garden, though 
there had not been a single specimen of “dear,” — whether 
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tlie dear Immilis or the dear superda j the &.esix pallida^ ruhra^ 
or nigra; the dear suavis or the dear horrida, — no, not a 
single “ dear ” in the whole horticulture of matrimony, which 
Mrs. Dale had not brought to perfection. But this was far 
from being the case; Mrs. Dale, living much in retirement, 
was unaware of the modern improvements, in variety of colour 
and sharpness of prickle, which have rewarded the persever- 
ing skill of our female florists. 


CHAPTER IX. 

Isr the cool of the evening Dr. Eiccabocca walked home 
across the fields. Mr. and Mrs. Dale had accompanied him 
half-way, and as they now turned back to the parsonage, they 
looked behind to catch a glimpse of the tall, outlandish figure, 
winding slowly through the path amidst the waves of the 
green corn. 

“Poor mail!” said Mrs. Dale, feelingly; “and the button 
was off his wristband! Wliat a pity he has nobody to take 
care of him! He seems very domestic. Don’t you think, 
Charles, it would be a great blessing if we could get him a 
good wife? ” 

“Um,” said the parson; “I doubt if he values the married 
state as he ought.” 

“What do you mean, Charles? I never saw a man more 
polite to ladies in my life.” 

“Yes, but — ” 

“But what? You are always so mysterious, Charles 
dear,” 

“Mysterious! No, Carry; but if you could hear what the 
doctor says of the ladies sometimes.” 

“Ay, when you men get together, my dear. I know what 
that means — pretty things you say of us! But you are all 
alike; you know you are, love! ” 
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“I am sure,” said the parson, simply, “that I ha,ve good 
cause to speak well of the sex — when I think of you and iny 
poor mother.” 

Mrs. Dale, who, with all her “tempers,” was an excellent 
woman, and loved her husband with the whole of her quick 
little heart, was touched. She pressed his hand, and did not 
call him dear all the way home. 

Meanwhile the Italian j>assed the fields, and came upon the 
high road about two miles from Hazeldean. On one side stood 
an old-fashioned solitary inn, such as English inns used to 
be before they became railway hotels, — square, solid, old- 
fashioned, looking so hospitable and comfortable, with their 
great signs swinging from some elm-tree in front, and the 
long row of stables standing a little back, with a chaise or 
two in the yard, and the jolly landlord talking of the crops 
to some stout farmer, whose rough pony halts of itself at the 
well-known door. Opposite this inn, on the other side of the 
road, stood the habitation of Dr. Riccabocca. 

A few years before the date of these annals, the stage-coach 
on its way to London from a seaport town stopped at the inn, 
as was its wont, for a good hour, that its passengers might 
dine like Christian Englishmen — not gulp down a basin of 
scalding soup, like everlasting heathen Yankees, with that . 
cursed railway whistle shrieking like a fiend in their ears! 
It was the best dining-place on the whole road, for the trout 
in the neighbouring rill were famous, and so was the mutton 
which came from Hazeldean Park. 

From the outside of the eoaeh had descended two passengers, 
who, alone insensible- to the attractions of nintton and trout, 
refused to dine, — two melancholy -looking foreigners, of whom 
one was Signor Iliccabocca, much the saine as we see him 
now, only tha,t the black suit was less threadbare, the tall 
form less meagre, and he did not then wear spectacles; and 
the other was his servant. ‘‘They would walk about while 
the coach stopped.” Now the Italian’s eye had been caught 
by a mouldering, dismantled house on the other side the road, 
which nevertheless w.as well situated; half-way up a green 
hill, with its aspect due south,: a little cascade falling down 
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artificial rockwork, a terrace with a balustrade, and a few 
broken urns and statues before its Ionic portico, while on the 
roadside stood a board, with characters already half effaced, 
implying that the house was “To be let unfurnished, with or 
without land.” 

The abode that looked so cheerless, and which had so evi- 
dently hung long on hand, was the property of Squire Hazel- 
dean. It had been built by his grandfather on the female side, 
— a, country gentleman who had actually been in Italy (a jour- 
ney rare enough to boast of in those days), and who, on his 
return home, had attempted a miniature imitation of an Italian 
villa. He left an only daughter and sole heiress, who married 
Squire Hazeldean’s father; and since that time, the house, 
abandoned by its proprietors for the larger residence of the 
Plazeldeans, had been uninhabited and neglected. Several 
tenants, indeed, had offered themselves ; but your true coun- 
try squire is slow in admitting upon his own property 
a rival neighbour. Some wanted shooting. “That,” said 
the Hazeldeans, who were great sportsmen and strict pre- 
servers, “was quite out of the question.” Others were, fine 
folks from London. “London servants,” said the Hazeldeans, 
who were moral and prudent people, “would corrupt their 
own, and bring London prices.” Others, again, were retired 
manufacturers, at whom the Hazeldeans turned up their agri- 
cultural noses. In short, some were too grand, and others 
too vulgar. Some were refused because they were known so 
well: “Friends were best at a distance,” said the Hazeldeans; 
others because they were not known at all: “No good comes 
of strangers,” said the Hazeldeans. And finally, as the house 
fell more and more into decay, no one would take it unless 
it was put into thorough repair: “As if one was made of 
money ! ” said the Hazeldeans. In short, there stood the 
house unoccupied and ruinous; and there, on its terrace, 
stood the two forlorn Italians, surveying it with a smile at 
each other, as for the first time since they set foot in England, 
they recognized, in dilapidated pilasters and broken statues, in 
a weed-grown terrace and the remains of an orangery, something 
that reminded them of the land they had left behind. 
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On returning to the inn, Dr. Riccaboeca took the occasion 
to learn from the innkeeper (who was indeed a tenant of the 
squire) such particulars as he could collect; and a few days 
afterwards Mr. Hazeldean received a letter from a Solicitor 
of repute in London, stating that a very resi^ectable foreign 
gentleman had commissioned him to treat for Clump Lodge, 
otherwise called the “Casino;” that the said gentleman did 
not shoot, lived in great seclusion, and, having no family, 
did not care about the repairs of the place, provided only it 
were made weather-proof, — if the omission of more expen- 
sive reparations could render the rent suitable to his finances, 
which were very limited. The offer came at a fortunate mo- 
ment, when the steward had just been representing to the 
squire the necessity of doing something to keep the Casino 
from falling into positive ruin, and the squire was cursing 
the fates which had put the Casino into an entail — so that he 
could not pull it down for the building materials. Mr. Hazel- 
dean therefore caught at the proposal even as a fair lady, who 
has refused the best offers in the kingdom, catches, at last, at 
some battered old captain on half -pay, and replied that, as for 
rent, if the solicitor’s client was a quiet, respectable man, he 
did not care for that, but that the gentleman might have it for 
the first year rent-free, on condition of paying the taxes, and 
putting the place a little in order. If they suited each other, 
they could then come to terms. Ten days subsequently to 
this gracious reply, Signor Riccabocca and his servant arrived; 
and, before the year’s end, the squire was so contented with 
his tenant that he ga-ve him a running lease of seven, four- 
teen, or twenty-one years, at a rent merely nominal, on con- 
dition that Signor Riccahocca would put and maintain tlxe 
place ill repair, barring the roof and fences, which the squire 
generously renewed at his own expense. It was astonishing, 
by little and little, what a pretty place the Italian had made 
of it, and, what is more astonishing, how little it had cost 
him. He had, indeed, painted the walls of the hall, stair- 
case, and the rooms appropriated to himself, with his own 
hands. His servant had done the greater part of the uphol- 
stery. The two between them had got the garden into order. 
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The Italians seemed to have taken a joint love to the place, 
and to deck it as they would have done some favourite chapel 
to their Madonna. 

It was long before the natives reconciled themselves to the 
odd ways of the foreign settlers. The first thing that offended 
them was the exceeding smallness of the household bills. 
Three days out of the seven, indeed, both man and master 
dined on nothing else but the vegetables in the garden, and 
the fishes in the neighbouring rill; when no trout could be 
caught they fried the minnows (and certainly, even in the 
best streams, minnows are more freq^uently caught than 
trout). The next thing which angered the natives quite as 
much, especially the female part of the neighbourhood, was 
the very sparing employment the two he creatures gave to the 
sex usually deemed so indispensable in household matters. 
At first, indeed, they had no woman-servant at all. But 
this created such horror that Parson Bale ventured a hint 
upon the matter, which Eiccabocca took in very good part; 
and an old woman was forthwith engaged after some bargain- 
ing — at three shillings a week — to wash and scrub as much 
as she liked during the daytime. She always returned to her 
own cottage to sleep. The man-servant, who was styled in 
the neighbourhood “ Jaekeymo,” did all else for his master, — 
smoothed his room, dusted his papers, prepared his coffee, 
cooked his dinner, brushed his clothes, and cleaned his pipes, 
of which Eiccabocca had a large collection. But however 
close a man’s character, it generally creeps out in driblets; 
and on many little occasions the Italian had shown acts of 
kindness, and, on some more rare occasions, even of generosity, 
which had served to silence his calumniators, and by degrees 
he had established a very fair reputation, — suspected, it is 
true, of being a little inclined to the Black Art, and of a 
strange inclination to starve Jaekeymo and himself, in other 
respects harmless enough. 

Signor Eiccabocca had become very intimate, as we have 
seen, at the Parsonage. But not so at the Hall. For though 
the squire was inclined to be very friendly to all his neigh- 
bours, he was, like most country gentlemen, rather easily 

VOL. I. — 3 


34 


MY NOVEL; OR, 


huffed. Eieca'bocea had, with great politeness, still with 
great obstinacy, refused Mr. Hazeldean’s earlier invitations 
to dinner; and when the squire found that the Italian rarely 
declined to dine at the I’arsonage, he was offended in one of 
his weak points, —namely, his pride in the hospitality of 
Ilaijeldean Hall, — and he ceased altogether invitations so 
churlishly rejected. Nevertheless, as it was impossible hn- 
the squire, however huffed, to bear malice, he now and then 
reminded Riceabocca of his existence by presents of game, 
and would have called on him more often than he did, but 
that Eiccabocca received him with such excessive politeness 
that the blunt country gentleman felt shy and put out, and 
used to say that “to call on Eickeybockey was as bad as going 
to Court. 

But we have left Dr. Riceahocca on the high road. By this 
time he has ascended a narrow path that winds by the side of 
the cascade, he has passed a trellis-work covered with vines, 
from which Jackeymo has positively succeeded in making 
what he calls 'wine, — a liquid, indeed, that if the cholera had 
been popularly known in those days, would have soured the 
mildest member of the Board of Health; for Squire Hazel- 
dean, though a robust man who daily carried off his bottle of 
port with impunity, having once rashly tasted it, did not 
recover the effect till he had had a bill from the apothe- 
cary as long as his own arm. Passing this trellis, Dr. Ric- 
cabocca entered upon the terrace, with its stone pavement 
as smoothed and trimmed as hands could make it. Here, 
on neat stands, all his favourite flowers were arranged; 
here four orange trees were in full blossom ; here a kind of 
summer-house, or belvidere, built by Jackeymo and himself, 
made his chosen morning room from May till October; and 
from this belvidere there was as beantifnl an expanse of 
prospect as if our English Nature had hospitabl}^ spread on 
her green board all that she had to offer as a banquet to 
thB' exile. 

A man without his coat, which was thrown over the balus- 
trade, was employed in watering the flowers, —a man with 
movements so mechanical, with a face so rigidly grave in its 
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taivny hues, tliiit he seemed like an automaton made out of 
mahogany. 

“Giacomo,” said Dr. Eiceabocca, softly. 

The automaton stopimd its haiid, and turned its head. 

“Put by the watering-pot, and come hither,” continued 
Eiceabocca, in Italian; and, moving towards the balustrade, 
he leaned over it. Mr. Mitford, the historian, calls Jean 
Jacques “John James.” Following that illustrious example, 
Giacomo shall be Anglified into Jackeymo. Jackeymo came 
to the balustrade also, and stood a little behind his master. 

“Friend,” said Eiceabocca, “enterprises have not always 
succeeded with us. Don’t you think, after all, it is tempting 
our evil star to rent those fields from the landlord?” 

Jackeymo crossed himself, and made some strange move- 
ment with a little coral charm which he wore set in a ring on 
his finger. 

“If the Madonna send us luck, and we could hire a lad 
cheap?” said Jackeymo, doubtfully. 

“Piti vale un presente che dui futuri,” ^ said Eiceabocca. 

“Chi non fa quando pu5, non puo, fare quando vuole,”® 
answered Jackeymo, as sententiously as his master. “And 
the Padrone should think in time that he must lay by for the 
dower of the poor signorina.” 

Eiceabocca sighed, and made no reply. 

“She must be that high now!” said Jackeymo, putting his 
hand on some imaginary line a little above the balustrade. 
Eiecabocca’s eyes, raised over the spectacles, followed the 
hand. 

“ If the Padrone could but see her here — ” 

“I thought I did,” muttered the Italian. 

“ He would never let her go from his side till she went to 
a husband’s,” continued Jackeymo. 

“But this climate, — she could never stand it,” said Eicca- 
bocca, drawing his cloak round him, as a north wind took him 
in the rear. 

“The orange trees blossom even here with care,” said 

^ " A bird in thft hand is worth two in the bush.” 

8 “ He who will not when he may, when he wills it shall have nay.” 
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Jackeymo, turning back to draw down an awning where the 
orange trees faced the north. “Seel” he added, as he re- 
turned with a sprig in full bud. 

Dr. Biceabocca bent over the blossom, and then placed it in 
his bosom. 

“The other one should be there too,” said Jaekeymo. 

“To die — as this does already!” answered Biecabocca. 
“Say no more.” 

Jaekeymo shrugged his shoulders; and then, glancing at 
his master, drew his hand over his eyes. 

There was a pause. Jaekeymo was the first to break it. 

“ But, whether here or there, beauty without money is the 
orange tree without shelter. If a lad could be got cheap, I 
would hire the land, and trust for the crop to the Madonna.” 

“I think I know of such a lad,” said Biccabocca, recovering 
himself, and with his sardonic smile once more lurking about 
the corners of his mouth, — “a lad made for us.” 

‘‘Diavolo!” 

“Ko, not the Diavolo! Briend, I have this day seen a boy 
who — refused sixpence ! ” 

“ Cosa stupenda ! exclaimed Jaekeymo, opening his eyes, 
and letting fall the watering-pot. 

“It is true, my friend.” 

“Take him, Padrone, in Heaven’s name, and the fields will 
grow gold. ” 

“ I will think of it, for it mnst require management to catch 
such ahoy,” said Riccabocca. “Meanwhile, light a candle in 
the parlour, and bring from my bedroom that great folio of 
Machiavelli,” 


Stupendous thing! 
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CHAPTER X. 

In my next chax)tex I shall present Squire Hazeldean in 
patriarchal state, — not exactly under the fig-tree he has 
planted, biit before the stocks he has reconstructed, — Squire 
Hazeldean and his family on the village green! The canvas 
is all ready for the colours. 

But in this chapter I must so far afford a glimpse into 
antecedents as to let the reader know that there is one mem- 
ber of the family whom he is not likely to meet at present, if 
ever, on the village green at Hazeldean. 

Our squire lost his father two years after his birth; his 
mother was very handsome — and so was her jointure; she 
married again at the expiration of her year of mourning ; the 
object of her second choice was Colonel Egerton. 

In every generation of Englishmen (at least since the lively 
reign of Charles II.) there are a few whom some elegant 
Genius skims off from the milk of human nature, and reserves 
for the cream of society. Colonel Egerton was one of these 
terque quaterqne beaM, and dwelt apart on a top shelf in that 
delicate porcelain dish — not bestowed upon vulgar buttermilk 

which persons of fashion call The Great World. Mighty 
was the marvel of Pall Mall, and profound was the pity of 
Park Lane, when this supereminent personage condescended 
to lower himself into a husband. But Colonel Egerton was 
not a mere gaudy butterfly; he had the provident instincts 
ascribed to the bee. Youth had passed from him, and carried 
off much solid property in its flight; he saw that a time was 
fast coming when a home, with a partner who could help to 
maintain it, would be conducive to his comforts, and an occa- 
sional hum-drum evening by the fireside beneficial to his 
health. In the midst of one season at Brighton, to which 
gay place he had accompanied the Prince of Wales, he saw a 
widow, who, though in the weeds of mourning, did not appear 
inconsolable. Her person pleased his taste, the accounts of her 
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jointure satisfied his understanding; he contrived an introduc- 
tion, and brought a brief wooing to a happy close. The late 
Mr. Hazeldean had so far anticipated the chance of the young 
widow’s second espousals, that, in case of that event, he trans- 
ferred, by his testamentary dispositions, the guardianship of 
his infant heir from the mother to two squires whom he had 
named his executors. This circumstance combined with her 
new ties somewhat to alienate Mrs. Hazeldean from the 
pledge of her former loves; and when she had borne a son 
to Colonel Egerton, it was upon that child that her maternal 
affections gradually concentrated. 

William Hazeldean was sent by his guardians to a large 
provincial academy, at which his forefathers had received 
their education time out of mind. At first he spent his holi- 
days with Mrs. Egerton; but as she now resided either in 
London,, or followed her lord to Brighton, to partake of the 
gayeties at the Pavilion, so as he grew older, William, who 
had a hearty affection for . country life, and of whose bluff 
manners and rural breeding Mrs. Egerton (having grown 
exceedingly refined) was openly ashamed, asked and obtained 
permission to spend his vacations either with his guardians 
or at the old Hall. He went late to a small college at Cam- 
bridge, endowed in the fifteenth century by some ancestral 
Hazeldean; aud left it, on coming of age, without taking a 
degree. A few years afterwards he married a young lady, 
country horn and bred like himself. 

Meanwhile his half-brother, Audley Egerton, may be said 
to have begun his initiation into the heau mo7ide before he 
had well cast aside his coral and bells ; he had been fondled 
in the lap of duchesses, and had galloped across the room 
astride on the canes of ambassadors and princes. Eor Colonel 
Egerton was not only very highly connected, liot only one of 
the DU majoy'cs of fashion, hut he had the still rarer good for- 
tune to he an exceedingly popular man with all who knew 
him, — so popular, that even the fine ladies whom he had 
adored aud abandoned forgave him for marryijig out of “ the 
set,” and continued to he as friendly as if he had not married 
at all. I’eople who were commonly called heartless were 
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never weary of doing kind things to the Egertons. "When 
the time came for Audley to leave the preparator}’- school at 
wliicli his infancy budded forth amongst the stateliest of the 
little lilies of the field, and go to Eton, half the fifth and sixth 
forms had been canvassed to be exceedingly civil to young 
Egerfcon. The })oy soon showed that he inherited his father^s 
talent for acquiring pox)ularity, and that to this talent he 
added those which jmt poi3ularity to use. Without achieving 
any scholastic distinction, he yet contrived to establish at 
Eton the most desirable reputation which a boy can obtain, — 
namely, that among his own contemporaries, the reputation 
of a boy who was sure to do something when he grew to be a 
man. As a ‘gentleman-commoner at Christ Church, Oxford, 
he continued to sustain this high expectation, though he won 
no prizes, and took but an ordinary degree ; and at Oxford the 
future “ something ” became more defined, — it was “ some- 
thing in public life ” that this young man was to do. 

While he was yet at the University, both his parents died, 
within a few months of each other. And when Audley Eger- 
ton came of age, he succeeded to a paternal i^roperty which 
was supjiosed to be large, and indeed had once been so ; but 
Colonel Egerton had been too lavish a man to enrich his heir, 
and about £1500 a year was all that sales and mortgages 
left of an estate that had formerly approached a rental of 
£ 10 , 000 . 

Still, Andley was considered to be opulent; and he did not 
dispel that fa,vourable notion by any imprudent exhibition of 
parsimony. On entering the world of London, the Clubs fle;y 
open to receive him, and he woke one morning to find himself,'' ' 
not indeed famous — but the fashion. To this fashion he at 
once gave a certain gravity and value, — he associated as 
much as x)ossible with piiblic meu and political ladies, he suc- 
ceeded in confirming the notion that he was “ born to ruin or 
to rule the State.” 

The dearest and most intimate friend of Audley Egerfcon 
was Lord L’Estrange, from whom he had been inseparable at 
Eton, and wlio now, if Audley Egerton was the fashion, was 
absolutely the rage in London. 
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Harley, Lord L’Estrange, was the only son of the Earl of 
Laiismere, a nobleman of considerable wealth, and allied, by 
intei'marriages, to the loftiest and most powerful families in 
England, Lord Lansinere, nevertheless, was but little known 
in the circles of London. He lived ehietiy on his estates, 
occupying himself with the various duties of a great proprie- 
tor, and when he came to the metropolis, it was rather to save 
than to spend; so that he could afford to give his son a very 
ample allowance, when Harley, at the age of sixteen (having 
already attained to the sixth form at Eton), left school for 
one of the regiments of the Guards. 

Few knew wdrat to make of Harley L’Estrange, — and that 
was, perhax^s, the reason why he was so much thought of. 
He had been by far the most brilliant boy of his time at 
Eton, — hot only the boast of the cricket-ground, but the 
marvel of the schoolroom; yet so full of whims and oddities, 
and seeming to achieve his triumphs with so little aid from 
steadfast application, that he had not left behind him the 
.same expectations of solid eminence which his friend and 
senior, Audley Egerton, had excited. His eccentricities, his 
quaint sayings, and ont-of-the-way actions, became as notable 
in the great world as they had been in the small one of a 
public school. That he was very clever there was no doubt, 
and that the cleverness was of a high order might be sur- 
inised, not only from the originality but the independence 
of his character. He dazzled the world, without seeming to 
care for its praise or its censure, — dazzled it, as it were, 
because he could not help shining. He had some strange 
notions, whether political or social, which rather frightened 
his father. According to Southey, “A man should be no more 
ashamed of having been a republican than of having been 
young.” Youth and extravagant opinions naturally go to- 
gether. I don^t know whether Harley L’Estrange was a 
republican at the age of eighteen; but there was no young 
man in London who seemed to care less for being heir to an 
illustrious name and some forty or fifty thousand pounds a 
year. It was a vulgar fashion in that day to play the exclu- 
sive, and cut persons who woi’<' })ad neckcloths, and called 
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tixeinselves Sinitli or Jolinson. Lord L^Estrange never cut 
any one, and it was quite enough to slight some worthy man 
because of his neckcloth or his birth to insure to the offender 
tli.e pointed civilities of this eccentric successor to the Belforts 
and the W'ildairs. 

It was tlie wish of his father that Harley, as soon as he 
(!ame of age, should represent the borough of Lansinore 
(which said borough was the single plague of the earl’s 
life). But this wish was never realized. Suddenly, when 
the young idol of London still wanted some two or three 
years of his majority, a new whim appeared to seize him. 
He withdrew entirely from society; he left unanswered the 
most pressing three-cornered notes of inquiry and invitation 
that ever strewed the table of a young Guardsman; he was 
rarely seen anywhere in his former haunts, — when seen, was 
either alone or with Egerton; and his gay spirits seemed 
wholly to have left him. A profound melancholy was writ- 
ten in his countenance, and breathed in the listless tones of 
his voice. About this time a vacancy happening to occur for 
the representation of Lansmere, Harley made it his special 
request to his father that the family interest might be given 
to Audley Egerton, — a request which was backed by all the 
influence of his lady mother, who shared in the esteem which 
her son felt for his friend. The earl yielded; and Egerton, 
accompanied by Harley, vyent down to Lansmere Park, which 
adjoined the borough, in order to be introduced to the elec- 
tors. This visit made a notable epoch in the history of many 
personages wbo figure in my narrative; but at present I con- 
tent myself with saying that circumstances arose which, just 
as the canvass for the new election commenced, caused botlt 
L’Estrange and Audley to absent themselves from the scene 
of action, and that the last even wrote to Lord Lansmere 
expressing ]iis intention of declining to contest the borough. 

Fortunately for the parliamentary career of Audley Egerton, 
the election had become to Lord Lansmere not only a matter 
of public importance, but of personal feeling. He resolved 
that the battle should be fought out, even in the absence of 
the candidate, and at his own expense. Hitherto the contest 


42 


MY IfOVEL; OE, 


for this distiuguislied borough, had been, to use the language 
of Lord Lansmcre, “ conducted in the spirit of gentlemen, ” — 
that is to say, the only opponents to the Lansmere interest 
had been found in one or the other of the two rival families 
in the same county; and as the earl was a hospitable, courte- 
ous man, mucli respected and liked by the neighbouring gen- 
try, so the hostile candidate had always interlarded his speeches 
with profuse compliments to his Lordship’s high character, 
and civil expressious as to his Lordship’s candidate. But, 
thanks to successive elections, one of these two families had 
come to an. end, and its actual representative was now resid- 
ing within the Rules of the Beneh-, the head of the other fam- 
ily was the sitting member, and, by an amicable agreement with 
the Lansmere interest, he remained as neutral as it is in the 
power of any sitting member to be amidst the passions of an 
intractable committee. Accordingly it had been hoped that 
Egerton would come in without opposition, when, the very 
day on which he had abruptly left the place, a handbill, 
signed “Haverill Dashmore, Captain B. IST., Baker Street, 
Portman Square,” announced, in very spirited language, the in- 
tention of that gentleman “to emancipate the borough from the 
unconstitutional domination of an oligarchical faction, not with 
a view to his own political aggrandizement, — indeed at great 
personal inconvenience, — but actuated solely by abhorrence to 
tyranny, and patriotic passion for the purity of election,” 

This announcement was followed, within two hours, by the 
arrival of Captain Bashmore himself, in a carriage and four, 
covered with yellow favours, and tilled, inside and out, with 
.barumscaruin-lookiiig friends, who had come doAvn with him 
to share the canvass and partake the fun. 

Captain Dashmore was a thorough sailor, who had, how- 
ever, conceived a disgust to the profession from the, date in 
which a minister’s nephew had been appointed to the .com- 
mand of a ship to which the captain considered himself 
unquestionably entitled. It is just to the minister to add 
that Captain Dashmore had shown as little regard for orders 
from a distance as had immortalized Nelson himself; but then 
the disobedience had not achieved the same redeeming success 
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as that of Nelson, and Captain Dashmore ought to have 
thought liimself fortunate in escaping a severer treatment 
than the loss, of promotion. But no man knows when he is 
well off ; and retiring on half pay, just as he came into unex- 
pected possession of some forty or fifty thousand pounds, be- 
queathed by a distant relation, Captain Dashmore was seized 
with a vindictive desire to enter parliament, and inflict ora- 
fcorical cdiastisement on the Administration. 

A very few hours sufficed to show the sea-captain to be a 
most capital electioneerer for a popular but not enlightened 
constituency. It is true that he talked the saddest nonsense 
ever heard from an open window; but then his jokes were so 
broad, his manner so hearty, his voice so big, that in those 
dark days, before the schoolmaster was abroad, he would have 
beaten your philosophical Radical and moralizing Democrat 
hollow. Moreover, he kissed all the women, old and young, 
with the zest of a sailor who has known what it is to be three 
years at sea without sight of a beardless lip; he threw open 
all the public-houses, asked a numerous committee every day 
to dinner, and, chucking his purse up in the air, declared “ he 
would stick to his guns while there was a shot in the locker.” 
Till then, there had been but little political difference between 
the candidate supported by Lord Lansmere’s interest and the 
opposing parties ; for country gentlemen, in those days, were 
pretty much of the same wa.y of thinking, and the question 
liad been really local, — namely, whether the Lansmere inter- 
est should or should not prevail over that of the two squire- 
archieal families who had alone, hitherto, ventured to oppose 
it. But though Captain Dashmore was really a very loyal 
man, and much too old a sailor to think that the State (which, 
according to established metaphor, is a vessel par excellenre) 
should admit Jack upon quarterdeck, yet, what with talking 
against lords and aristocracy, jobs and ab^ises, and searching 
through no very refined vocabulary for the strongest epithets 
to apply fco those irritating nouns-snbstantive, his bile had got 
the better of his understanding, and he became fuddled, as it 
were, by his own eloquence. Thus, though as innocent of 
Jacobinical designs as he was incapable of setting the Thames 
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on fire, you would have guessed him, by his speeches, to be 
one of the most determined incendiaries that ever applied a 
match to the combustible materials of a contested election; 
while, being by no means accustomed to respect his adver- 
saries, he could not have treated the Earl of Lansmere with 
less ceremony if his Lordship had been a Frenchman. He 
usually designated that respectable nobleman, who was still 
in the prime of life, by the title of “ Old Pompons ; ” and tlie 
mayor, who was never seen abroad but in top-boots, and the 
solicitor, who was of a large build, received from his irreve- 
rent wit the joint sobriquet of “ Tops and Bottoms ” ! Hence 
the election had now become, as I said before, a personal mat- 
ter with my Lord, and, indeed, with the great heads of the 
Lansmere interest. The earl seemed to consider his very 
coronet at stake in the question. “The Man from Baker 
Street,” with his preternatural audacity, appeared to him a 
being ominous and awful — not so much to be regarded with 
resentment as with superstitious terror. He felt as felt the 
dignified Montezuma, when that ruffianly Cortez, with his 
handful of Spanish rapscallions, bearded him in his own capi- 
tal, and in the midst of his Mexican splendour. The gods 
were menaced if man could be so insolent! wherefore, said 
my Lord tremulously, “ The Constitution is gone if the Man 
from Baker Street comes in for Lansmere ! ” 

But in the absence of Audley Egerton, the election looked 
extremely ugly, and Captain Hashmore gained ground hourly, 
when the Lansmere solicitor happily bethought him of a not- 
able proxy for the missing candidate. The Squire of Hazel- 
dean, with his young wife, had been invited by the earl in 
honour of Audley; and in the squire the solicitor beheld the 
only mortal who could cope with the sea-captain, — a man 
with a voice as burly and a face as bold; a mau who, if per- 
mitted for the nonce by Mrs. Hazeldean, would kiss all the 
women no less heartily than the captain kissed them; and 
who was, moreover, a taller and a handsomer and a younger 
man, — all three great recommendations in the kissing depart- 
ment of a contested election. Yes, to canvass the borough, 
and to speak from the window, Squire Hazeldean would be 
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even more popularly presentable tlian the London-bred and 
accomplished Audley Egerton himself. 

The squire, applied to and urged on all sides, at first said 
bluntly that he would. do anything in reason to serve his 
brother, but that he did not like, for his own part, appearing, 
even in proxy, as a lord’s nominee; and moreover, if he was 
to bo sponsor for his brother, why, he must promise and vow, 
in his name, to be stanch and true to the land they lived byl 
And how could he tell that Audley, when once he got into the 
House, would not forget the land, and then he, William Hazeh 
dean, would be made a liar, and look like a turncoat! 

But these scruples being overruled by the arguments of the 
gentlemen and the entreaties of the ladies, who took in the 
election that intense interest which those gentle creatures 
usually do take in all matters of strife and contest, the squire 
at length consented to confront the Man from Baker Street, 
and went accordingly into the thing with that good heart and 
old English spirit with which he went into everything whereon 
he had once made up his mind. 

The expectations formed of the squire’s capacities for 
popular electioneering were fully realized. He talked quite 
as much nonsense as Captain Hashmore on every subject 
except the landed interest ; there he was great, for he knew 
the subject well, — knew it by the instinct that comes with 
practice, and compared to which all your showy theories are 
mere cobwebs and moonshine. 

Tlie agricultural outvoters — many of whom, not living 
under Lord Lansmere, hut being small yeomen, had hitherto 
prided themselves on their independence, and gone against 
my Lord — conld not in their hearts go against one who was 
every incli the fanner’s friend. They began to share in tbe 
earl’s personal interest against the Man from Baker Street; 
and big fellows, with legs bigger round than Captain Dash- 
more’s tight little body, and huge whips in their hands, were 
soon seen entering the shops, “intimidating the electors,” as 
Captain Dashmore indignantly declared. 

These new recruits made a great difference in the muster- 
roll of the Lansmere books; and when the day for polling 
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arrived, tlie result was a fair question for even betting. At 
tlie last hour, after a neek-and-neck contest, Mr. Audley 
Egertou beat the captain by two votes; and tbe names of 
these voters were J ohn Avenel, resident freeman, and Iiis 
son-in-law, Mark Fairfield, an outvoter, who, though a Lans- 
luere freeman, had settled in Hazeldean, where he had ob- 
tained the situation of head carpenter on the squire’s estate. 

These votes were unexpected; for though Mark Fairfield 
had come to Lansmere on purpose to support the squire’s 
brother, and though the Avenels had been always stanch sup- 
porters of the Lansmere Bine interest, yet a severe affliction 
(as to the nature of which, not desiring to sadden the opening 
of my story, I am considerately silent) had befallen both 
these persons, and they had left the town on the very day 
after Lord L’Estrange and Mr. Egerton had quitted Lansmere 
Park. 

Whatever might have been the gratification of the squire, 
as a canvasser and a brother, at Mr. Egerton’s triumph, it was 
much damped when, on leaving the dinner given in honour 
of the victory at the Lansmere Arms, and about, with no 
steady step, to enter a carriage which was to convey him to 
his Lordship’s house, a letter was put into his hands by one 
of the gentlemen who had accompanied the captain to the 
scene of action; and the perusal of that letter, and a few 
whispered words from the bearer thereof, sent the squire back 
to Mrs. Hazeldean a much soberer man than she had ventured 
to hope for. The fact was, that on the day of nomination, 
the captain having honoured Mr. Hazeldean with many poet- 
ical and figurative appellations, — such as “Prize Ox,” “Tony 
Lumpkin,” “Blood-sucking Vampire,” and “Brotherly Warm- 
ing-Pan,” — the sqiiire had retorted by a joke about “Salt- 
water J aek ; ” and the captain, who like all satirists was 
extremely susceptible and thin-skinned, could not consent to 
be called “ Salt-water Jack” by a “Prize Ox” and a “Blood- 
sucking Vampire.” 

The letter, therefore, now conveyed to Mr. Hazeldean by a 
gentleman, who, being from the Sister Country, was deemed 
the most fitting accomplice in the honourable destruction of a 
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brother mortal, contained nothing more nor less than an invi- 
tation to single combat; and the bearer thereof, with, the suave 
politeness fmjoined by etiquette on such well-bred homicidal 
occasions, siiggested the expediency of appointing the place of 
meeting in the neighbourhood of London, in order to prevent 
interference from the suspicious authorities of Lansmere. 

The natives of some countries — the warlike French in par- 
ticular —think little of that formal operation which goes by 
the name of duelling. Indeed, they seem rather to like it 
than otherwise. But there is nothing your thorough-|)aced 
Englishman — a Hazeldean of Hazeldean — considers with 
more repugnance and aversion than that same cold-blooded 
ceremonial. It is not within the range of an Englishman’s 
ordinary habits of thinking. He prefers going to law, — a 
much more destructive proceeding of the two. Nevertheless, 
if an Englishman must light, why, he will fight. He says “ It 
is very foolish; ” he is sure “it is most unchristianlike; ” he 
agrees with all that I’hilosophy, Preacher, and Press have 
laid down on tlie subject; but he makes his will, says his 
prayers, and goes out — like a heathen. 

It never, therefore, occurred to the squire to show the 
white feather upon this unpleasant occasion. The next day, 
feigning excuse to attend the sale of a hunting stud at Tatter- 
sail’s, he ruefully went up to London, after taking a pecu- 
liarly aft'ectionate leave of his wife. Indeed, the squire felt 
convinced tliat he .should never return home except in a coffin. 
“It stands to reason,” said he to himself, “that a man who 
has been actually paid by the King’s Government for shooting 
pe.ople ever since he was a little boy in a midshipman’s jacket, 
must be a dead hand at the job. I should not miud if it was 
with double-barrelled .Mantons and small shot; but ball and 
pistol, they aren’t human nor sportsmanlike!” However, 
the sfjuire, after settling his worldly affairs, and hunting up 
an old college frieiid who undertook to be his second, pro- 
ceeded to a se(|uestered corner of Wimbledon Common, and 
planted himself, not sideways, as one, ought to do in such 
encounters (the which posture the squire swore was an un- 
manly way of shirking), but full front to the mouth of hi^ 
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adyersary^s pistol, with such sturdy composure that Captain 
Dashmore, who, though au excellent shot, was at bottom as 
good-natured a fellow as ever lived, testified his admiration 
by letting off his gallant opponent with, a ball in the fleshy 
part of the shoulder, after which he declared himself perfectly 
satisfied. The parties then shook hands, mutual apologies 
were exchanged, and the squire, much to his astonishment to 
find himself still alive, was conveyed to Limmer’s Hotel, 
where, after a considerable amount of anguish, the ball was 
extracted and the wound healed. Now it was all over, the 
squire felt very much raised in his own conceit; and when he 
was in a humour more than ordinarily fierce, that perilous 
event became a favourite allusion with him. 

He considered, moreover, that his brother had incurred at 
his hand the most lasting obligations ; and that, having pro- 
cured Audley’s return to parliament, and defended his inter- 
ests at risk of his own life, he had an absolute right to dictate 
to that gentleman how to vote, — upon all matters, at least, 
connected with the landed interest. And when, not very long 
after Audley took his seat in parliament (which he did not do 
for some months), he thought proper both to vote and to speak 
in a manner wholly belying the promises the squire had made 
on his behalf, Mr. Ha,zeldean wrote him such a trimmer that 
it could not but produce an unconciliatory reply. Shortly 
afterwards the squire’s exasperation reached the culminating 
point; for, having to pass through Lansmere on a market- 
day, he was hooted by the very farmers whom he had 
induced to vote for his brother; and, justly imputing the 
disgrace to Audley, he never heard the name of that traitor 
to the land mentioned without a heightened colour and an 
indignant expletive. M. de Raqueville — who was the 
greatest wit of his day — had, like the squire, a half-brother, 
wilih whom he was not on the best of terms, and of whom he 
always spoke as his ‘\frere de loin! '^^ Audley Egerton wa^s 
thus Squire Hazeldean^s 

Enough of these explanatory antecedents, — let us return to 
the stocks. 
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CHAPTER XL 

The sqiiire^s carpenters were taken from the park pales and 
set to work at the parish stocks. Then came the painter and 
coloured them a beantiful dark blue, with white border — 
and a white rim round the holes — with an ornamental flour- 
ish in the middle. It was the gayest public edifice in the 
whole village, though the village possessed no less than three 
other monuments of the Vitruvian genius of the Hazeldeans, 
— to wit, the almshouse, the school, and the parish pump. 

A more elegant, enticing, coquettish pair of stocks never 
gladdened the eye of a justice of the peace. 

And Squire Hazeldean’s eye was gladdened. In the pride 
of his heart he brought all the family down to look at the 
stocks. The squire’s family (omitting the /rere Zom) con- 
sisted of Mrs. Hazeldean, his wife; next, of Miss Jemima 
Hazeldean, his first cousin; thirdly, of Mr. Francis Hazel- 
dean, his only son; and fourthly, of Captain Barnabas Higgin- 
botham, a distant relation, — who, indeed, strictly speaking, 
was not of the family, but only a visitor ten months in the 
year. Mrs. Hazeldean was every inch the lady, — the lady 
of the parish. In her comely, florid, and somewhat sunburned 
countenance, there was an equal expression of majesty and 
benevolence ; she had a blue eye that invited liking, and an 
aquiline nose that commanded respect. Mrs. Hazeldean. had 
no affectation of fine airs, no wish to be greater and hand- 
somer and cleverer than she was. She knew herself, and her 
station, and thanked Heaven for it. There was about her 
speech and manner something of the shortness and bluntness 
which often characterizes royalty; and if the lady of a parish 
is not a queen in her own circle, it is never the fault of a 
parish. Mrs, Hazeldean dressed her part to perfection. She 
wore silks that seemed heirlooms, — - so thick were they, so 
substantial and imposing; and over these, when she was in 
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her own domain, the whitest of aprons; while at her waist 
was seen no fiddle-faddle thatddin&y with breloques and trum- 
pery, but a good honest gold watch to mark the time, and a 
long jjair of scissors to cut off the dead leaves from her 
flowers, — for she was a great borticultnralist. When occa- 
sion needed, Mrs. Hazeldean could, however, lay by her more 
sumptuous and imperial raiment for a stout riding-habit, of 
blue Saxony, and canter by her husband’s side to see the 
hounds throw off. Nay, on the days on which Mr. Hazeldean 
drove his famous fast-trotting cob to the market town, it was 
rarely that you did not see his wife on the left side of the gig. 
She cared as little as her lord did for wind and weather, and 
in the midst of some pelting shower her pleasant face peeped 
over the collar and capes of a stout dreadnought, expanding 
into smiles and bloom as some frank rose, that opens from its 
petals, and rejoices in the dews. It was easy to see that the 
worthy couple had married for love ; they were as little apart 
as they could help it. And still, on the first of September, if 
the house was not full of company which demanded her cares, 
Mrs. Hazeldean “stepped out” over the stubbles by her hus- 
band’s side, with as light a tread and as blithe an eye as when, 
in the first bridal year, she had enchanted the squire by her 
genial sympathy with his sports. 

So there now stands Harriet Hazeldean, one hand leaning 
on the squire’s bi’oad shoulder, the other thrust into her 
apron, and trying her best to share her husband’s enthusiasm 
for his own public-spirited patriotism, in the renovation of 
the parish stocks. A little behind, with two fingers resting 
on the thin arm of Captain Barnabas, stood Miss Jemima, the 
orphan daughter of the squire’s uncle, by a runaway impru- 
dent marriage with a young lady who belonged to a family 
which had been at war with the Hazeldeans since the reign of 
Charles the First respecting a right of way to a small wood (or 
rather spring) of about an acre, through a piece of furze land, 
which was let to a brickmaker at twelve shillings a year. The 
wood belonged to the Hazeldeans, the furze land to the Stick- 
torights (an old Saxon family, if ever there was one). Every 
twelfth year, when the fagots and timber were felled, this feud 
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broke out afresli ; for the Sticktoriglits refused to the Hazel- 
deans the right to cart off the said fagots and timber through 
the only way by which a cart could possibly pass. It is just 
to the Hazehleans to say that they had offered to buy the land 
at ten times its value. But the Sticktorights, with equal 
magnanimity, hfui declared that they would not ^^alienate the 
family property for the convenience of the best squire that 
ever stood upon shoe leather.” Therefore, every twelfth 
year, there was always a great breach of the peace on the 
part of both Hazeldeans and Sticktorights, magistrates and 
deputy -lieutenants though they were. The question was fairly 
fought out by their respective dependants, and followed by 
various actions for assault and trespass. As the legal ques- 
tion of right was extremely obscure, it never had been prop- 
erly decided; and, indeed, neither party wished it to be 
decided, each at heart having some doubt of the propriety of 
its own claim. A marriage between a younger son of the 
Hazeldeans and a younger daughter of the Sticktorights was 
viewed with equal indignation by both families; and the con- 
sequence had been that the runaway couple, unblessed and 
un forgiven, had scrambled through life as they could, upon 
the scanty pay of the husband, who was in a marching regi- 
ment, and the interest of £1000, which was the wife’s fortune 
independent of her parents. They died and left an only 
daughter (upon whom the maternal £1000 had been settled), 
about the time that the squire came of age and into pos- 
session of his estates. And though he inherited all the an- 
cestral hostility towards the Sticktorights, it was not in his 
mvture to be unkind to a poor orphan, who was, after all, the 
child of a Hazeldean. Therefore he had educated and fostered 
Jemima with as much tenderness as if she had been his sister; 
put out her £1000 at nurse, and devoted, from the ready 
money which had accrued from the rents during his minority, 
as much as made her fortune (with her own accumulated at 
compound interest) no less than £4000, the ordinary marriage 
portion of the daughters of Hazeldean. On her coming of age, 
he transferred this sum to her absolute disposal, in order that 
she might feel herself independent, see a little more of the 
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world than she could at Hazeldean, have candidates to choose 
from if she deigned to marry; or enough to live upon, if she 
chose to remain single. Miss Jemima had somewhat availed 
herself of this liberty, by occasional visits to Cheltenham and 
other watering-places. But her grateful affection to the squire 
was such that she could never bear to be long away from the 
Hall. And this was the more praise to her heart, inasmuch 
as she was far from talcing kindly to the prospect of being an 
old maid; and there were so few bachelors in the neighbour- 
hood of Hazeldean, that she could not but have that prospect 
before her eyes whenever she looked out of the Hall windows. 
Miss Jemima was indeed one of the most kindly and affection- 
ate of beings feminine; and if she disliked the thought of 
single blessedness, it really was 'from those innocent and 
womanly instincts towards, the tender charities of hearth and 
home, without which a lady, however otherwise estimable, is 
little better than a Minerva in bronze. But, whether or not, 
despite her fortune and her face, which last, though not 
strictly handsome, was pleasing, and would have been posi- 
tively pretty if she had laughed more often (for when she 
laughed, there appeared three charming dimples, invisible 
when she was grave), — whether or not, I say, it was the fault 
of our insensibility or her own fastidiousness, Miss Jemima 
approached her thirtieth year, and was still Miss Jemima. 
How, therefore, that beautifying laugh of hers was very rarely 
heard, and she had of late become confirmed in two opinions, 
not at all conducive to laughter. One was a conviction of the 
general and progressive wickedness of the male sex, and the 
other was a decided and lugubrious belief that the world was 
coming to an end. Miss J emima was now accompanied by a 
small canine favourite, true Blenheim, with a snub nose. It 
was advanced in life, and somewhat obese. It sat on its 
haunches, with its tongue out of its mouth, except when it 
snapped at the flies. There was a strong platonic friendship 
between Miss Jemima and Captain Barnabas Higginbotham; 
fox he, too, was unmarried, and he had the same ill opinion 
of your sex, my dear madam, that Miss Jemima had of ours. 
The captain was a man of a slim and elegant figure; the less 
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said fibovit tlie face the better, a truth of which the captain 
himself was sensible, for it was a favourite maxim of his, 
“that in a man, everything is a slight, gentlemanlike figure.” 
Captain Barnabas did not absolutely deny that the woi’ld was 
coming to an end, only he thought it would last his time. 

Quite apart from all the rest, with nonchalant survey of 
virgin dandyism, Francis Hazeldean looked over one of the 
high starched neckcloths which were then the fashion, — a 
handsome lad, fresh from Eton for the summer holidays, but 
at that ambiguous age when one disdains the sports of the 
boy, and has not yet arrived at the resources of the man. 

“I should be glad, Frank,” said the squire, suddenly turn- 
ing round to his son, “to see you take a little more interest 
in duties which, one day or other, you may be called upon to 
discharge. I can’t bear to think that the property should fall 
into the hands of a fine gentleman, who will let things go to 
rack and ruin, instead of keeping them up as I do.” 

And the squire pointed to the stocks. 

Master Frank’s eye followed the direction of the cane, as 
well as his cravat would permit; and he said dryly, — 

“Yes, sir; but how came the stocks to be so long out of 
repair? ” 

“Because one can’t see to everything at once,” retorted the 
squire, tartly. “ When a man has got eight thousand acres to 
look after, he must do a bit at a time.” 

“Yes,” said Captain Barnabas, “I know that by experi- 
ence.” 

“The douce you do!” cried the squire, bluntly. “Experi- 
ence in eight thousand acres!” 

“No; in my apartments in the Albany, — No. 3 A. I have 
had tJiem ten years, and it was only last Christmas that I 
bought my Japan cat.” 

“Dear me,” said Miss Jemima; “a Japan oat! that must 
be very curious. What sort of a creature is it? ” 

“Don’t you know? Bless me, a thing with three legs, and 
holds toast! I never thought of it, I assure you, till my 
friend Cosey said to me one morning when he was breakfast- 
ing at my rooms, ‘ Higginbotham, how is it that you, who 
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like to have things comfortable about you, don’t have a cat? ’ 
‘ TJpon my life,’ said I, ‘ one can’t think of everything at a 
time,’ — just like you, Squire.” 

“3?shaw,” said Mr. Hazeldean, gruffly, “not at all like me. 
And I ’ll thank you another time, .Cousin Higginbotham, not 
to put me out when I ’m speaking on matters of importance ; 
poking your cat into my stocks! They look something like 
now, my stocks, don’t they, Harry? I declare that the whole 
village seems more respectable. It is astonishing how much 
a little improvement adds to the— to the — ” 

“Charm of the landscape,” put in Miss Jemima, senti- 
mentally. 

The squire neither accepted nor rejected the suggested 
termination; but leaving his sentence uncompleted, broke 
suddenly off with — 

“And if I had listened to Parson Dale — ” 

“A’‘on would have done a very wise thing,” said a voice 
behind, as the parson presented himself in the rear. 

“Wise thing? Why, snrely, Mr. Dale,” said Mrs, Hazel- 
dean, with spirit, fox she always resented the least contradie- 
tion to her lord and master — perhaps as an interference with 
her own special right and prerogative I — “ why, surely if it 
is necessary to have stocks, it is necessary to repair them.” 

“That’s right! go it, Harry!” cried the squire, chuckling, 
and rubbing his hands as if he had been setting his terrier at 
the parson : “St — St — at him ! Well, Master Dale, what do 
you say to that? ” 

“My dear ma’am,” said the ptirson, replying in preference 
to the lady, “there are many institutions in the country which 
are very old, look very decayed, and don’t seem of much use; 
but T would not pull them down for all that.” 

“You would reform them, then,” said Mrs. Hazeldean, 
doubtfully, and with a look at her husband, as much as to 
say, “He is on politics now, — that’s your business.” 

“No, I would not, ma’am,” said the parson, stoutly. 

“What on earth would you do, then?” quoth the squire. 

“Just let ’em alone,” said the parson. “Master Prank, 
there’s a Latin maxim which was often put in the month of 


VARIEl'IES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 


65 


Sir Robert Walpole, a,vid which, they ought to put into the 
Eton grammar, ‘Quieta non movere*’ If things are quiet, let 
them ].ie (]uif)t! I would not destroy the stocks, because that 
might seem to the ill-disposed like a license to offend; and I 
would not repair the stocks, because that puts it into people’s 
lieads to get into them.” 

'The s(iuire was a stanch politician of the old school, and he 
did not like to think that, in repairing the stocks, he had per- 
haps been conniving at revolutionary principles. 

“This constant desire of innovation,” said Miss Jemima, 
suddenly mounting the more funereal of her two favourite 
hobbies, “is one of the great symptoms of the approaching 
crash. We are altering and mending and reforming, when in 
twenty years at the utmost the world itself may be destroyed I ” 
The fair speaker paused, and — 

Captain Barnabas said thoughtfully, “ Twenty years ! — the 
msurance officers rarely compute the best life at more than 
fourteen.” He struck his hand on the stocks as he spoke, 
and added, with his usual consolatory conclusion, “ The odds 
are that it will last our time, Squire.” 

But whether Captain Barnabas meant the stocks or the 
world be did not clearly explain, and no one took the trouble 
to inquire. 

“Sir,” said Master Frank to his father, with that furtive 
spirit of quizzing, which he had acquired amongst other polite 
accomplishments at Eton, — “ sir, it is no use now considering 
whether the stocks should or should not have been repaired, 
'^rhe only question is, whom you will get to put into them.” 

“True,” said the squire, with much gravity. 

“Yes, there it is!” said the parson, mournfully. “If you 
would but learn ‘non quieta niovere ’! ” 

“Don’t spout your Latin at me, Parson,” cried the squire, 
angrily; “1 can give you as good as you bring, any day. 

“ ‘ Propria, qu® iniirihns tvibuuiitur mascnla dicas. — ■ 

As in pneseuti, perfectura format in avi.' 

There,” added the squire, turning triunij)hantly towards his 
Harry, who looked with great admiration at this unprece- 
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dented burst of learning on the part of Mr. HazeldeaHj — 
“ there, two can play at that game ! And now that we have all 
seen the stocks, we may as well go home and drink tea. Will 
yon come up and play a rubber, Dale? No! hang it, man, 
I Ve not oft’ended yoii?~you know my ways/^ 

“That I do, and they are among the things I would not 
have altered,’- cried the parson, holding out his hand cheer- 
•fully. The squire gave it a hearty sliake, and Mrs. Hazel- 
dean hastened to do the same. 

“Do come; I am afraid we’ve been very rude : we are sad 
blunt folks. Do come; that ’s a dear good man; and of course 
poor Mrs. Dale too.” Mrs. Hazeldean’s favourite epithet for 
Mrs. Dale was poor, and that for reasons to be explained 
hereafter. 

“I fear my wife has got one of her bad headaches, but I 
will give her your kind message, and at all events you may 
depend upon me.” 

“That’s right,” said the squire; “in half an hour, eh? — 
How d’ye do, my little man?” as Lenny Fairfield, on his way 
home from some errand in the village, drew aside and pulled 
off his hat with both hands. “ Stop ; yon see those stocks, eh? 
Tell all the bad boys in the parish to take care how they 
get into them — a sad disgrace — you’ll never be in such a 
quandary? ” 

“That at least I will answer for,” said the parson. 

“ And I too,” added Mrs. Hazeldean, patting the boy’s curly 
head. “Tell your mother I shall come and have a good chat 
with her to-morrow evening.” 

And so the party passed on, and Lenny stood still on the 
road, staring hard at the stocks, which stared back at him 
■from its four great eyes. 

But Lenny did not remain long alone. As soon as the great 
folks had fairly disappeared, a large number of small folks 
emerged timorously from the neighbouring cottages, and ap- 
proached the site of the stocks with ranch marvel, fear, and 
curiosity. 

In fact, the renovated appearance of this monster — a p7'opos 
de hottes, as one may say — had already excited considerable 
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sensation, among the population of Hazelclean, And even as 
when an unexpected owl makes his appearance in broad day- 
light all the little birds rise from tree and hedgerow, and 
cluster round their ominous enemy, so now gathered all the 
much-excited villagers round the intrusive and portentous 
phenomenon. 

“^D’ ye know what the diggins the squire did it for, Oaffer 
Holomons? ” asked one many-childed matron, with a baby 
in arms, an urchin of three years old clinging fast to her 
j)ettiGoat, and her hand maternally holding back a more adven- 
turous hero of six, who had a great desire to thrust his head 
into one of the grisly apertures. All eyes turned to a sage 
old man, the oracle of the village, who, leaning both hands 
on his crutch, shook his head bodingly. 

“Maw be,” said Gaffer Solomons, “some of the boys ha’ 
been robbing the orchards.” 

“ Orchards ! ” cried a big lad, who seemed to think himself 
personally appealed to j “why, the bud’s scarce off the trees 
yet!” 

“No more it ain’t,” said the dame with many children, and 
she breathed more freely. 

“Maw be,” .said Gaffer Solomons, “some o’ ye has been 
sitting snares.” 

“What for?” said a stout, sullen-looking young fellow, 
whom conscience possibly pricked to reply, — “ what for, 
Avhen it bean’t the season? And if a poor man did find a 
hear in his pocket i’ the hay time, I should like to know if 
ever a squire in the world would let ’un off with the stocks, 
eh?” 

This last question seemed a settler, and the wisdom of 
Gaffer Solomons went down fifty per cent in the public opin- 
ion of Hazeldean. 

“Ma'w be,” said the gaffer — this time with a thrilling 
effect, which restored his reputation, — “maw be some o’ ye 
ha’ been getting drunk, and making beestises o’ yoursel’s ! ” 

There was a dead pause, for this suggestion applied too 
generally to be met with a solitary response. At last on® 
of the women said, with a meaning glance at her husband, 
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“God bless tbe sq[uire; be ’ll make some on us bappy women 
if that ’s all! ” 

Til ere then arose an almost 'unanimons miirmnr of approba- 
tion among the female part of the audience; and the men 
looked at each other/ and then at the phenomenon, with a 
yery hang-dog expression of countenance. 

“ Or, maw be, ” resumed Gaft’er Solomons, encouraged to a 
fourth suggestion by the success of its predecessor, — “maw 
be some o’ the misseses ha’ been making a rumpus, and scold- 
ing their good men. I beard say in my granfeytber’s time, 
arter old Mother Bang nigh died o’ the ducking-stool, them 
’ere stocks were first made for the women, out o’ compassion 
like! And every one knows the squire is a koind-hearted 
man, God bless ’un!” 

“God bless ’un!” cried the men, heartily; and they gath- 
ered lovingly round the phenomenon, like heathens of old 
round a tutelary temple. But then there rose one shrill 
clamour among the females as they retreated with involun- 
tary steps towards the verge of the green, whence they glared 
at Solomons and the phenomenon with eyes so sparkling, and 
pointed at both with gestures so menacing, that Heaven only 
knows if a, morsel of either would have remained much longer 
to offend the eyes of the justly-enraged matronage of Hazel- 
dean, if fortunately Master Stirn, the squire’s right-hand 
man, had not come up in the nick of time. 

Master Stirn was a formidable personage, — more formida- 
ble than the squire himself, — as, indeed, a squire’s right 
hand is generally more formidable than the head can pretend 
to be. He inspired the greater a, we, because, like the stocks 
of which he was deputed guardian, his powers were undefined 
and obscure, and be had no particular jdace in the out-of-door 
establishment. He was not the steward, yet he did much of 
what ought to be the steward’s work; he was not the farm- 
bailiff, for the squire called himself his own farm-bailiff; 
nevertheless, Mr. Hazeldean sowed and ploughed, cropped 
and stocked, bought and sold, very much as Mr. Stirn con- 
descended to advise. He was not the park-keeper, for he 
neither shot the deer nor superintended the preserves ; but it 
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was lie who always found out who had broken a, park pale or 
snared a rabbit. In short, what may be called all the harsher 
duties of a large landed proprietor devolved, by custom and 
choice, upon Mr. Stirn. If a labourer was to he discharged 
or a rent enforced, and the squire knew that he should be 
talked over, and that the steward would be as soft as himself, 
Mr. Stirn was sure to be the avenging dyyeXos, or messenger, 
to pronounce the words of fate; so that he appeared to the 
inhabitants of Hazeldean like the poet’s Sceva Necessitas, a 
vague incarnation of remorseless power, armed with; whips, 
nails, and wedges. The very brute creation stood in awe of 
Mr. Stirn. The calves knew that it was he who singled out 
which should be sold to the butcher, and huddled up into a 
corner with beating hearts at his grim footstep; the sow 
grunted, the duck quacked, the hen bristled her feathers and 
called to her chicks wlien Mr. Stirn drew near. Nature had 
get her stamp upon him. Indeed, it may be questioned 
whether the great M. de Chambray himself, surnamed the 
brave, had an aspect so awe-inspiring as that of Mr. 
Stirn; albeit the face of that hero was so terrible, that a 
man who had been his lackey, seeing his portrait after he 
had been dead twenty years, fell a trembling all over like 
a leaf! 

“And what the plague are you doing here?” said Mr. Stirn, 
as he waved and sinac.ked a great cart-whip which he held in 
his hand, “making such a hullabaloo, you women, you! that 
I suspect the squire will be sending out to know if the village 
is on hre. Go home, will ye? High time indeed to have the 
stocks ready, when you get squalling and conspiring under 
the very nose of a justice of the peace, just as the French 
revolutioners did afore they cut off their king’s head! My 
hair stands on end to look at ye.” But already, before , half 
this address was delivered, the crowd had dispersed in- all 
directions, — the women still keeping together, and the .meii 
sneaking off towards the ale-honse. Such was the beneficent 
effect of the fatal stocks on the first day of their resuscitation. 

However, in the break up of every crowd there must always 
he one who gets off the last; and it so happened that our friend 
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Lemiy Eairtield, wlio had mechanically approached close to 
tlie stocks, the better to hear the oracular opinions of Gal’fer 
Solomons, had no less mechanically, on the abrupt appearance 
of Mr. Stirn, crept, as he hoped, out of sight behind the trunk 
of the elm-tree which partially shaded the stocks; and tlierci 
now, as if fascinated, he still cowered, not daring to emerge 
in full view of Mr. Stirn, and in immediate reach of the cart- 
whi]), when the quick eye of the right-hand man detected his 
retreat. 

“ Hallo, sir —what the deuce, laying a mine to blow up the 
stocks! just like Guy Fox and the Gunpowder Plot, I de- 
clares! What ha’ you got in your willanous little fist 
there?” 

“Nothing, sir,” said Lenny, opening his palm. 

^‘Nothing — urn! ” said Mr. Stirn, much dissatisfied; and 
then, as he gazed more deliberately, recognizing the pattern 
boy of the village, a cloud yet darker gathered over his brow; 
for Mr. Stirn, who valued himself much on his learning, and 
who, indeed, by dint of more knowledge as well as more wit 
than his neighbours, had attained his present eminent station 
of life, was extremely anxious that his only son should also be 
a scholar. That wish — 

“ The gods dispersed in empty .-xir.” 

Master Stirn was a notable dunce at the parson’s school, while 
Lenny Fairfield was the pride and boast of it; therefore Mr. 
Stirn was naturally, and almost justiiiably, ill-disposed 
towards Lenny Fairfield, who . had appropriated to himself 
the praises which Mr. Stirn had designed for his sou. 

“IJin!” said the right-hand man, glowering on Lenny 
malignantly, “you are the pattern boy of the village, a,.re 
you? Very well, sir! then I put these here stocks under 
your care, and you ’ll keep off the other boys from sitting on 
’em, and picking off the paint, and playing three-holes an<l 
chuck-farthing, as I declare they’ve been a doing, just in 
front of the elewatiou. Now, you knows your ’sponsibilities, 
little boy, — and a great honour they are too, for the like o’ 
you. If any damage be done, it is to you I shall look; d’ye 
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understand? — and that’s what the squire says to me. So 
you sees what it is to be a pattern boy, Master Lenny!” 

With that Mr, Stirn gave a loud crack of the cart-whip, by 
w'ay of military honours, over the head of the vicegerent he 
had thus created, and strode off to pay a visit to two young 
unsuspecting pups, wliose ears and tails he had graciously 
proniisod their proprietors to crop that evening. Nor, albeit 
few charges could be more obnoxious than that of deputy- 
governor or <}harrje~(V affaires extraordinaires to the parish 
stocks, nor one more likely to render Lenny Fairfield odious 
to his contemporaries, ought he to have been insensible to the 
signal advantage of his condition over that of the two suf- 
ferers, against whose ears and tails Mr. Stirn had no special 
motives of resentment. To every bad there is a worse; and 
fortunately for little boys, and even for grown men, whom 
the Stirns of the world regard malignly, the majesty and law 
protect their ears, and the merciful forethought of nature 
deprived their remote ancestors of the privilege of entailing 
tails upon them. Had it been otherwise ~ considering what 
handles tails would have given to the oppressor, how many 
traps envy would have laid for them, how often they must 
have been scratched and mutilated by the briars of life, how 
many good excuses would have been found for lopping, dock- 
ing, and trimming them — I fear that only the lap-dogs of 
Fortune would have gone to the grave tail-whole. 


CHAPTER XII. 

Tile card-table was set out in the drawing-room at Hazel- 
dean Hall; though the little party were still lingering in the 
deep recess of the large bay window, which (in itself of dimen- 
sions that would have swallowed up a moderate-sized London 
parlour) held the great round tea-table, with all appliances 
and means to boot, — for the beautiful summer moon shed on 
the sward so silvery a lustre, and the trees cast so quiet a 
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sluidow, a.nd. the Howers and new-mown hay sent up so grate- 
ful a perfume, tlmt to close the windows, draw the curtains, 
and call for other lights than those of heaven would have 
been an abuse of the prose of life which oven Captain Barna- 
bavS, who regarded whist as the business of town and the holi- 
day of the country, shrank from suggesting. Without, tlu' 
scene, beheld by the clear moonlight, had the beauty pecniliar 
to the garden-ground round those old-fa, shioncd country resi- 
dences which, though a little modernized, still preserve their 
original character, — the velvet lawn, studded with large plots 
of flowers, shaded and scented, here to the left by lilacs, 
laburnums, and rich syringas; there, to the right, giving 
glimpses, over low clipped yews, of a green bowling-alley, 
with the white columns of a summer-house built after the 
Dutch taste, in the reign of William III. ; and in front steal- 
ing away under covert of those still cedars, into the wilder land- 
scape of the well-wooded undulating park. Within, viewed 
by the placid glimmer of the moon, the scene was no less 
characteristic of the abodes of that race which has no parallel 
in other lauds, and which, alas ! is somewhat losing its native 
idiosyncrasies in this, — the stout country gentleman, not the 
fine gentleman of the country; the country gentleman some- 
what softened and civilized from the mere sportsman or 
farmer, but still plain and homely; relinquishing the old 
hall for the drawing-room, and with books not three months 
old on his table, instead of Fox’s “Martyrs” and Baker’s 
“Chronicle,” yet still retaining many a sacred old prejudice, 
that, like the knots in his native oak, rather adds to the orna- 
ment of the grain than takes from the strerigtli of the tree. 
Opposite to the window, the high chimiieypiece rose to the 
heavy cornice of the ceiling, with dark panels glistening 
against the moonlight. The broad and rather clumsy chintz 
sofas and settees of the reign of George III. contrasted at 
intervals with the tall-backed chairs of a far more distant 
generation, when ladies in fardingales and gentlemen in 
trunk-hose seem never to have indulged in horizontal posi- 
tions. The walls, of shining wainscot, were thickly covered, 
chiqfiy with family pictures; though now and then some 
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Butch fair or balitle-piece showed that a former proprietor 
had been less exclusive in his taste for the arts. The j^iano- 
f orte stood open uea.r the iireplace ; a long dwarf bookcase at 
the far end added its sober smile to the room. That bookcase 
contained what was called “The Lady^s Library/’ — a collec- 
tion commenced by the squire’s grandmother, of pious mem- 
ory, and completed by his in other, who had more taste for the 
lighter letters, with but little addition from the bibliomaniac 
tendencies of the present Mrs. Hazeldean, who, being no great 
reader, contented herself with subscribing to the Book Club. 
In this feminine Bodleian, the sermons collected by Mrs. 
Hazeldean, the grandmothei’, stood cheek-by-jowi beside the 
novels purchased by Mrs. Hazeldean, the mother, — 

“ Mixtaque ridenti colocasia fundet acantho ! ” 

But, to be sure, the novels, in spite of very inflammatory 
titles, such as “Fatal Sensibility,” “Errors of the Heart,” 
etc., were so harmless that I doubt if the sermons could have 
had much to say against their next-door neighbours, and 
that is all that can be expected by the best of us. 

A parrot dozing on his perch ; some goldfish fast asleep in 
their glass bowl; two or three dogs on the rug, and Plhnsey, 
Miss Jemima’s spaniel, curled into a ball on the softest sofa; 
Mrs. liazeldean’s work-table rather in disorder, as if it had 
been lately used; the “St. James’s Chronicle” dangling down 
from a little tripod near the squire’s armchair; a high screen 
of gilt and stamped leather fencing off the card-table, — all 
these, dispersed about a room large enough to hold them 
all and not seem crowded, olfered many a pleasant resting- 
place for the eye, when it turned from the world of nature to 
the home of man. 

But see, Captain Barnabas, fortified by his fourth cup of 
tea, has at length summoned courage to whisper to Mrs. 
Hazeldean, “Don’t you think the parson will be impatient 
for his rubber? ” Mrs. Hazeldean glanced at the parson and 
smiled; but she gave the signal to the captain, and the bell 
was rung, lights wore brought in, the curtains let down; in a 
few moments more, the group had collected round the card- 
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fcable. Tlie best of us are but bumaii — that is not a new 
truth, I eonfess, but yet people forget it every day of their 
lives — ^aiul I dare say there are many who are charitably- 
thinking at this veiy moment that my parson ought not to 
he playijig at whist. All I can say to those rigid disciplina- 
riaiis is, “Every man has his favourite sin: whist was Parson 
Dale’s! — ladies and gentlemen, what is yours? ” In truth, 1 
must not set up my poor parson, nowadays, as a pattern par- 
son, — it is enough to have one pattern in a village no bigger 
. than Hazeldean, and we all know that Lenny '.Fairiield has 
, bespoken that place, and got the patronage of the stocks for 
his emoluments! Parson Bale was ordained, not indeed so 
very long ago, but still at a time when Churchmen took it a 
great deal more easily than they do now. The elderly parson 
of that clay played his rubber as a matter of course, the 
middle-aged parson was sometimes seen riding to cover (I 
■ knew a schoolmaster, a doctor of divinity, and an excellent 
. man, whose pupils were chiefly taken from the highest fain- 
; ilies in England, who hunted regularly three times a week 
during the season), and the young parson would often sing a 
capital song — not composed by David — and join in those 
rotatory dances, which certainly David never danced before 
the ark, 

Does it need so long an exordium to excuse thee, poor 
Parson Dale, for turning up that aee of sj)ades with so tri- 
umphant a smile at thy partner? I must own that nothing 
which could well add to the parson’s oflence was wanting. 
In the first place, he did not play charitably, and merely to 
, oblige other people. He delighted in the game, he rejoiced in 
the game, his whole heart was in the game, — neither was 
indifferent to the mammon of the thing, as a Christian pasfiir 
• ought to have been. He looked very sad when he took his 
shillings out of his purse, and exceedingly pleased when he 
put the shillings that had just before belonged to other people 
into it. Finally, by one of those arrangements common with 
married people who play at the same table, Mr. and Mrs. 
Hazeldean were invariably partners, and no two people could 
play worse; while Captain Barnabas, who had played at 
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Graliam’s witli lionour and prolit, necessarily became jtart- 
ner to Parson Dale, who himself played a good steady par- 
sonic game. So that, in strict truth, it was hardly fair play; 
it was almost swindling, — the combination of these two great 
dons against that innocent juarried couple! Mr. Dale, it is 
true, was aware of this disproportion of force, and had often 
proposed either to change partners or to give odds, — pro- 
positions always scornfully scouted by the squire and his 
lady, so that the parson was obliged to pocket his consci- 
ence, together with the ten points which made his average 
winnings. 

The strangest thing in the world is the different way in 
which whist affects the temper. It is no test of temper, as 
some pretend, — not at all! The best-tempered people in the 
world grow snappish at whist; and I have seen the most testy 
and peevish in the ordinary affairs of life bear their losses 
with the stoicism of Epictetus. This was notably manifested 
in the contrast between tlie present adversaries of the Hall 
and the Rectory. The squire, who was esteemed as choleric 
a gentleman as most in the county, was the best-humoured 
fellow you could imagine when you set him down to whist 
opposite the sunny face of his wife. You never heard one of 
those incorrigible blunderers scold each other; on the con- 
trary, they only laughed when they threw away the game, 
with four by lionours in their hands. The utmost that was 
ever said rvas a ‘‘Well, Harry, that was the oddest trunij) of 
yours. Ho, ho, ho! ’’ or a “Bless me, Hazeldean — why, they 
made three tricks in clubs, and you had the ace in your hand 
all the time ! Ha, ha, ha! ” 

Upon which occasions Captain Barnabas, with great good- 
humour, always echoed both the squire’s Ho, ho, ho! and 
Mrs. Hazeldean’s Ha, ha, ha! 

Not so the parson. He had so keen and sportsmanlike an 
interest in the ga,me, that even his adversaries’ mistakes ruffled 
him. And you would hear him, with elevated voice and agi- 
tated gestures, laying down the law, quoting Hoyle, appeal- 
ing to all the powers of memory and common-sense against 
the very delinquencies by which he was enriched, — a waste 
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of eloquence that always heightened the hilarity of Mr, 
and Mrs. Hazeldeah. While these four were thus engaged, 
Mo’s. Bale, who had come with her husband despite her head' 
ache, sat on the sofa beside Miss Jemima, or rather beside 
Miss Jemima’s Flimsey, which had already secured the centre 
of the sofa, and .snarled at the very idea of being disturbed. 
And Master Frank — at a table by himself — was emplo3-ed 
sometimes in looking at his pumps and sometimes at Gilray’s 
Caricatures, which his mother had provided for his inteh 
lectual requirements. Mrs. Bale, in her heart, liked Miss 
Jemima better than Mrs. Hazeldean, of whom she was rather 
in awe, notwithstanding they had been little girls together, 
and occasionally still called each other Harry and Carry. 
But those tender diminutives belonged to the “ Bear ” genus, 
and were rarely employed by the ladies, except at times when, 
had they been little girls still, and the governess out of the 
way, they would have slapped and pinched each other. Mrs. 
Pale was still a very pretty woman, as Mrs. Hazeldean was 
Still a very fine woman. Mrs. Bale painted in water-colours, 
and sang, and made card-racks and penholders, and was called 
an “elegant, accomplished woman;” Mrs. Hazeldean cast up 
the squire’s accounts, wrote the best part of his letters, kept 
a large establishment in excellent order, and was called “a 
clever, sensible woman.” Mrs. Bale had headaches and 
nerves; Mrs. Hazeldean had- neither nerves nor headaches. 
Mrs. Bale said, “Harry had no real harm in lier, but was 
certainly very masculine;” Mrs. Hazeldean said, “Carry 
would be a good creature but for her airs and graces.” 
Mrs. Bale said Mrs. Hazeldean was “just made to be a 
country squire’s lady;” Mrs. Hazeldean said, “Mrs. Bale 
was the last person in the world who ought to have been a 
parson’s wife.” Carry, when she spoke of Harry to a third 
person, said, “Bear Mrs. Hazeldean;” Harry, when slie 
referred incidentally to Carry, said, “Poor Mrs. Bale.” And 
now the reader knows why Mrs. Hazeldean called Mrs. Bale 
“poor,”-— at least as well as 1 do. For, after all, the word 
belonged to that class in the female vocabulary which may 
be called “obscure significants,” resembling the Konx Ompax, 
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•wliicli liatli so puzzled tlie inquirers into the Eleusinian Mys- 
teries: the application is rather to be illustrated than the 
meaning to be exactly explained. 

“That’s really a sweet little dog of yourS; Jemima,” said 
Mrs. Dale, who was embroidering the word CARoniNR on the 
border of a cambric pocket handkerchief; but edging a little 
i'artlier off, as she added, “he ’ll not bite, will he?” 

“Dear me, no!” said Miss Jemima; “but” (she added in a 
confidential whisper) “don’t say Ac, — ’t is a lady dog! ” 

“Oh,” said Mrs. Dale, edging off still farther, as if that 
confession of the creature’s sex did not serve to allay her 
apprehensions, — “oh, then, you carry your aversion to the 
gentlemen even to lap-dogs, — that is being consistent indeed, 
Jemima!” 

Miss Jemima. — “I had a gentleman dog once, — a ]4ug! — 
pugs are getting very scarce now. I thought he was so fond 
of me — he snapped at every one else ; the battles I fought for 
him ! Well, will you believe — I had been staying with my 
friend Miss Smilecox at Cheltenham. Knowing that Wil- 
liam is so hasty, and liis boots are so thick, I trembled to 
think what a kick might do. So, on coming here I left Bluff 
— that was his name — with Miss Smilecox,” (A pause.) 

Mks. Dale (looking np languidly). — “Well, my love?” 

Miss Jemima. — “Will you believe it, I say, when I 
returned to Cheltenham, only three months afterwards, Miss 
Smilecox had seduced his affections from me, and the un- 
grateful creature did not even know me again? A pug, 
too — yet iieople say pugs are faithful! I am sure they 
ought to be, nasty things! I have never had a gentleman 
dog since, — they are all alike, believe me, heartless selfish 
creatures.” 

Mks. Dale. — “Pugs? T. dare say they are! ” 

Miss Jemima (with spirit). —.“M en! — I told you it was 
a gentleman dog ! ” 

Mks. Dale (apologetically). — “True, my love, hut the 
whole thing was so mixed np!” 

Miss Jemima. — “You saw that cold-blooded case of Breach 
of Promise of Marriage in the papers,: — an old wretch, too, of 
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sixty “four. No age makes them a bit better. And when 
one thinks that the end of all flesh is approaching, and 
that — ” 

Mrs. Dale (quickly, for she prefers Miss Jemima’s other 
hobby to that black one upon which she is preparing to pre- 
cede the bier of the universe). — “Yes, my love, we ’ll avoid 
that subject, if you please. Mr. Dale has his own opinions, 
and it becomes me, you know, as a parson’s wife ” (said smil- 
ingly : Mrs. Dale has as pretty a dimple as any of Miss 
Jemima’s, and makes more of that one than Miss Jemima of 
three), “to agree with him, — that is, in theology.” 

Miss Jemima (earnestly). — “But the thing is so clear, if 
you will but look into — » 

Mrs. Dale (putting her hand on Miss Jemima’s lips play- 
fully). — “Not a word more. Pray, what do you think of the 
squire’s tenant at the Casino, Signor Riccabocca? An inter- 
esting creature, is he not? ” 

Miss Jemima. — “Interesting! not to me. Interesting? 
Why is he interesting?” 

Mrs. Dale is silent, and turns her handkerchief in her 
pretty little white hands, appearing to contemplate the E in 
Caroline. 

Miss Jemima (half pettishly, half coaxingly). — “Why is 
he interesting? I scarcely ever looked at him; they say he 
smokes, and never eats, tlgly, too!” 

MrsIi Dale. — “Ugly, — no. A fine head, — very like 

Dante’s; but what is beauty?” 

Miss Jemima. —“Very true: what is it indeed? Yes, as 
you say, I think there is something interesting about him; he 
looks melancholy, but that may be because he is poor,” 

Mrs. Dale. — “ It is astonishing how little one feels pov- 
erty when one loves. Charles and I were very poor once, — 
before the squire — ” Mrs. Dale paused, looked towards the 
squire, and murmured a blessing, the warmth of which brought 
tears into her eyes. “Yes,” she added, after a pause, “we 
were very poor, but we were happy even then, — more thanks 
to Charles than to me ; ” and tears from a new source again 
dimmed those quick, lively eyes, as the little woman gazed 
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fondly on her liusbaiicl, whose brows were knit into a black 
frown over a bad band. 

Miss Jkmima. — “It is only those horrid men who think of 
money as a source of happiness. I should be the last person 
to esteem, a gentleman less because he was poor.” 

Mus. Dale. — “1 wonder the squire does not ask Signor 
Biccabocca here more often. Such an acquisition we find 
him I” 

The squire’s voice from the card-table. — “Whom ought I 
to ask more often, Mrs. Dale?” 

Parson’s voice, impatiently. — “ Come, come, come, squire ; 
play to my queen of diamonds, — do ! ” 

Squire. — “There, I trump it! pick up the trick, Mrs. H.” 

Parson. — “ Stop ! stop ! trump my diamond? ” 

The Captain (solemnly). — “ Trick turned; play on, Squire.” 

Squire. — “The king of diamonds.” 

Mrs. Hazbldean. — “Lord! Hazeldean, why, that’s the 
most barefaced revoke, — ha, ha, ha! trump the queen of 
diamonds and play out the king! well, I never! ha, ha, ha! ” 

Captain Barnabas (in tenor). — “Ha, ha, ha!” 

Squire. — “ Ho, ho, ho ! bless my soul ! ho, ho, ho ! ” 

Captain Barnabas (in bass). — “Ho, ho, ho!” 

Parson’s voice raised, but drowned by the laughter of his 
adversaries and the firm, clear tone of Caiitain Barnabas. — 
“ Three to our score ! — game ! ” 

Squire (wiping his eyes). — “Ho help for it; Harry, deal 
for me. Whom ought I to ask, Mrs. Dale?” (Waxing angry.) 
“ First time I ever heard the hospitality of Hazeldean called 
in question ! ” 

Mrs. Dale. — “My dear sir, I beg a thousand pardons, but 
listeners —you know the proverb.” 

Squire (growling like a bear). — hear nothing but 
proverbs ever since we had that Mounseer among us. Please 
to speak plainly, ma’am.” 

Mrs. Dale (sliding into a little temper at being thus 
roughly accosted). — “It was of Mounseer, as you call him, 
that I spoke, Mr. Hazeldean.” 

Squire. — “What! Bickeybockey?” 
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Mbs. Dale (attempting the pure Italian accentuation), — 
“Signor liiccahocca.” 

Paeson- (sla])ping his cards on the table in despair). — “'Are 
we playing at whist, or are we not? ” 

The squire, who is fourth player, drops the king to Captain 
Higginbotham’s lead of the ace of hearts. How the captain 
has left queen, knave, and two other hearts, four trumps to 
the queen, and nothing to win a trick with in the two other 
suits. This hand is therefore precisely one of those in which, 
especially after the fall of that king of hearts in the adver- 
sary’s hand, it becomes a matter of reasonable doubt whether 
to lead trumps or not. The captain hesitates, and not liking 
to play out his good hearts with the certainty of their being 
trumped by the squire,' nor, on the other hand, liking to open, 
the other suits, in which he has not a card that can assist his 
partner, resolves, as becomes a military man in such dilemma, 
to make a bold push and lead out trumps in the chance of 
finding his partner strong and so bringing in his long suit. 

Squibb (taking advantage of the much meditating pause 
made by the captain). — “Mrs. Hale, it is not my fault. I 
have asked Hickey boekey, — time out of mind. But I sup- 
pose I am not fine enough for those foreign chaps. He ’ll not 
come, — that’s all I know.” 

PABsoisr (aghast at seeing the captain play out trumps, of 
which he, Mr. Hale, has only two, wherewith he expects to 
ruff the suit of spades, of which he has only one, the cards all 
falling in suits, while he has not a single other chance of a 
trick in his hand), — “Really, Squire, vre had better give up 
playing if you put out my partner in this extraordinary way, 

— jabber, jabber, jabber!” 

Squibb. — “ Well, we must be good children, Harry. What ! 

— trumps, Barney? Thank ye for that! ” And the squire 
might well be grateful, for the unfortunate adversary has led 
up to ace king knave, with two other trumps. Squire takes 
the parson’s ten wdth his knave, and plays out ace king; 
then, having cleared all the trumps except the captain’s queen 
and his own remaining two, leads off tierce major in that very 
suit of spades of which the parson has only one, — and the 
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captain, indeed, but two, — forces out the oairtain’s queen, 
and wins the game in a canter. 

P.A.!.!so>^- (with a look at the captain which might have 
become the awful brows of Jove, when about to thunder). — 
“That, I suppose, is the new-fashioned London play! In my 
time the rule was, ‘ First save the game, then try to win it.’ ” 

Gaptain. — “ Gould not save it, sir.” 

Pakson (exploding). — “Not save it! — two ruffs in my 
own hand, — - two tricks certain till you took them out 1 Mon- 
strous I The rashest trump. ” — Seizes the cards, spreads them 
on the table, lip quivering, hands trembling, tries to show 
how five tricks could have been gained, — ’N-B. It is 
short whist which Captain Barnabas had introduced at the 
Hall, — can’t make out more than four; Captain smiles tri- 
umphantly; Parson in a passion, and not at all convinced, 
mixes all the cards together again, and falling back in his 
chair, groans, with tears in his voice. — “The cruellest trump! 
the most wanton cruelty 1 ” 

The Hazeldeans in eliorns. — “Ho, ho, ho! Ha, ha, ha! ” 

The captain, who does not langh this time, and whose 
turn it is to deal, shuffles the cards for the conquering game 
of the rubber with as much caution and prolixity as Fabius 
might have employed in posting his men. The squire gets up 
to stretch his legs, and, tire insinuation against his hospitality 
recurring to his thoughts, calls out to his wife, “Write to 
Eickoybockey to-morrow yourself, Harry, and ask him to 
come and spend two or three days here. There, Mrs. Dale, 
you hear me?” 

“Yes,” said Mrs, Dale, putting her hands to her ears in 
im|)lied rebvdce at the loudness of the squire’s tone. “My 
dear sir, do rtunemher that I ’ra a sad nervous creature.” 

“Bf'g pardon,” muttered Mr. Hazeldean, turning to his son, 
who having got tired of the caricatures, had fished out for 
himself tlie great folio County History, which was the only 
book in the library that the squire much valued, and which 
he usually kept under lock and key, in his study, together 
witli the field-books and steward’s accounts, but which he had 
reluctantly taken into the drawing-room that day, in order to 
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oblige Captain Higginbotham. Eor the Higginbothams — an 
old Saxon family, as the name evidently denotes — had onct.; 
possessed lands in that very county; and the captain, during 
liis visits to Hazeldean Hall, was regularly in the habit of 
asking to look into the County History, for the purpose of 
refreshing his eyes, and renovating his sense of ancestral 
dignity, with the following paragraph therein : — 

“To the loft of the village of Dunder, and pleasantly situated in a 
hollow, lies Botham Hall, the residence of the ancient family of Hig- 
ginhotham, as it is now commonly called. Yet it appears hy the 
county rolls, and sundry old deeds, that the family formerly styled itself 
Higges, till the Manor House lying in Botham, they gradually assuinod 
the appellation of Higges-in-Botham, and in process of time, yielding 
to the coiTuptions of the vulgar, Higginhothain.” 

“What, Prank! my County History!” cried the squire. 
“Mrs. li., he has got my County History! ” 

“Well, Hazeldean, it is time he should know something 
about the county.” 

“Ay, and history too,” said Mrs. Hale, malevolently, for 
the little temper was by no means blown over. 

Frank. — “I ’ll not hurt it, I assure you, sir. But I ’m 
very much interested just at present.” 

The Captain (putting down the cards to cut). — “You’ve 
got hold of that passage about Botham Hall, page 706, eh?” 

Frank, — No ; I was trying to make out how far it is to 
Mr. Leslie’s place, Kood Hall. Ho you know, Mother? ” 

Mrs. Hazkldean. — “I can’t say I do. The Leslies don’t 
mix with the county; and Eood lies very much out of the 
way.” 

Frank. — “Why don’t they mix with the county? ” 

Mrs. Hazeldean. — “I believe they are poor, and there- 
fore I suppose they are proud; they are an old family.” 

Parson (thrumming on the table with great impatience). — 
“Old fiddle-dee! — talking of old families when the cards have 
been shuffled this half-hour ! ” 

Captain Barnabas. — “Will yon cut for your partner, 
ma’am?” 
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Squire (who has been listening to Frank’s inquiries with 
a musing air). “Why do you want to know the distance to 
Rood Hall?” 

Frank (rather hesitatingly). — “Because Randal Leslie is 
there for the holidays, sir,” 

Parson. — “Your wife has cut for you, Mr. Hazeldean. I 
don’t think it was quite fair ; and my partner has turned up 
a deuce, — deuce of hearts. Please to come and play, if you 
mean to play. ” 

The squire returns to the table, and in a few minutes the 
game is decided by a dexterous finesse of the captain against 
the Hazeldeans. The clock strikes ten; the seryants enter 
with a tray; the squire counts up his own and his wife’s 
losings; and the captain and parson divide sixteen shillings 
between them. 

Squire. — “There, Parson, I hope you’ll be in a better 
humour. You win enough out of us to set up a coaeh-and- 
four.” 

“Tut! ” muttered the parson; “at the end of the year, I ’m 
not a penny the richer for it all.” 

And, indeed, monstrous as that assertion seemed, it was 
perfectly true, for the parson portioned out his gains into 
three divisions. One-third he gave to Mrs. Dale, for her own 
special pocket-money; what became of the second third he 
never owned even to his better half, — but certain it was, that 
every time the parson won seven-and-sixpence, half-a-crown, 
which nobody could account for, found its way to the poor- 
box; while the remaining third, the parson, it is true, openly 
and avowedly retained ; but I have no manner of doubt that, 
at the year’s end, it got to the poor quite as safely as if it 
had been put into the box. 

The party had now gathered round the tray, and were 
helping thenuselves to wine and water, or wine without water, 
— except Frank, who still remained poring over the map in 
the County History, with his bead leaning on bis hands, and 
his fingers plunged in bis hair. 

“Frank,” said Mrs. Hazeldean, “I never saw you so studh 
ous before,” 
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Eraiik started up and coloured; as if ashamed of being 
accused of too much study in anything. 

Squiuk (with a little embarrassment in liis voice). — “'Pray, 
Frank, wliat do you know of liandal Leslie? ” 

“ Wliy, sir, lie is at Eton.” 

“What sort of a boy is he?” asked Mrs. Hazcldean. 

Frank hesitated, as if reflecting, and then answered, “ They 
say he is the cleverest boy in the school. But then he saps.” 

“In other words,’- said Mr. Dale, with proper parsonic 
gravity, “ he understands that he was sent to school to learn 
his lessons, and he learns them. You call that sapping? I 
call it doing his duty. But pray, who and what is this Eandal 
Leslie, that you look so discomposed. Squire?” 

“Who, and what is he?” repeated the squire, in a low 
growl. “ Why, you know Mr. Audley Egerton married Miss 
Leslie, the great heiress; and this boy is a relation of hers. 
I may say,” added the squire, “that he is a near relation of 
mine, for his grandmother was aHazeldean; but all I know 
about the Leslies is, that Mr. Egerton, as 1 am told, having 
no children of his own, took up young Eandal (when his wife 
died, poor woman), pays for his schooling, and has, I suppose, 
adopted the boy as his heir. Quite welcome. Frank and I 
want nothing from Mr. Audley Egerton, thank Heaven ! ” 

“I can well believe in your brother’s generosity to his 
wife’s kindred,” said the parson, sturdily, “for I am sure Mr. 
Egerton is a man of strong feeling.” 

“ What the deuce do you know about Mr. Egerton? I don’t 
suppose yon could ever have even spoken, to him.” 

“Yes,” said the parson, colouring up, and looking confused. 
“I had some conversation with him once; ” and observing the 
squire’s surprise, he added — “when I was curate at Laiis- 
mere, and about a painful business connected with the family 
of one of my parishioners.” 

“Oh, one of your parishioners at'Lansmere, — one of the 
constituents Mr. Audley Egerton threw over, after all the 
pains I had taken to get him his seat. Bather odd you 
should never have mentioned this before, Mr. Dale!” 

“My dear sir,” said the parson, sinking his voice, and in 



VAEIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 75 

a mild toue of conciliatory expostulation, ^‘you are so irrita- 
ble whenever Mr. Egerton’s name is mentioned at all.’^ 

Irritable ! ” exclaimed the squire, whose wrath, had been, 
long simmering, and now fairly boiled over, •— “irritable, sir! 
I should think so:: a man for whom I stood godfather at the 
hustings, Mr. Dale! a man for whose sake I was called a 
‘prize ox,’ Mr. Dale! a man for whom I was hissed in a 
market-place, Mr. Dale! a man for whom I was shot at, in 
cold blood, by an officer in His Majesty’s service, who lodged 
a ball in my right shoulder, Mr. Dale ! a man who had the 
ingratitude, after all this, to turn his back on the landed 
interest, — to deny that there was any agricultural distress in 
a year which broke three of the best farmers I ever had, Mr. 
Dale ! — a man, sir, who made a speech on the Currency which 
was complimented by Eicardo, a Jew! Good heavens! a 
pretty parson you are, to stand up for a fellow complimented 
by a Jew! Nice ideas you must have of Christianity! Irri- 
table, sir ! ” now fairly roared the squire, adding to the thun- 
der of his voice the cloud of a brow, which evinced a menacing 
ferocity that might have done honour to Bussy d’Amboise or 
Fighting Fitzgerald. “ Sir, if that man had not been my own 
half-brother, I’d have called him out. I have stood my 
ground before now. I have had a ball in my right shoulder. 
Sir, I ’d have called him out.” 

“Mr. Hazcldean! Mr. Hazeldean! I’m shocked at you,” 
cried the parson; and, putting his lips close to the squire’s 
ear, he went on in a whisper, “What an example to your son! 
You ’ll have him fighting duels one of these days, and nobody 
to blame In it yourself.” 

This warning cooled Mr. Hazeldean; and muttering, “ Why 
the deuce did you set me off?” he fell back into his chair, and 
began to fan himself with his pocket-handkerchief. 

The parson skilfully and remorselessly pursued the advan- 
tage he had gained. “ And now that you may have it in your 
power to show civility and kindness to : a boy whom Mr. 
Egerton has taken up, out of respect to his wife’s memory, — 
a kinsman, you say, of your own, and who has never offended 
you, — a boy whose diligence in his studies proves him to be 
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an excellent companion to your son — Frank ” (liere the parson 
raised his voice), “I supx)ose you would like to call young 
Leslie, as you were studying the county map so attentively.” 

“ Yes, yes, ” answered Frank, rather timidly, ‘‘ if iny father does 
not object to it. Leslie has been very kind to me, though he is 
in the sixth form, and, indeed, almost the head of the school.” 

‘YA-h!” said Mrs. Hazeldean, “one studious boy has a 
fellow feeling for another; and though you enjoy your holi- 
days, Frank, I am sure you read hard at school.” 

Mrs. Dale opened her eyes very wide, and stared in 
astonishment, 

Mrs. Hazeldean retorted that look, with great animation. 
“Yes, Carry,” said she, tossing her head, “though yoii may 
not think Frank clever, his masters find him so. He got a 
prize last half. That beautiful book, Frank — hold up your 
head, my love — what did you get it for?” 

Feank (reluctantly). — “Verses, ma’am.” 

Mes. Hazeldean (with triumph). — “Verses! — there, 
Carry, verses I ” 

Feank (in a hurried tone). — “Yes, but Leslie wrote them 
forme.” 

Mrs. Hazeldean (recoiling), — “0 Frank! a prize for what 
another did for you — that was mean,” 

Feank (ingenuously). — “You can’t be more ashamed, 
Mother, than I was when they gave me the prize.” 

Mrs. Dale (though previously provoked at being snubbed 
by Harry, now showing the triumph of generosity over tem- 
per). — “I beg your pardou, Frank. Your mother must be as 
proud of that shame as she was of the prize.” 

Mrs. Hazeldean puts her arm round Frank’s neck, smiles 
beamingly on Mrs. Dale, and converses with her son in a low 
tone about Pk,andal Leslie. Miss Jemima now approached 
Carry, and said in an “aside,” “But we are forgetting poor 
Mr. Riccabocca. Mi's. Hazeldean, though the dearest creature 
in the world, has such a blunt way of inviting people — don’t 
you think if you were to say a word to him, Carry? ” 

Mrs. Dale (kindly, as she wraps her shawl round her). — ■ 
“Suppose you write the note yourself? Meanwhile I shall 
see him, no doubt.” 
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Parson (putting his hand on the squire’s shoulder). — “You 
forgive iny impertinence; iny kind friend. We parsons, you 
know, are apt to take strange liberties, when we honour and 
love folks as I do.” 

“ Pish,” said the squire; but his hearty smile came to his 
lips in spite of himself. “You always get your own way, and 
I. suppose h’rank must ride over and see this pet of my — ” 

“ IJrother’s,” quoth the parson, concluding the sentence in a 
tone which gave to the sweet word so sweet a sound that the 
squire would not correct the parson, as he had been about to 
correct himself. 

Mr. Dale moved on; but as he passed Captain Barnabas, 
the benignant character of his countenance changed sadly. 

“The cruellest trump. Captain Higginbotham!” said he 
sternly, and stalked by — majestic. 

The night was so fine that the parson and his wife, as they 
walked home, made a little detour through the shrubbery. 

Mrs. Dale. — “ I think I have done a good piece of work 
to-night.” 

Parson (rousing himself from a revery). — “Have you, 
Carry? — it will be a very pretty handkerchief,” 

Mrs. Dale. — “Handkerchief? — nonsense, dear. Don’t 
you think it would be a very happy thing for both if 
Jemima and Signor Iticcabocca could be brought together?” 

Parson. — “ Brought together I ” 

Mrs. Dale. — “You do snap up one so, my dear; I mean 
if I could make a match of it.” 

Parson. — “I think Eiccabocea is a match already, not only 
for Jemima, but yourself into the bargain.” 

Mus. Dale (smiling loftily). — “Well, we shall see. Was 
not Jemima’s fortune about £4000?” 

Parson (dreamily, for he is relapsing fast into his inter- 
rupted revery). — “Ay — ay — I dare say.” 

Mrs. Dale. — “And she must have saved! I dare say it is 
nearly £6000 by this time; eh! Charles dear, you really are 
so — good gracious, what’s that!” 

As Mrs. Dale made this exclamation, they had just emerged 
from the shrubbery into the village green. 
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Parsost. — ‘‘What ’s what? ” 

Mrs. Dale (pinching her husband’s arm very iiippingly). 
— “That thing — there — there.” 

Parson. — “Only the new stocks, Carry; I don’t wonder 
they frighten you, for you are a very sensible woman. I only 
wish they would frighten the squire.” 


CHAPTER XIII. 

Sitjpposed to be a letter from Mrs. Ilazeldean to A. Riecahocm, 
.Esq., The Ciishw, but edited, and indeed comjwsed, by 
Miss Jemima Hazeldean. 

Hazei.»ijan Hall. 

Dear Sir, — To a feeling heart it must always be paitiful to give 
paiu to aiiotlier, and (though I am sure uucousciously) you have given 
the greatest pain to poor Mr. Hazeldean and niyself, indeed to all our 
little circle, iii so erucdly refusing our attenn»ts to become better 
acquainted with a gentleman wo so highly esteem. Do, pray, dear 
sir, nialio vi,s the amende honomhle, and give ns the pleasure of your 
company for a few days at the Hall. May we expect yon Saturday 
next ? — our dinner hour is six o’clock. 

With the best compliments of Mr. and Miss Jemima Hazeldean, 
believe me, my dear sir, 

Yours truly, H, H. 

Miss Jemima having carefully sealed this note, which Mrs. 
Ha.zeldean had very willingly deputed her to write, took it 
henself into the stable-yard, in order to give the groom proper 
instructions to wait for an answer. But while she was speak- 
ing to the man, Frank, equipped for riding, with more than 
his usual dandyism, came into the yard, calling for his pony 
in a loud voice; and singling out the very groom wdiom Moss 
Jemima was addressing — for, indeed, he was the smartest of 
all in the squire’s stables — told him to saddle the gray pad 
and accompany the pony. 
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“No; Frank,” said Miss Jemima, “you can’t Rave George; 
your father wants him to go on a message, — you can take 
Mat.” 

“Mat, indeed!” said Frank, grumbling with some reason; 
for Mat was a surly old fellow, who tied a most indefensible 
neckcloth, and always contrived to have a great patch on his 
boots, — besides, he called Frank “Master,” and obstinately 
refused to trot down hill, — “Mat, indeed! let Mat take the 
message, and George go with me.” 

But Miss Jemima had also her reasons for rejecting Mat, 
Mat’s foible was not servility, and he always showed true 
English independence in all houses where he was not invited 
to take his ale in the servants’ hall. Mat might offend Signor 
Ericcabocca, and spoil all. An animated altercation ensued, in 
the midst of which the squire and his wife entered the yard, 
with the intention of driving in the conjugal gig to the market 
town. The matter was referred to the natural umpire by both 
the contending parties. 

The squire looked with great contempt on his son. “And 
what do you want a groom at all for? Are you afraid of tum- 
bling off the pony? ” 

Frank. — “No, sir; but I like to go as a gentleman, when 
I pay a visit to a gentleman! ” 

Squike (in high wrath). — “Yon precious puppy! I think 
I ’m as good a gentleman as you any day, and I should like 
to know when you ever saw me ride to call on a neighbour 
with a fellow jingling at my heels, like that upstart Ned 
Spankie, whose father kept a cotton mill. First time I ever 
heard of a Hazeldean thinking a livery coat was necessary to 
prove his gentility ! ” 

Mats. Ha^seldean (observing Frank colouring, and about to 
reply). — “Hush, Frank, never answer your father, — and you 
are going to call on Mr. Leslie?” 

“Yes, ma’am, and I am very much obliged to my father for 
letting me,” said Frank, taking the squire’s hand. 

“Well, but, Frank,” continued Mrs. Hazeldean, “I think 
yon heard that the Leslies were very poor.” 

Frank, — “Eh, Mother?” 
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Mks, HAZELDT3AN. — “And would jou mil the chance of 
wounding the pride of a gentleman as well born as yourself 
by affecting any show of being richer than he is?” 

Squibb (with great admiration). — “Harryj I ’d give .^10 
to have said that!” 

Frastk (leaving the squire’s hand to take his mother’s). 
— “You’re quite right, Mother; nothing could be more 
snobhish ” 

Squibb. — “Give us your fist, too, sir; you’ll be a chip of 
the old block, after all.” 

Erank smiled, and walked off to his pony. 

Mbs, Hazeldean (to Miss Jemima). — “Is that the note 
you were to write for me?” 

Miss Jemima. — “Yes; I supposed you did not care about 
seeing it, so I have sealed it, and given it to George.” 

Mbs. Hazeldbah. — “But Frank will pass close by the 
Casino on his way to the Leslies’. It may be more civil if 
he leaves the note himself.” 

Miss Jemima (liesitatingly). — “Do you think so?” 

Mbs. Hazeedean. — “ Yes, certainly. Frank, Frank, as 
you pass by the Casino, call on Mr. liiccabocca, give this 
note, and say we shall be heartily glad if he will come.” 

Frank nods. 

“Stop a bit,” cried the squire. “If Eickeybockey is at 
home, ’t is ten to one if he don’t ask you to take a glass of 
wine ! If he does, mind, ’t is worse than asking you to take 
a turn on the rack. Faugh! you remember, Harry?*— I 
thought it was all up with me.” 

“Yes,” cried Mrs. Hazeldean; “for Heaven’s sake not a 
drop. Wine, indeed! ” 

“Don’t talk of it,” cried the squire, making a wry face. 

“I’ll take care, sir!” said Frank, laughing as he disap- 
peared within the stable, followed by Miss Jemima, who now 
ooaxingly makes it up with him, and does not leave off her 
admonitions to be extremely polite to the j)oor foreign gentle- 
man till Frank gets his foot into the stirrup, and tlie pony, 
who knows whom he has got to deal with, gives a preparatory 
plunge or two, and then darts out of the yard. 
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INITIAL CHAPTEE. 

INFORMING THE READER HOW THIS WORK CAME TO HAVE 
INITIAL CHAPTERS. 

“There can’t be a doubt,” said my father, “that to each 
of the main divisions of your work — whether you call them li 

Books or Parts — you should prefix an Initial or Introductory j| 

Chapter.” 

PisisTRATus. — “Can’t be a doubt, sir? Why so? ” 

Mr. Caxton. — “Fielding lays it down as an indispensable 
rule, which he supports by his example ; and Fielding was an 
artistical writer, and knew what he was about.” 

PisiSTRATUS. — “Do you remember any of his reasons, 
sir? ” 

Mr. Caxton. — “ Why, indeed, Fielding says, very justly, 
that he is not bound to assign any reason; but he does assign 
a good many, here and there, — to find which I refer you to 
‘Tom Jones.’ I will only observe, that one of his reasons, 
which is unanswerable, runs to the effect that thus, in every 
Part or Book, the reader has the advantage of beginning at 
the fourth or fiftli page instead of the first, — ‘ a matter by no 
means of trivial consequence,’ saith Fielding, ‘to persons who 
read books with no other view than to say they have read 
them, — a more general motive to reading than is commonly 
imagined ; and from which not only law books and good 
books, but the pages of Homer and Yirgil, Swift and Cer- 
vantes, have been often turned over.’ There,” cried my 
father, triumphantly, “I will lay a shilling to twopence that 
I have quoted the very words.” 

:voL. I. — .6' 
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Mrs. Caxton. — “Dear me, tliat only means skipping; I 
don’t see any great advantage in. writing a chapter, merely 
for people to skip it.” 

PisisTiiATUs. — - “Neither do I ! ” 

Mr, CAX'fON (dogmatically). — “It is the repose in the 
picture, — Fielding calls it ‘ contrast,’ — (Still more dogma.ti- 
eally.) — I say there can’t be a doubt about it. Besides ’ 
added my father after a pause, — “besides, this usage gives 
yon opportunities to explain what has gone before, or to pre- 
pare for what ’s coming; or, since Fielding contends, with great 
truth, that some learning is necessary for this kind of histor- 
ical composition, it allows you, naturally and easily, the 
introduction of light and pleasant ornaments of that nature. 
At each flight in the terrace you may give the eye the relief 
of an urn or a statue. Moreover, when so inclined, you create 
proper pausing-places for reflection; and complete by a sepa- 
rate, yet harmonious ethical department, the design of a work, 
which is but a mere Mother Goose’s tale if it does not embrace 
a general view of the thoughts and actions of mankind.” 

PisisTBATiTS. — “But then, in these initial chapters, the 
author thrusts himself forward; and just when you want to 
get on with the dramatis persotm, you find yourself face to 
face with the poet himself.” 

Mr. Caxton. — “Pooh! you can contrive to prevent that ! 
Imitate tlie chorus of the Greek stage, who fill up the inter- 
vals between the action by saying what the author would 
otherwise say in his own person.” 

PISTSTRATUS (slylj). ~ “ That ’s a good idea,, sir, —and I 
have a chorus, and a ehoregus too, already in my eye.” 

Mr. Gaxton (unsuspectingly). — “Aha! you are not so 
dull a fellow as you would make yourself out to be; and, 
even if an author did thrust himself forward, what objection 
is there to that? It is a mere affectation to suppose that a 
book can come into the world without an author. Every child 
has a father, — one father at least, — as the great Cond6 says 
very well in his poem.” 

PisisTRATus. — “The great Cond4 a poet! I never heard 
that before.” 
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Mb. Caxton. — “I don’t say lie was a poet, but lie sent a 
poem to Madame de Montansier. Envious critics tbink that 
he must have paid somebody else to write it 5 but there is no 
reason why a great captain should not write a poem, — I don’t 
say a good poem, but a poem. I wonder, Eoland, if the duke 
ever tried his hand at ‘ Stanzas to Mary, ’ or ‘ Lines to a Sleep- 
ing Babe. ’ ” 

Captain Eoland. — “Austin, I’m ashamed of you. Of 
course the duke could write poetry if he pleased, — some- 
thing, I dare say, in the way of the great Cond4; that is, 
something warlike and heroic, I ’ll be bound. Let ’s hear! ” 

Mb. Caxton (reciting). — 

“ Telle esfc du Ciel la loi severe 
Qu’il faut qu’uu eufaat ait un pere ; 

On dit meitie qiiolquefois 
Tel enfant eu a jusqu’a fcrois.”^ 

Captain Eoland (greatly disgusted). — “Cond4 write such 
stuff! — I don’t believe it.” 

PisiSTBATUs. — “I do, and accept the quotations; you and 
Eoland shall be Joint fathers to my child as well as myself- 

“ ‘ Tel enfant en a jusqu’k trois.’ ” 

Mb. Caxton (solemnly). — “I refuse the proffered pater- 
nity; but so far as administering a little wholesome castiga- 
tion now and then, I have no objection to Join in the discharge 
of a father’s duty.” 

PisisTBATus, — “ Agreed. Have you anything to say agaiiist 
the infant hitherto?” 

Mr. Caxton, — “He is in long clothes at present; let us 
wait till he can walk.” 

Blanche, — “ But pray whom do you mean for a hero? 
And is Miss Jemima your heroine?” . 

^ Paraphrase : — 

“ That each child has a father 
Is Nature’s decree ; 

But, to judge by a riimour. 

Some children have three.” 
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Captain Eolano. — “There is some mystery about the — ” 
PisisTKATus (hastily). — “Plush, Uncle: no letting the cat 
out of the bag yet. Listen, all of you I I left Prank Hazd- 
cleaa on his way to the Casino.” 


CHAPTER II. 

“It is a sweet pretty place,” thought Frank, as he opened 
the gate which led across the fields to the Casino, that smiled 
down upon him with its plaster pilasters. “I wonder, though, 
that my father, who is so particular in general, suffers the 
carriage-road to be so full of holes and weeds. Mounseer 
does not receive many visits, I take it.” 

But when Frank got into the ground immediately before the 
house, he saw no cause of complaint as to want of order and 
repair. Nothing could be kept more neatly. Frank was 
ashamed of the dint made by the pony’s hoofs on the smooth 
gravel; he dismounted, tied the animal to the wicket, and 
went on foot towards the glass door in front. 

He rang the bell once, twice, but nobody came, for the old 
woman-servant, who was hard of hearing, was far away in the 
yard, searching for any eggs which the hen might have scan- 
dalously hidden for culinary purposes; and Jackeyino was 
fishing for the sticklebacks and minnows which were, when 
caught, to assist the eggs, when found, in keeping together 
the bodies and souls of himself and his master. The old 
woman had been lately put upon board wages. Lucky old 
Vi Oman! Frank rang a third time, and with the impetuosity 
of his age. A face peeped from the belvidere on the terrace. 
“Diavolof” said Dr. Riccabocca to himself. “Young cocks 
crow hard on their own dunghill ; it must be a cock of a high 
race to crow so loud at another’s.” 

Therewith he shambled out of the summer-house, and 
appeared suddenly before Frank, in a very wizard-like dress- 
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ing-robe of black serge, a red cap on bis bead, and a cloud of 

smoke coming rapidly from bis lips, as a final consolatory 1 

wbiff, before be removed tbe pipe from them. Frank bad 

indeed seen tbe doctor before, but never in so scbolastic a I 

costume, and be vras a little startled by tbe apparition at bis p 

elbow, as be turned round. 

“ Signorino, ” said the Italian, taking off bis cap with bis 
usual urbanity, “pardon the negligence of my people; I am 
too happy to receive your commands in person.” 

“Dr. Hickey hockey?” stammered Frank, much confused 
by this polite address, and tbe low, yet stately, bow with 
which it was accompanied. “I — I have a note from the I 

Hall. Mamma — that is, my mother — and aunt J emima beg 
their best compliments, and hope you will come, sir.” ; 

Tbe doctor took tbe note with another bow, and, opening 
the glass door, invited Frank to enter. 

The young gentleman, with a schoolboy’s usual blmitness, 
was about to say that be was in a burry, and bad rather not; 
but Dr. Hiocabocca’s grand manner awed him, while a glimpse 
of tbe ball excited bis curiosity, so be silently obeyed tbe 
invitation. 

The ball, which was of an octagon shape, bad been origi- 
nally panelled off into compartments, and in these tbe Italian 
bad painted landscapes, rich with tbe warm sunny light of bis 
native climate. Frank was no judge of tbe art displayed; but 
he was greatly struck with the scenes depicted : they were all 
views of some lake, real or imagina.ry; in all, dark-blue shin- 
ing waters reflected dark-blue placid skies. In one, a flight 
of steps ascended to the lake, and a gay group was seen feast- 
ing on the margin; in another, sunset threw its rose-hues over 
a vast villa or palace, backed by Alpine hills, and flanked by 
long arcades of vines, while pleasure-boats skimmed over the 
waves below. In short, throughout all the eight compart- 
ments, the scene, though it differed in details, preserved the 
same general character, as if illustrating some favourite local- 
ity. The Italian did not, however, evince any desire to do 
the honours of his own art, but, preceding Frank across the 
hall, opened the door of his usual sitting-room, and requested ; 
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liim to enter. Trank did so ratlier reluctantly, and seated 
liimself with uuAVonted baslifulness on the edge of a cliair. 
But here new specimens of the doctor’s handicraft soon riveted 
attention. The room had been originally papered, but liicca- 
bocca had stretched canvas over the walls, and painted thereon 
sundry satirical devices, each separated from the other by 
scroll-works of fantastic arabesques. Here a Cupid was trim- 
dling a wheelbarrow full of hearts, which he appeared to be 
selling to an ugly old fellow, with a money-bag in his hand 
— probably Plutus. There Diogenes might he seen walking 
through a market-place, with his lantern in his hand, in search 
of an honest man, whilst the children jeered at him, and the 
curs snapped at his heels. In another place a lion was seen 
half dressed in a fox’s hide, while a wolf in a sheep’s mask 
was conversing very amicably with a young lamb. Here 
again might be seen the geese stretching out their necks from 
the Eoman Capitol in full cackle, while the stout invaders 
were beheld in the distance, running olf as hard as they 
could. Ill short, in all these quaint entablatures some pithy 
sarcasm was symbolically conveyed; only over the mantel- 
piece was the design graver and more touching. It was the 
figure of a man in a pilgrim’s garb, chained to the earth by 
small but innumerable ligaments, while a phantom likeness of 
himself, his shadow, was seen hastening down what seemed 
an iuterminahle vista; and underneath were written the 
pathetic words of Horace — 

“ Patrias qnis oxjil 

Se quoque fuvvt 1 ”^ 

The furniture of the room was extremely simple, and some- 
what scanty; yet it was arranged so as to impart an air of 
taste and elegance to the room. Even a few plaster busts and 
statues, though bought but of some humble itinerant, hn.d their 
classical effect, glistening from out stands of flowers that were 
grouped around them, or backed by graceful screen-works 
formed from twisted osiers, which, by the simple contrivance 
of trays at the bottom filled with earth, served for living 

1 “ Wliat exile from his country can ako fly from himself ? " 
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parasitical plants, with gay flowers contrasting thick ivy 
leaves, and gave to the whole room the aspect of a bower. 

“May I ask your permission?” said the Italian, with his 
finger on the seal of the letter. 

“Oh, yes,” .said Frank, with wtw'ye^e. 

Eiccalmcca broke the seal, and a slight smile stole over his 
countenance. Then he turned a little aside from Frank, 
shaded his face with his hand, and seemed to muse. “Mrs. 
Hazeldean,” said he, at last, “does me very great honour. 
I hardly recognize her handwriting; or I should have been 
more impatient to open the letter.” The dark eyes were lifted 
over the spectacles and went right into Frank’s unprotected 
and undiplomatic heart. The doctor raised the note, and 
pointed to the characters with his forefinger. 

“Cousin Jemima’s hand,” said Frank, as directly as if the 
question had been put to him. 

The Italian smiled. “ Mr. Hazeldean has company staying 
with him?” 

“No; that is, only Barney, — the captain. There ’s seldom 
much company before the shooting season,” added Frank, with 
a slight sigh; “and then, you know, the holidays are over. 
For my part, I think we ought to break up a month later.” 

The doctor seemed reassured by the first sentence in Frank’s 
reply, and, seating himself at the table, wrote his answer, — 
not hastily, as we English write, but with care and precision, 
like one accustomed to weigh the nature of words, — in that 
stiff Italian hand, which allows the writer so much time to 
think while he forms his letters. He did not, therefore, reply 
at once to Fra.nk’s remark about the holidays, but was silent 
till he had concluded his note, read it three times over, sealed 
it by the taper he slowly lighted, and then, giving it to Frank, 
he said, — 

“ For your sake, young gentleman, I regret that your holi- 
days are so early; for mine, I must rejoice, since I accept the 
kind invitation you have rendered doubly gratifying by bring- 
ing it yourself.” 

“Deuce take the fellow and his fine speeches! One don’t 
know which way to look,” thought English Frank. 


88 


MY NOVEL; OE, 


The Italian smiled again, as if this time he had read the 
hoy’s heart, without need of those piercing black eyes, and 
said, less ceremoniously than before, '‘You don’t care much 
for compliments, young gentleman? ” 

"No, I don’t indeed,” said Frank, heartily. 

" So much the better for you, since your way in the world 
is made: it would be so much the worse if you had to 
make it!” 

Frank looked puzzled: the thought was too deep for him, 
so he turned to the pictures. 

"Those are very funny,” said he; “they seem capitally 
done. Who did ’em? ” 

"Signorino Hazeldean, you are giving me what you refused 
yourself.” 

“Eh?” said Frank, inquiringly. 

“ Compliments ! ” 

“Oh — I — no; bnt they are well done: aren’t they, 
sir?” 

“Not particularly: you speak to the artist.” 

“What! you painted them?” 

“Yes.” 

“And the pictures in the hall?” 

“Those too.” 

“Taken from nature, eh?” 

“Nature,” said the Italian, sententiously, perhaps evasively, 
“lets nothing be taken from her.” 

“Oh! ” said Frank, puzzled again. “Well, I must wish 
you good morning, sir; I am very glad you are coming.” 

“Without compliment?” 

“Without compliment.” 

“A nvedmi — good-hy for the present, my young signorino. 
This way,” observing Frank make a bolt towards the wrong 
door. “Can I oifer you a glass of wine? — it is pure, of our 
own making.” 

“No, tbank you, indeed, sir,” cried Frank, suddenly recol- 
lecting his father’s admonition. “ Good-by, don’t trouble 
yourself, sir; I know my way now.” 

But the bland Italian followed his guest to the wicket, 
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where Frank had loft the pony. The young gentleman, afraid 
lest so courteous a host should hold the stirrup for him, 
twitched off the bridle, and mounted in haste, not even stay- 
ing to ask if the Italian could put him in the way to Food 
Hall, of which way he was profoundly ignorant. The Ital- 
ian’s eye followed the boy as he rode up the ascent in the 
lane, and the doctor sighed heavily. “The wiser we grow,” 
said he to himself, “the more we regret the age of our follies: 
it is better to gallop with a light heart up the stony hill than 
sit in the summer-house and cry 'How true!’ to the stony 
truths of Maehiavelli! ” 

With that he turned back into the belvidere; but he could 
uot resume his studies. He remained some minutes gazing 
on the prospect, till the prospect reminded him of the fields 
which Jackeymo was bent on his hiring, and the fields 
reminded him of Lenny Fairfield. He returned to the house, 
and in a few moments re-emerged in his out-of-door trim, 
with cloak and umbrella, re-lighted his pipe, and strolled 
towards Hazeldean village. 

Meanwhile Frank, after cantering on for some distance, 
stopped at a cottage, and there learned that there was a short 
cut across the fields to Eood Hall, by which he could save 
nearly three miles. Frank, however, missed the short cut, 
and came out into the high road; a turnpike-keeper, after 
first taking his toll, put him back again into the short cut; 
and finally, he got into some green lanes, where a dilapidated 
finger-post directed him to Rood. Late at noon, having rid- 
den fifteen miles in the desire to reduce ten to seven, he came 
suddenlj’ upozi a wild and primitive piece of ground, that 
seemed half chase, half common, with crazy tumbledown cot- 
tages of villanous aspect scattered about in odd nooks and cor- 
ners. Idle, dirty children were making mud-pies on the road ; 
slovenly-looking women were plaiting straw at the threshold; 
a large but forlorn and decayed church, that seemed to say 
that the generation which saw it built was more pious than 
the generation which now resorted to it, stood boldly and 
nakedly out by the roadside. 

“Is this the village of Rood?” asked Frank of a stout 
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young man breaking stones on the road — sad sign that no 
better labour could be found for him ! 

The man sullenly nodded, and continued his work. 

“And where ’s the Hall — Mr. Leslie’s?” 

The man looked up in stolid surprise, and thi,s time touched 
his hat. 

“Be you going there?” 

“Yes, if I can find out where it is.” 

“I ’ll show your honour,” said the boor, alertly. 

Erank reined in the pony, and the man walked by his side. 

Erank was much of his father’s son, despite the difference 
of age, and that more fastidious change of manner which 
characterizes each succeeding race in the progress of civiliza- 
tion. Despite all his Eton finery, he was familiar with peas- 
ants, and had the quick eye of one country-born as to country 
matters. 

“You don’t seem very well off in this village, my man?” 
said he, knowingly. 

“Noa? there be a deal of distress here in the winter time, 
and summer too, for that matter; and the parish ben’t much 
help to a single man.” 

“But surely the farmers want work here as well as 
elsewhere?” 

“ ’Deed, and there ben’t much farming work here, — most 
o’ the parish be all wild ground loike.” 

“The poor have a right of common, I suj)pose,” said 
Erank, surveying a large assortment of vagabond birds and 
quadrupeds. 

“ Yes ; neighbour Timmins keeps his geese on the common, 
and some has a cow, and them be neighbour dowlas’s pigs. I 
don’t know if there ’s a right, loike; but the folks at the Hall 
does all they can to help us, and that ben’t much ; they ben’t 
as rich as some folks; but,” added the peasant, proudly, “ they 
be as good blood as any in the shire.” 

“I’m glad to see you like them, at all events.” 

“ Oh, yes, I likes them well eno’ ; mayhap yon are at school 
with the yoking gentleman? ” 

“Yes,” said Erank. 
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“Ah, I heard the clergyman say as how Master Eandal was 
a mighty clever lad, and 'would get rich some day. I ’se sure 
I wish he would, for a poor squire makes a poor parish. 
There ’s the Hall, sir.” 


GHAPTEE III. 

PiiANiv looked right ahead, and saw a square house that, 
in spite of modern sash windows, was evidently of remote 
antiquity. A high conical roof; a stack of tall quaint chim- 
ney-pots of red-baked clay (like those at Siitton Place in Sur- 
rey) dominating over isolated vulgar smoke-coiiduetors, of the 
ignoble fashion of present times; a dilapidated groin- work, 
encasing within a Tudor arch a door of the comfortable date 
of George III., and the peculiarly dingy and weather-stained 
appearance of the small finely-finished bricks, of which the 
habitation was built, — all showed the abode of former gen- 
erations adapted with tasteless irreverence to the habits of 
descendants unenlightened by Pugin, or indifferent to the 
poetry of the past. The house had emerged suddenly upon 
Prank out of the gloomy waste land, for it was placed in a 
hollow, and sheltered from sight by a disorderly group of 
ragged, dismal, valetudinarian fir-trees, until an abrupt turn 
of the road cleared that screen, and left the desolate abode 
bare to the discontented eye. Prank dismounted; the man 
held his pony; and after smoothing his cravat, the smart 
Etonian sauntered up to the door, and startled the solitude 
of the p)lace with a loud peal from the modern brass knocker, 
— a knock which instantly brought forth an astonished star- 
ling who had built under the eaves of the gable roof, and 
called up a cloud of sparrows, tomtits, and yellow-hammers, 
who had been regaling themselves amongst the litter of a 
slovenly farmyard that lay in full sight to the right of the 
house, fenced off by a primitive paiiitless wooden rail. In 
process of time a sow, accompanied by a thriving and inquis- 
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itive family, strolled up to the gate of the fence, and, leaning 
her nose on the lower bar of the gate, contemplated the visitor 
with much curiosity and some suspicion. 

While Frank is still without, impatiently swingeing his 
white trousers with his whip, we will steal a hurried glance 
towards the respective members of the family within. Mr. 
Leslie, the paterfamilias, is in a little room called his 
“study,” to which he regularly retires every morning after 
breakfast, rarely reappearing till one o’clock, which is his 
unfashionable hour for dinner. In what mysterious occupa- 
tions Mr. Leslie passes those hours no one ever formed a con- 
jecture. At the present moment he is seated before a little 
rickety bureau, one leg of which being shorter than the other 
is propped up by sundry old letters and scraps of newspapers ; 
and the bureau is open, and reveals a great number of pigeon- 
holes and divisions, filled with various odds and ends, the 
collection of many years. In some of these compartments are 
biindles of letters, very yellow, and tied in packets with faded 
tape; in another, all by itself, is a fragment of plum-pudding 
stone, which Mr. Leslie has picked up in his walks, and con- 
sidered a rare mineral. It is neatly labelled, “Found in Hol- 
low Lane, May 21st, 1804, by Maunder Slugge Leslie, Esq.” 
The next division holds several bits of iron in the shape of 
nails, fragments of horse-shoes, etc., which Mr. Leslie has 
also met with in his rambles, and, according to a harmless 
popular super stiticM, deemed it highly unlucky not to pick up, 
and, once picked up, no less unlucky to throw away. Ittm,, in 
the adjoining pigeon-hole, a goodly collection of pebbles with 
holes in them, preservcu for the same reason, in company with 
a crooked sixpence; item, neatly arranged in fanciful mosaics, 
several periwinkles. Blackamoor’s teeth (I mean the shell so 
called), and other specimens of the conchiferons ingenuity of 
Nature, partly inherited from some ancestral spinster, partly 
amassed by Mr. Leslie himself in a youthful excursion to the 
seaside. There were the farm -bailiff’s accounts, several files 
of bills, an old stirrup, three sets of knee and shoe buckles 
which had belonged to Mr. Leslie’s father, a few seals tied to- 
gether by a shoe-string, a shagreen toothpick case, a tortoise- 
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shell magnifying-glass to read withj liis eldest son^s first copy- 
books, bis second son’s ditto, bis dangbter’s ditto, and a lock 
of bis wife’s hair arranged in a true lover’s knot, framed and 
glared. There wore also a small monsetraj) ; a patent corkscrew 
too good to be used in common; fragments of a silver teasjioon, 
that bad, by natural decay, arrived at a dissolution of its parts; 
a small brown bolland bag, containing halfpence of various 
dates, as far back as Queen Anne, accompanied by two French 
sows and a German silber gros , — the which miscellany Mr, Les- 
lie magniloquently called “his coins,” and had left in his will 
as a family heirloom. There were many other curiosities of 
congenial nature and equal value — qumnunc deseribere longum 
est. Mr. Leslie was engaged at this time in what is termed 
“putting things to rights,” — an occupation he performed with 
exemplary ca.re once a week. This was his day ; and he had 
just counted his coins, and was slowly tying them up again in 
the brown bolland bag, when Frank’s knock reached his ears. 

Mr. Maunder Slugge Leslie paused, shook his head as if 
incredulously, and was about to resume his occupation, when 
he was seized with a fit of yawning which prevented the bag 
being tied for full two minutes. 

While such the employment of the study, let us turn to the 
recreations in the drawing-room, or rather parlour. A draw- 
ing-room there was on the first floor, with a charming look-out, 
not on the dreary fir-trees, but on the romantic undulating 
forest-land; but the drawing-room had not been used since 
the death of the last Mrs, Leslie. It was deemed too good to 
sit in, except when there was company: there never being 
company, it was never sat in. Indeed, now the paper was 
falling off the walls with the damp, and the rats, mice, and 
moths — those edaces rerwn,” — had eaten, between them, 
most of the chair-bottoms and a considerable part of the floor. 
Therefore, the parlour was the sole general sitting-room ; and 
being breakfasted in, dined, and supped in, and, after supper, 
smoked in by Mr. Leslie to the accompaniment of rum-and- 
water, it is impossible to deny that it had what is called “ a 
smell,” — a comfortable, wholesome family smell, speaking of 
numbers, meals, and miscellaneous social habitation. There 
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were two whidows : one looked full on the fir-trees ; the other 
on the farmyard, with the pigsty closing the view. ISTear the 
fir-tree; window sat Mrs. Leslie*, before her, on a high stool, 
was a basket of the children's clothes that wmnted mending. 
A work-table of rosewood inlaid with brass, which had. ])een a 
wedding-present, and was a costly thing originally, but in 
that peculiar taste which is vulgarly called “ Ihaiiiinuigeni, ” 
stood at hand: the brass had started in several places, and 
occasionally made great havoc in the children’s fingers and in 
Mrs. Leslie’s gown; in fact it was the liveliest piece of furiii- 
ture in the house, thanks to the petulant brasswork, and could 
not have been more mischievous if it had been a monkejn 
TTpon the work-table lay a housewife and thimble, and scis- 
sors, and skeins of worsted and thread, and little scraps of 
linen and cloth for patches. But Mrs. Leslie was not actually 
working, — she was p)i’eparing to work; she had been prepar- 
ing to work for the last hour and a half. Upon her lap she 
supported a novel, by a lady who wrote much for a former 
generation, under the name of “Mrs. Bridget Blue Mantle.’’ 
She had a ‘^mall needle in her left hand, and a very thick 
piece of thread in her right; occasionally she applied the end 
of the said thread to her lips, and then — her eyes fixed on 
the novel — made a blind, vacillating attack at the eye of the 
needle. But a camel would have gone through it wdth quite 
as much ease. Uor did the novel alone engage Mrs. Leslie’s 
attention, for ever and anon she interrupted herself to scold 
the children, to inquire “what o’clock it wms;” to observe 
that “Sarah would uever suit;” and to wonder “why .Mr. 
Leslie would not see that the work-table was mended.” Mrs. 
Leslie has been rather a pretty woman. In spite of a dress at 
once slatternly and economical, she has still the air of a lady, 
— rather too much so, the hard duties of her s.ltuation consid- 
ered. She is proud of the antiquity of her family on both 
sides; her mother was of the venerable stock of the Dandlers 
of Uaiidle Place, a race that existed before the Conquest, 
Indeed, one has only to read our earliest chronicles, and to 
glance over some of those long-winded moralizing poems 
which delighted the thanes and ealdermen of old, in order to 
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see that the Da,u(lles must have been a very influential family 
before William the First turned the country topsy-turvy. 
While the mother’s race was thus indubitably Saxon, the 
father’s had not only the name but the peculiar idiosyncrasy 
of the Normans, and went far to establish that crotchet of the 
brilliant author of “Sybil; or, The Two Nations,” as to the 
continued distinction between the conquering and conquered 
populations. Mrs. Leslie’s father boasted the name of Mont- 
fydget, • — doubtless of the same kith and kin as those great 
barons of Montfichet, who once owned such broad lauds and 
such turbulent castles. A high-nosed, thin, nervous, excitable 
progeny, those same Montfydgets, as the most troublesome 
Norman could pretend to be. This fusion of race was notable 
to the most ordinary physiognomist in the physique and in 
the morale of Mrs. Leslie. She had the speculative blue eye 
of the Saxon, and the passionate high nose of the Norman; 
she had the mu.sing do-nothingness of the Daudlers, and the 
reckless liave-at-every-thiiigness of the Montfydgets. At 
Mrs. Leslie’s feet, a little girl with her hair about her ears 
(and beautiful hair it was too) was amusing herself with a 
broken-nosed doll. At the far end of the room, before a high 
desk, sat Frank’s Eton schoolfellow, the eldest son. A min- 
ute or two before Frank’s alarum had disturbed the tran- 
quillity of the household, he had raised his eyes from the 
books on the desk to glance at a very tattered copy of the 
Greek Testament, in wliich his brother Oliver had found a 
difficulty that he came to Kandal to solve. As the young 
Etonian’s face was turned to the light, your first impression 
on seeing it would have been melancholy, but respectful, 
interest, — for the face had already lost the joyous character 
of youth; there was a wrinkle between the brows; and the 
lines that sx)eak of fatigue were already visible under the eyes 
and about the mouth; the complexion was sallow, the lips 
were pale. Years of study had already sown in the delicate 
organization the seeds of many an infirmity and many a pain ; 
but if your look had rested longer on that countenance, gradu- 
ally your compassion might have given place to some feeling 
uneasy and sinister, — a feeling akin, to fear. There was in 
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the whole expression so much of cold calm force, that it 
belied the debility of the frame. You saw there the evidence 
of a mind that was cultivated, and you felt that in that culti- 
vation there was something formidable, A notable contrast 
to this countenance, prematurety worn and eminently intelli- 
gent, was the round liealthy face of Oliver, with slow blue 
eyes fixed hard on the penetrating orbs of his brother, as if 
trying with might and main to catch from them a gleam of 
that knowledge with which they shone clear and frigid as a 
star. 

At Frank’s knock, Oliver’s slow blue eyes sparkled into 
animation, and he sprang from bis brother’s side. The little 
girl flung back the hair from her face, and stared at her mother 
with a look which spoke wonder and fright. 

The young student knit his brows, and then turned wearily 
back to the books on his desk. 

“Dear me,” cried Mrs. Leslie, “who can that possibly be? 
Oliver, come from the window, sir, this instant : you will be 
seen! Juliet, run, ring the bell; no, go to the head of the 
kitchen stairs, and call out to Jenny ‘ Not at home.’ Not at 
home, on any account,” repeated Mrs. Leslie, nervously, for 
the Montfydget blood was now in full flow. 

In another minute or so, Frank’s loud boyish voice was 
distinctly heard at the outer door. 

Randal slightly started. 

“Frank Hazeldean’s voice,” said he; “I should like to see 
him, Mother.” 

“See him,” repeated Mrs. Leslie, in amaze; “see him! — 
and the room in this state ! ” 

Randal might have replied that the room was in no worse 
state than usual; but he said nothing. A slight flush came 
and went over his pale face; and then he leaned his cheek on 
his hand, and compressed his lips firmly. 

The outer door closed with a sullen, inhospitable jar, and a 
slip-shod female servant entered with a card between lier fin- 
ger and tlmiiib. 

“Who is that for?— give it to me, Jenny,” cried Mrs. 
Leslie. 
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But Jenny shook her head, laid the card on the desk beside 
Randal, and vanished without saying a word. 

‘G)h, look, Randn,!, look up,” cried Oliver, who had again 
rushed to the window ; “ such a pretty gray pony ! ” 

Randal did look up; nay, he went deliberately to the win- 
dow, and gazed a moment on the high-mettled pony and the 
well-dressed, spirited rider. In that moment changes passed 
over Randal’s countenance more rapidly than clouds over the 
sky in a gusty day. Now envy and discontent, with the 
curled lip and the gloomy scowl; now hope and proud self- 
esteem, with the clearing brow and the lofty smile ; and then 
again all became cold, firm, and close, as he walked back to 
his books, seated himself resolutely, and said, half aloud, — 

“Well, KKOWLEDGE IS POWER!” 


CHAPTER IV. 

Mrs. Leslie came up in fidget and in fuss; she leaned over 
Randal’s shoulder and read the card. Written in pen and 
ink, with an attempt at imitation of printed Roman character, 
there appeared first “Mr. Frank Hazeldban;” but just over 
these letters, and scribbled hastily and less legibly in pencil, 
was, — 

“ Dear Leslie, — Sorry you were out ; come and see us, — do ! ” 

“You will go, Randal?” said Mrs. Leslie, after a pause. 

“I am not sure.” 

“Yes, you can go; you have clothes like a gentleman; you 
can go anywhere, not like those children; ” and Mrs. Leslie 
glanced almost spitefully at poor Oliver’s coarse threadbare 
jacket, and little Juliet’s torn frock. 

“ What I have I owe at present to Mr. Egerton, and I 
should consult bis wishes; he is not on good terms with these 
Hazeldeans.” Then turning towards his brother, who looked 
mortified, he added, with a strange sort of haughty kindness, 
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“What I may have hereafter, Oliver, I shall owe to myself; 
and then if I rise, I will raise my family.” 

“Dear Randal,” said Mrs. Leslie, fondly kissing him on 
the forcdiead, “what a good heart you have! ” 

“No, Mother; my books don’t tell me that it is a good heart 
that gets on in the world: it is a hard head,” replied Randal, 
witli a rude and scornful candour. “But I can read no more 
just now: come out, Oliver.” 

So saying, he slid from his mother’s hand and left the room. 

When Oliver joined him, Randal was already on the com- 
mon ; and, without seeming to notice his brother, he continued 
to walk quickly, and with long strides, in profound silence. 
At length he paused under the shade of an old oak, that, too 
old to be of value save for firewood, had escaped the axe. 
The tree stood on a knoll, and the spot commanded a view 
of the decayed house, the dilapidated church, the dreary 
village. 

“Oliver,” said Randal, between his teeth, so that his voice 
had the sound of a hiss, “it was under this tree that I first 
resolved to — ” 

He paused. 

“What, Randal?” 

“Read hard: knowledge is power!” 

“But you are so fond of reading.” 

“I!” cried Randal. “Do you think, when Wolsey and 
Thomas-h-Becket became priests, they were fond of telling 
their beads and pattering Aves .5* I fond of reading! ” 

Oliver stared; the historical allusions were beyond his 
comprehension. 

“Yon know,” continued Randal, “that we Leslies were 
not always the beggarly poor gentlemen we are now. You 
know that there is a man who lives in G-rosveiior Square, and 
is very rich, — very. His riches come to him from a Leslie; 
that man is my patron, Oliver, and he — is very good to me.” 

Randal’s smile was withering as he spoke. “Come on,” he 
said, after a pause, — “come on.” Again the walk was quick, 
and the brothers were silent. 

They came at length to a little shallow brook, across which 
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some large stones liad been placed at short intervals, so that 
the boys walked over the ford dryshod. “ Will you pull down 
that bough, Oliver?” said Eandal, abruptly, pointing to a 
tree. Oliver obeyed mechanically; and Eandal, stripping 
the leaves and snapping off the twigs, left a fork at the end; 
with this he began to remove the stepping-stones. 

“What are you about, Eandal?” asked Oliver, wonder- 
ingly. 

“We are on the other side of the brook now, and we shall 
not come back this way. We don’t want the stepping-stones 
any more ! — away with them ! ” 


CHAPTEE V. 

The morning after this visit of Frank Hazeldean’s to Eood 
Hall, the Eight Honourable Audley Egerton, member of par- 
liament, privy councillor, and minister of a high department 
in the State, — just below the rank of the cabinet, — was 
seated in his library, awaiting the delivery of the post, before 
he walked down to his office. In the mean while he sipped 
his tea, and glanced over the newspapers with that quick and 
half-disdainful eye with which your practical man in public 
life is wont to regard the abuse or the eulogium of the Fourth 
Estate. 

There is very little likeness between Mr. Egerton and his 
half-brother; none, indeed, except that they are both of tall 
stature, and strong, sinewy, English build. But even in this 
last they do not resemble each other; for the squire’s athletic 
shape is already beginning to expand into that portly 
point which seems the natural development of contented men 
as they approach middle life. Audley, on the contrary, is 
inclined to be spare; and his figure, though the muscles are 
as firm as iron, has enough of the slender to satisfy metropoli- 
tan ideas of elegance. His dress, his look, his tout ensmnhle^ 
are those of the London man. In the first, there is more 
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attention to fashion than is usual amongst the busy members 
of the House of Commons; but then Audley Egerton has 
always been something more than a mere busy member of 
the House of Commons. He has always been a person of 
mark in the best society; and. one secret of his success in life 
has been his high reputation as “a gentleman.” 

As he now bends over the journals^ there is an air of 
distinction in the turn of the well-shaped head, with the 
dark brown hair, — dark in spite of a reddish tinge, — cut 
close behind, and worn away a little towards the crown, so as 
to give an additional height to a commanding forehead. His 
profile is very handsome, and of that kind of beauty which 
imposes on men if it ^Dleases women ; and is, therefore, unlike 
that of your mere pretty fellows, a positive advantage in 
public life. It is a profile with large features clea.rly cut, 
masculine, and somewhat severe. The expression of his face 
is not open, like the squire’s, nor has it the cold closeness 
which accompanies the intellectual character of young Les- 
lie’s; but it is reserved and dignified, and significant of self- 
control, as should be the physiognomy of a man accustomed 
to think before he speaks. When you look at him, you are not 
surprised to learn that he is not a florid orator nor a smart de- 
bater, — he is a “weighty speaker.” He is fairly read, but 
without any great range either of ornamental scholarship or 
constitutional lore. He has not much humour; but he has that 
kind of wit which is essential to grave and serious irony. He 
has not much imagination, nor remarkable subtlety in reason- 
ing; but if he does not dazzle he does not hore, — he is too much 
of the man of the world for that. He is considered to have 
sound sense and accurate judgment. Withal, as he now lays 
aside the journals, and his face relaxes its austerer lines, you 
will not be astonished to hear that he is a man who is said to 
have been greatly beloved by women, and still to exercise 
much influence in drawing-rooms and boudoirs. At least, no 
one was surprised when the great heiress, Clementina Leslie, 
kinswoman and ward to Lord Lansmere, — a young lady who 
had refused three earls and the heir apparent to a dnkedom, 
— was declared by her dearest friends to be dying of love for 
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Audley Egei-ton. It liad been tbe natural wish of tbe Laus- 
nieres that this lady should marry their son, Lord L’Estraiige. 
But that young gentleman, whose opinions on matrimony par- 
took of the eccentricity of his general character, could never 
be induced to propose, and had, according to the on-diu of 
town, been the principal party to make up the match between 
Clementina and his friend Audley; for the match required 
mtiking-up, despite the predilections of the young heiress. 
Mr. Egerton had had scruples of delicacy. He avowed, for 
the first time, that his fortune was much less than had been 
generally supposed, and he did not like the idea of owing all 
to a wife, however highly he might esteem and admire her. 
Now, Lord L’Estrange (not long after the election at Lans- 
mere, which had given to Audley his first seat in parliament) 
had suddenly exchanged from the battalion of the Guards to 
which he belonged, and which was detained at home, into a 
cavalry regiment on active service in the Peninsula. Never- 
theless, even abroad, and amidst the distractions of war, his 
interest in all that could forward Egerton’s career was una- 
bated; and by letters to his father and to his cousin Clemen- 
tina, he assisted in the negotiations for the marriage between 
Miss Leslie and his friend; and before the year in which 
Audley was returned for Lansmere had expired, the young 
senator received the hand of the great heiress. The settle- 
ment of her fortune, which was chiefly in the Funds, had been 
nnusually advaiitageous to the husband; for though the capi- 
tal was tied up so long as both survived, for the benefit of any 
children they might have, yet in the event of one of the parties 
dying without issue by the marriage, the whole passed with- 
out limitation to the survivor. Miss Leslie, in spite of all 
remonstrance from her own legal adviser, had settled this 
clause with Egerton’s confidential solicitor, one Mr. Levy, of 
whom we shall see more hereafter; and Egerton was to be 
kept in ignorance of it till after the marriage. If in this 
Miss Leslie showed a generous trust in Mr. Egerton, she still 
inflicted no positive wrong on her relations, for she had none 
sufficiently near to her to warrant their claim to the succes- 
sion. Her nearest kinsman, and therefore her natural heir, 


102 


MY NOVEL; OR, 


was Harley L’Estrange ; and if he was contented, no one had 
a right to complain. The tie of blood between herself and 
the Leslies of Rood Hall was, as we shall sec presently, 
extremely distant. 

It was not till after his marriage that Mr. Egerton took an 
active part in the business of the House of Commons. He 
wiis then a,t the most advantageous starting-poiut for the 
career of ambition. His words on the state of the country 
took importance from his stake in it. His talents found 
accessories in the opulence of Grosvenor Square, the dignity 
of a princely establishment, the respectability of one firmly 
settled in life, the reputation of a fortune in reality very large, 
and which was magnified by popular report into the revenues 
of a Croesus. Audley Egerton succeeded in parliament beyond 
the early expectations formed of him. He took, from the 
first, that station in the House which it requires tact to estab- 
lish, and great knowledge of the world to free from the charge 
of impracticability and crotchet, but which, once established, 
is peculiarly imposing from the rarity of its independence; 
that is to say, the station of the moderate man who belongs 
sufficiently to a party to obtain its support, but is yet suffi- 
ciently disengaged from a party to make his vote and word, 
on certain questions, matter of anxiety and speculation. 

Professing Toryism (the word Conservative, which would 
have suited him better, was not then known), he separated 
himself from the country party, and always avowed great 
respect for the opinions of the large towns. The epithet 
given to the views of Audley Egerton was “enlightened.” 
Never too much in advance of the passion of the day, yet 
never behind its movement, he had that shrewd calculation 
of odds which a consummate mastery of the world sometimes 
bestows upon politicians, — perceived the chances for and 
against a certain question being carried within a certain time, 
and nicked the question between wind and water. He was 
so good a barometer of that changeful weather called Public 
Opinion, that he might have had a hand in the “ Times ” news- 
paper. He soon quarrelled, and purposely, with his Lansmere 
constituents; nor had he ever revisited that borough, — per- 
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liaps because it was associated witb unpleasant reininiscences 
in the shape of the squire’s epistolary trimmer, and in that of 
his own effigies which his agricultural constituents had burned 
in the corn-market. But the speeches that produced such 
indignation at Lansmere had delighted one of the greatest of 
our commercial towns, which at the next general election 
honoured him with its representation. In those days, before 
the lieform Bill, great commercial towns chose men of high 
mark for their member 5 and a proud station it was for him 
who was delegated to speak the voice of the princely mer- 
chants of England. 

Mrs. Egerton survived her marriage but a few years. She 
left no children; two had been born, but died in their first 
infancy. The property of the wife, therefore, passed with- 
out control or limit to the Inishand. 

Whatever might have been the grief of the widower, he 
disdained to betray it to the world. Indeed, Audley Egerton 
was a man who had early taught himself to conceal emotion. 
He buried himself in the country, none knew where, for some 
months. When he returned, there was a deep wrinkle on his 
brow, — but no change in his habits and avocations, except 
that, shortly afterwards, he accepted office, and thus became 
more busy than ever. 

Mr. Egerton had always been lavish and magnificent in 
money matters. A rich man in public life lias many claims 
on his fortune, and no one yielded to those claims with an air 
so regal as Audley Egerton. But amongst his many liberal 
actions, there was none whicli seemed more worthy of pane- 
gyric than the generous favour he extended to the son of his 
wife’s poor and distant kinsfolk, the Leslies of Eood Hall. 

Some four generations back, there had lived a certain Squire 
Leslie, a man of large acres and active mind. He had cause 
to be displeased with his elder son, and though he did not 
disinherit him, he left half his property to a younger. 

The younger had capacity and spirit, which justified the 
parental provision. He increased his fortune; lifted himself 
into notice and consideration by public services and a noble 
alliance. His descendants followed his example, and took 
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rank among ttie first commoners in England, till tlie last 
male, dying, left Iiis sole heiress and representative in one 
daughter, Clementina, afterwards married to Mr. Egerton. 

-Meanwliile the elder son of the fore-mentioned scprire had 
muddled and sotted away much of his sliare in tlie Leslie 
property; and, by low habits and mean society, lowered, in 
repute his representation of the name. 

His successors imitated him, till nothing was left to 
Randal’s fatlier, Mr. Maunder Slugge Leslie, but the decayed 
house, which was what the Germans call the stamm schloss, 
or “stem hall,” of the race, and the wretched lands imme- 
diately around it. 

Still, though all intercourse between the two branches of 
the family had ceased, the younger had always felt a respect 
for the elder, as the head of the House. And it was supposed 
that, on her death-bed, Mrs. Egerton had recommended her 
impoverished namesakes and kindred to the care of her hus- 
band; for when he returned to town, after Mrs. Egerton’s 
death, Audley had sent to Mr. Maunder Slugge Leslie the 
sum of £5000, which he said his wife, leaving no written 
will, had orally bequeathed as a legacy to that gentleman ; 
and he requested permission to charge himself with the educa- 
tion of the eldest son. 

Mr. Maunder Slugge Leslie might have done great things 
for his little property with those £6000, or even kept in the 
three-per-cents the interest would have afforded a material 
addition to his comforts. But a neighbouring solicitor, hav- 
ing caught scent of the legacy, hunted it down into his own 
hands, on pretence of having found a capital investment in a 
canal; and when the solicitor had got possession of the £5000, 
he went off with them to America. 

Meanwhile Randal, placed by Mr. . Egerton at an excellent 
preparatory school, at first gave no signs of industry or talent; 
but just before he left it, there came to the school, as classi- 
cal tutor, an ambitious young Oxford man ; and his zeal — for 
he was a capital teacher — produced: a great effect generally 
on the pupils,, and especially on Randal Leslie. He talked 
to them much in private on the advantages of learning, and 
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sliortly afterwards he exhibited those advantages in his own 
person ; for, having edited a Greek play with much subtle 
scholarship, his college, which some slight irregularities of 
his had displeased, recalled him to its venerable bosom by the 
presentation of a fellowship. After this he took orders, be- 
came a college tutor, distinguished himself yet more by a 
treatise on the Greek accent, got a capital living, and was 
considered on the high road to a bishopric. This young man. 
then, communicated to Randal the thirst for knowledge; and 
when the boy went afterwards to Eton, he applied with such 
earnestness and resolve that his fame soon reached the ears of 
Audley ; and that person, who had the sympathy for talent, 
and yet more for purpose, which often characterizes ambitious 
men, went to Eton to see him. From that time Audley 
evinced great and almost fatherly interest in the brilliant 
Etonian; and Randal always spent with him some days in 
each vacation. 

I have said that Egertoii’s conduct with respect to this boy 
was more praiseworthy than most of those generous actions 
for which he was renowned, since to this the world gave no 
applause. What a man does within the range of his family 
connections does not carry with it that ecZai which invests a 
munificence exhibited on public occasions. Either people care 
nothing about it, or tacitly suppose it to be but his duty. It 
was true, too, as the squire had observed, that Ran dal Leslie 
was even less distantly related to the Hazeldeans than to Mrs. 
Egerton, since Randal’s grandfather had actually married a 
Miss Hazeldean (the highest worldly connection that branch 
of the family had formed since the great split I have com- 
memorated). But Audley Egerton never appeared aware of 
til at fact. As he was not himself descended from the Hazel- 
deans, he did not trouble himself about their genealogy; and 
he took care to impress it upon the Leslies that his gener- 
osity on their behalf was solely to be ascribed to his respect 
for his wife’s memory and kindred. Still the squire had felt 
as if his “distant brother” implied a rebuke on his own 
neglect of these poor Leslies, by the liberality Audley 
evinced towards them ; and this had made him doubly sore 
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wliea the name of Randal Leslie was mentioned. But tiie 
fact reallj^ was, that the Leslies of Rood had so shrunk out 
of all notice that the squire had actually forgotten their exist- 
ence, until Randal became thus indebted to his brother; and 
then he felt a pang of remorse that any one save himself, the 
head of the Hazeldeans, should lend a helping hand to the 
grandson of a Hazeldean. 

But having thus, somewhat too tediously, explained the 
position of Audley Egerton, whether in the world or in rela- 
tion to his young I may now permit him to receive 

and to read his letters. 


CHAPTER VI. 

Mr. Egertok glanced over the pile of letters placed beside 
him, and first he tore up some, scarcely read, and threw them 
into the waste-basket. Public men have such odd, out-of-the- 
way letters, that their waste-baskets are never empty, — let- 
ters from amateur financiers proposing new ways to j^ay off 
the National Debt; letters from America (never free!) asking 
for autographs; letters from fond mothers in country villages, 
recommending some miracle of a son for a place in the king’s 
service ; letters from free-thinkers in reproof of bigotry ; let- 
ters from bigots in reproof of free-thinking; letters signed 
Brutus Rediviviis, containing the agreeable information tliat 
the writer has a dagger for tyrants, if the Danish claisns are 
not forthwith adjusted; letters signed Matilda or Caroline, 
stating that Caroline or Matilda has seen the public man’s 
portrait at the Exhibition, and that a heart sensible to its 
attractions may be found at No. — Piccadilly; letters from 
beggars, impostors, monomaniacs, speculators, jobbers, — all 
food for the waste-basket. 

Erom the correspondence thus winnowed, Mr. Egerton first 
selected those on business, which he put methodicaliy together 
in one division of his pocket-book; and secondly, those of a 
private nature, which he as carefully put into another. Of 
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these last there were but three, — one from his steward, one 
from Harley L’Estrange, oue from Eandal Leslie. It was his 
cristom to answer his correspoiidenee at his office ; and to his 
office, a few minutes afterwards, he slowly took his way. 
Many a pnssenger turned back to look again at the firm fig- 
ure, which, despite the hot summer day, was buttoned up to 
the throat; and the black frock-coat thus worn well became 
the erect air ami the deep, full chest of the handsome senator. 
When he entered Parliament Street, Audley Egerton was 
joined by one of his colleagues^ also on his way to the cares 
of office. 

After a few observations on the last debate this gentleman 
said, — 

“By the way, can you dine with me next Saturday, to meet 
Lansmere? He comes up to town to vote for us on Monday.” 

“I had asked some people to dine with me,” answered 
Egerton, “but I will put them off. I see Lord Lansmere too 
seldom to miss any occasion to meet a man whom I respect so 
much.” 

“So seldom! True, he is very little in town; but why 
don^t you go and see him in the country? Good shooting, — 
pleasant, old-fashioned house.” 

“My dear Westbourne, his house is ‘nimium vicina Cre- 
monm,’ close to a borough in which I have been burned in 
effigy.” 

“Ha! ha! yes, I remember you first came into parliament 
for that snug little place; but Lansmere himself never found 
fault with your votes, did he?” 

“He behaved very handsomely, and said he had not pre- 
sumed to consider me his mouthpiece ; and then, too, I am so 
intimate with I/Estrange.” 

“Is that queer fellow ever coming back to England? ” 

“He conies, generally, every year, for a few days, just 
to see his father and mother, and then returns to the 
Continent.” 

“I never meet him.” 

“He comes in September or October, when you, of course, are 
ncit in town, and it is in town that the Lansmeres meet him.” 
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“Why does he not go to them?” 

“A man in England but once a year, and for a few days, 
has so much to do in London, I suppose.” 

“Is he as amusing as ever?” 

Egerton nodded. 

“So distinguished as he might be!” remarked Lord 
Westbourne. 

“ So distinguished as he is 1 ” said Egerton, formally ; “ an 
officer selected for praise, even in such fields as Quatre Bras 
and Waterloo; a scholar, too, of the finest taste; and as an 
accomplished gentleman matchless!” 

“I like to hear one man praise another so warmly in these 
ill-natured days,” answered Lord Westbourne, “'But still, 
though L’Estrange is doubtless all you say, don’t you think 
he rather wastes his life living abroad?” 

“And trying to be happy, Westbourne? Are you sure it is 
not we who waste our lives? But I can’t stay to hear your 
answer. Here we are at the door of my prison.” 

“On Saturday, then?” 

“On Saturday. Good day.” 

Eor the next hour or more, Mr. Egerton was engaged on 
the affairs of the State. He then snatched an interval of 
leisure (while awaiting a report, which he had instructed a 
clerk to make him), in order to reply to his letters. Those 
on public business were soon despatched; and throwing his 
replies aside to be sealed hy a subordinate hand, he drew out 
the letters which he had put apart as private. 

He attended first to that of his steward: the steward’s letter 
was long, the reply was contained in three lines. Pitt himself 
was scarcely more negligent of his private interests and con- 
cerns than Audley Egerton; yet, withal, Audley Egerton was 
said by his enemies to he an egotist. 

The next letter he wrote was to Randal, and that, though 
longer, was far from prolix : it ran thus : — 

Dear M.r. Leslie, — I a])preciate your delicacy in consulting me 
whether you should accept Frank Hazeldeau’a invitation to call at the 
Hall. Since you are asked, I can see no objection to it, I should be 
son-y if you appeared to force yourself there; and for the rest, as a 
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general rule, I tliiiik a young man who has his own way to make in 
life had better avoid all intimacy with those of his own age who have 
no kindred objects nor congenial pursuits. 

As soon as this visit is i)aid, I wish you to come to London. The 
report I receive of your progress at Eton renders it unnecessary, in my 
judgment, that you should return there. If your father has no objec- 
tion, I propose that you should go to Oxford at the ensuing term. 
Meanwhile, I have engaged a gentleman, who is a fellow of Balliol, to 
read with you. He is of opinion, judging only by your high repute at 
Eton, that you may at once obtain a scholarship in that college. If 
you do so, I shall look upon your career in life as assured. 

Your affectionate friend, and sincere well-wisher, A. E. 

Tlie reader will remark that in this letter there is a certain 
tone of formality. Mr. Egerton does not call his protege “ Dear 
Randal,” as would seem natural, but coldly and stiffly, “Dear 
Mr. Leslie.” He hints, also, that the boy has his own way to 
make in life. Is this meant to guard against too sanguine no- 
tions of inheritance, which his generosity may have excited ? 

The letter to Lord L’ Estrange was of a very different kind 
from the others. It was long, and full of such little scraps 
of news and gossip as may interest friends in a foreign landj 
it was written gayly, and as with a wish to cheer his friend; 
you could see that it was a reply to a melancholy letter; and 
in the whole tone and spirit there was an affection, even to 
tenderness, of which those who most liked Audley Egerton 
would have scarcely supposed him capable. Yet, notwith- 
standing, there was a kind of constraint in the letter, wliieh 
perhaps only the fine tact of a woman would detect. It had 
not that abandon, that hearty self -outpouring, which you 
might expect would characterize the letters of two such 
friends, who had been boys at school together, and which 
did breathe indeed in all the abrupt rambling sentences of 
his correspondent. But where was the evidence of the con- 
straint? Egerton is off-hand enough where his pen runs glitly 
through paragraphs that relate to others; it is simply that :xe 
says nothing about himself, that he avoids all reference to 
the inner world of sentiment and feeling! But perhaps, 
after all, the man has no sentiment and feeling! How can you 
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expect that a steady personage in practical life, wliose morn- 
ings are spent in Downing Street, and whose nights are e,oie 
sumed in watching Government bills through a eomniittee, can 
write in the same style as an idle dreamer amidst the pines of 
Ravenna,, or on the banks of Como? 

Audley had just finished this epistle, such as it was, when 
the attendant in waiting announced the arrival of a deputa- 
tion from a provincial trading town, the uiemhers of which 
deputation he had appointed to meet at two o’clock. There 
was no office in London at Avhich deputations were kept wait- 
ing less than at that over which Mr. Egerton presided. 

The deputation entered, — some score or so of middle-aged, 
comfortable-looking persons, who, nevertheless, had their 
grievance, and considered their own interest, and those of 
the country, menaced by a certain clause in a bill brought in 
by Mr. Egerton. 

The mayor of the town was the chief spokesman, and he 
spoke well, — hut in a style to which the dignified official was 
not accustomed. It was a slap-dash style, — unceremonious, 
free and easy, — an American style. And, indeed, there was 
something altogether in the appearance and bearing of the 
ma/or which savoured of residence in the Great Republic. 
He was a very handsome man, but with a look sharp and 
domineering, — the look of a man who did not care a straw 
for president or monarch, and who enjoyed the liberty to 
speak his mind and “wallop his own nigger! ” 

His fellow-hurghers evidently regarded him with great 
respect; and Mr. Egerton had penetration enough to per- 
ceive that Mr. Mayor must be a rich man, as well as an 
eloquent one, to have overcome those impressions of sore- 
ness or jealousy which his tone was calculated to create in 
tlw self-love of his equals. 

Mr. Egerton was far too wise to be easily offended by mere 
mmner; and though he stared somewhat haughtily when he 
foiud his observations actually pooh-poohed, he was not above 
being convinced. There was much sense and much jiistice in 
Mr. Mayor’s arguments, and the statesman civilly promised 
tc take them into foil consideration. 
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He then bowed out the deputation; but scarcely had the 
door closed before it opened again, and Mr. Mayor presented 
himself alone, saying aloud to his companions in the passage, 
“I forgot something 1 had to say to Mr. Egerton; wait below 
for me.” 

“Well, Mr, Mayor,” said Audley, pointing to a seat, “what 
else would you suggest? ” 

The mayor looked round to see that the door was closed; 
and then, drawing his chair close to Mr, Egertoii’s, laid his 
forefinger on that gentleman’s arm, and said, “1 think I speak 
to a man of the world, sir?” 

Mr. Egerton bowed, and made no reply by word, but he 
gently removed his arm from the touch of the forefinger, 

Ma. Mayok. — “ You observe, sir, that I did not ask the 
members whom we return to parliament to accompany us. 
Do better without ’em. You know they are both in Opposi- 
tion, — out-and-outers.” 

Me. Egeeton. — “ It is a misfortune which the Government 
cannot remember when the question is whether the trade of 
the town itself is to be served or injured.” 

Me. Mayoe. — “ Well, I guess you sj^eak handsome, sir. 
But you ’d be glad to have two members to support ministers 
after the next election.” 

Mr. Egerton (smiling). — “Unquestionably, Mr. Mayor.” 

Me. Mayor. — “And I can do it, Mr. Egerton. I may say 
I have the town in my pocket; so I ought, — I spend a great 
deal of mouey in it. Now, you see, Mr. Egerton, I have 
passed a part of my life in a land of liberty — the United 
States — and I come to the point when I speak to a man of 
the world. I’m a man of the world myself, sir. And so, if 
the Government will do something for me, why'-, I ’ll do some- 
thing for the Government. Two votes for a free and inde- 
pendent town like onrs, — that’s something, isn’t it?” 

Me. Egeeton (taken by surprise). — “Eeally, I — ” 

Me. Mayor (advancing his chair still nearer, and inter- 
rupting the official). — “No nonsense, you see, on one side or 
the other- The fact is, that I ’ve taken it into my head that 
I should like to be knighted. You may well look surprised, 
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Mr. Egertion, trumpery thing enough, I dare say; still, 
every man has his weakness, and I should like to be Sir 
Richard. Well, if you can get me made Sir Richard, you 
may just name your two members for the next election, — that 
is, if they belong to your own set, enlightened men, up to the 
times. That ’s speaking fair and manful, is n’t it? ” 

Me. EfuuiTOK (drawing himself up). — “I am at a loss to 
guess why you should select me, sir, for this very extraordi- 
nary proposition.” 

Me. Mayoe (nodding good-humouredly). — “Why, you see, 
I don’t go along with the Government; you ’re the best of the 
bunch. And may be you ’d like to strengthen your own party. 
This is quite between you and me, you understand; honour ’s 
a jewel ! ” 

Me. Egeeton (with great gravity). — “ Sir, I am obliged by 
your good opinion; but I agree with my colleagues in all the 
great questions that affect the government of the country, 
and — ” 

Me. Mayoe (interrupting him). — “Ah, of course, you must 
say so; very right. But I guess things would go differently 
if you were Prime Minister. However, I have another reason 
for speaking to you about my little job. You see you were 
member for Lansmere once, and I think you only came in by 
a majority of two, eh? ” 

Me. Egeetoe. — “I know nothing of the particulars of 
that election; I was not present.” 

Me. Mayoe. — “No; but luckily for you, two relations of 
mine were, and they voted for you. Two votes, and you came 
in by two. Since then, you have got into very snug quarters 
here, and I think we have a claim on you — ” 

Me. Egeetoe. — “ Sir, I acknowledge no such claim ; I 
was and am a stranger to Lansmere; and if the electors did 
me the honour to return me to parliament, it was in compli- 
ment rather to — ■ ” 

Me. Mayoe (again interrupting the official). — “Rather to 
Lord Lansmere, you were going to say ; unconstitutional doc- 
trine that, I fancy. Peer of the realm. But never mind, I 
know the world; and I ’d ask Lord Lansmere to do my affair 
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for me, only lie is a pompous sort of man; might be qualm- 
isli: antiquated notions. Not up to snuff like you and me.” 

Mk. Egeuton (in great disgust, and settling bis papers 
before him). — “Sir, it is not in my department to recommend 
to bis Majesty candidates for tbe honour of knighthood, and 
it is still less in my department to make bargains for seats in 
parliament.” 

Mu. Mayor. — “Oh, if that’s the case, you’ll excuse me; 
I don’t know much of the etiquette in these matters. But I 
thought that if I put two seats in your hands for your own 
friends, you might contrive to take the affair into your depart- 
ment, whatever it was. But since you say you agree with 
your colleagues, perhaps it comes to the same thing. Now, 
you must not suppose I want to sell the town, and that I can 
change and chop my politics for my own purpose. No such 
thing! I don’t like the sitting members; I’m all for pro- 
gressing, but they go too much ahead for me; and since the 
Government is disposed to move a little, why, I ’d as lief sup- 
port them as not. But, in common gratitude, you see,” added 
the mayor, coaxiiigiy, “I ought to be knighted! I can keep 
up the dignity, and do credit to his Majesty.” 

Mr. Egerton (without looking up from his papers). — “I 
can only refer you, sir, to the proper quarter.” 

Mr. Mayor (impatiently). — “Proper quarter! Well, since 
there is so much humbug in this old country of ours, that one 
must go through all the forms and get at the job regularly, 
just tell me whom I ought to go to.” 

Mr. E(}BRTO]isr (beginning to be amused as well as indig 
nant). — “If you want a knighthood, Mr. Mayor, you must 
ask the Prime Minister; if you want to give the Government 
information relative to seats in parliament, you must intro- 
duce yourself to Mr. the Secretary of the Treasury.” 

Mr. Mayor. — “ And if I go to the last chap, what do you 
think he ’ll say?” 

Mr. Egerton (the amusement jweponderating over the 
indignation). — “He will say, I suppose, that you must 
not put the thing in the light in which you have put it to 
me; that tbe Government will be very proud to have the 
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confidence of yourself and your brother electors; and that a 
gentleman like you, in the proud position of mayor, may well 
hope to be knighted on some fitting occasion; but that you 
must not talk about the knighthood just at present, and must 
confine yourself to converting the unfortunate political opin- 
ions of the town.” 

Mn. Mayor. — “Well, I guess that chap there would want 
to do me! Not quite so green, Mr. Egerton. Perhaps I’d 
better go at once to the fountain-head. How d’ ye think the 
Premier would take it? ” 

Mr. Egeetcw (the indignation preponderating over the 
amusement). — “Probably just as I am about to do.” 

Mr. Egerton rang the bell; the attendant appeared. 

“Show Mr. Mayor the way out,” said the minister. 

The mayor turned round sharply, and his face was purple. 
He walked straight to the door; but suffering the attendant 
to precede him along the corridor, he came back with a rapid 
stride, and clenching his hands, and with a voice thick with 
passion, cried, “ Some day or other I will make you smart for 
this, as sure as my name ’s Dick Avenel! ” 

“ Avenel! ” repeated Egerton, recoiling, — “Avenel! ” 

But the mayor was gone, 

Audley fell into a deep and musing revery, which seemed 
gloomy, and lasted till the attendant announced that the 
horses were at the door. 

He then looked up, still abstraetedly, and saw bis letter to 
Harley L’Estrange open on the table. He drew it towards 
him, and wrote, “ A man has just left me, wlio calls himself 
Aven — ” In the middle of the name his pen stopped. “ No, 
no,” muttered the writer, “ wliat folly to reopen the old wounds 
there f ” and he carefully erased the words. 

Audley Egerton did not ride in the Park that day, as was 
his wont, but dismissed his groom; and, turning his horse’s 
head towards Westminster Bridge, took his solitary way into 
the country. He rode at first slowly, as if in thought; then 
fast, as if trying to escjipe from thought. He was later than 
usual at the House that evening, and he looked pale and 
fatigu('d, But he Imd to speak, and he spoke well. 
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CHAPTEE YII. 

In spite of all his Machiavellian wisdom, Dr. Eiccabocca 
had been foiled in his attempt to seduce Leonard Fairfield 
into his service, even though he succeeded in imrtially win- 
ning over the widow to his views. For to her he represented 
the worldly advantages of the thing. Lenny would learn to be 
fit for more than a day-labourer ; he would learn gardening, 
in all its branches, — rise some day to be a head gardener. 
“ And, ” said Eiccabocca, “ I will take care of his book-learn- 
ing, and teach him whatever he has a head for.” 

“ He has a head for everything, ” said the widow. 

“Then,” said the wise man, “everything shall go into it.” 

The widow was certainly dazzled ; for, as we have seen, she 
highly prized scholarly distinction, and she knew that the 
parson looked upon Eiccabocca as a wondrous learned man. 
But still Eiccabocca ■was said to be a Papist, and suspected to 
be a conjuror. Her scruples on both these points, the Ital- 
ian, who was an adept in the art of talking over the £air> sex, 
would no doubt have dissipated, if there had been any use in 
it; but Lenny put a dead stop to all negotiations. He had 
taken a mortal dislike to Eiccabocca: he was very much 
frightened by him, — and the spectacles, the pipe, the cloak, 
the long hair, and the red umbrella; and said so sturdily, in 
reply to every overture, “Please, sir, I’d rather not; I’d 
rather stay along with Mother,” that Eiccabocca was forced 
to suspend all further experiments in his Machiavellian 
diplomacy. He was not at all cast down, however, by his 
first failure; on the contrary, he was one of those men whom 
opposition stimulates; and what before had been but a sug- 
gestion of prudence, became an object of desire. Plenty of 
other lads might no doubt be had on as reasonable terms as 
Lenny Fairfield; but the moment Lenny presumed to baffle 
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tlie Italian’s designs upon him, the special accj^uisition ou 
Lenny became of paramount importance in the eyes of Signor 
Eiccabocca, 

J ackeymo, however, lost all his interest in the traps, 
snares, and gins which his master proposed to lay for Leonard 
Fairiield, in tlie more immediate surprise that awaited him on 
learning that Dr. Eiccabocca had accepted an invitation to 
pass a few days at the Hall. 

“ There will be no one there but the family, ” said Ricca- 
bocca. “Poor Giacomo, a little chat in the servants’ hall 
will do you good; and the squire’s beef is more nourishing, 
after all, than the sticklebacks and minnows. It will 
lengthen your life.” 

“The padrone jests,” said Jackeynio, statelily; “as if any 
one could starve in his service.” 

“XJm,” said Eiccabocca. “At least, faithful friend, you 
have tried that experiment as far as human nature will per- 
mit; ” and he extended his hand to his fellow-exile with that 
familiarity which exists between servant and master in the 
usages of the Continent. Jackeymo bent low, and a tear fell 
upon the hand he kissed. 

“ Cospetto ! ” said Dr. Eiccabocca, “ a thousand mock pearls 
do not make up the cost of a single true one! The tears of 
women — we know their worth; but the tears of an honest 
man — Fie, Giacomo ! — at least I can never repay you this 1 
Go and see to our wardrobe.” 

So far as his master’s wardrobe was concerned, that order 
was pleasing to Jackeymo; for the doctor had in his drawers 
suits which Jackeymo pronounced to be as good as new, 
though many a long year had passed since they left the 
tailor’s hands. But when Jackeymo came to examine the 
state of his own clothing department, his face grew consid- 
erably longer. It was not that he was without other clothes 
than those on his back, — quantity was there, but the quality! 
Mournfully he gazed on two suits, complete in three separate 
members of which man's raiments are composed : the one suit 
extended at length upon his bed, like a veteran stretched by 
pious hands after death; the other brought piecemeal to the 
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inviclioiia liglit, — the torso placed upon a chair, the limbs 
dangling down from Jackeymo's melancholy arm. No bodies 
long exposed at the Morgue could evince less sign of resus- 
citation than those respectable defuncts! Eor, indeed, 
Jack(Hymo had been less thrifty of his apparel, more pro- 
fusus sui, than his master. In the earliest days of their 
exile, he preserved the decorous habit of dressing for dinner, 
— it was a respect due to the padrone, — -and that habit had 
lasted till the two habits on •which it necessarily depended 
had evinced the first symptoms of decay; then the evening 
clothes had been taken into morning wear, in which hard 
service they had breathed their last. 

The doctor, notwithstanding his general philosophical 
abstraction from such household details, had more than 
once said, rather in pity to Jackeyino than -with an eye to 
that respectability which the costume of the servant reflects 
on the dignity of the master, “Giacomo, thou wantest clothes; 
fit thyself out of mine ! ” 

A.nd Jackeymo had bowed his gratitude, as if the donation 
had been accepted; but the fact was that that same fitting out 
was easier said than done. For though — thanks to an exist- 
ence mainly upon sticklebacks and minnows — both Jackeymo 
and Kiccaboeca had arrived at that state which the longevity 
of misers proves to be most healthful to the humau frame, — 
namely, skin and bone, — yet the bones contained in the skin 
of Eiccaboeca all took longitudinal directions; ■while those in 
the skin of Jackeyino spread out latitudinally. And you might 
as well have made the bark of a Lombardy poijlar serve for 
the trunk of some dwarfed and pollarded oak — in whose hol- 
low the Babes of the Wood conld have slept at their ease — as 
have fitted out Jackeymo from the garb of Kiccabocca. More- 
over, if the skill of the tailor could have accomplished that 
undertaking, the faithful Jackeymo would never have had the 
heart to avail himself of the generosity of his master. He had 
a sort of religious sentiment, too, about those vestments of the 
padrone. The ancients, we know, when escaping from ship- 
wreck, suspended in the votive temple the garmeivts in which 
they had struggled through the wave. Jackeymo looked on 
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those relics of the past with a kindred superstition. <‘Tliis 
coat the padrone wore on such an occasion. I renieniber the 
very evening the padrone last put on those pantaloons ! And 
coat and pantaloons were tenderly dusted, and carefully re- 
stored to their sacred rest. 

But now, after all, w^hat was to be done? Jackeyino was 
much too proud to exhibit his person to the eyes of the 
squire’s butler in habiliments discreditable to himself and 
the padrone. In the midst of his perplexity the bell rang, 
and he went down into the joarlour. 

Biccabocca ■was standing on the hearth under his symbolical 
representation of the “Patrise Exul.” ■ 

“Giacomo,’’ quoth he, “I have been thinking that thou 
hast never done what I told thee, and fitted thyself out from 
my superfluities. But we are going now into the great world: 
visiting once begun, Heaven knows where it may stop. Go 
to the nearest town and get thyself clothes. Things are dear 
in England. Will this suffice?” And Biccaboeca extended 
a five-pound note. 

Jackeymo, we have seen, was more familiar with his 
master than we formal English permit our domestics to be 
with us; but in his familiarity he was usually respectful. 
This time, however, respect deserted him. 

‘‘The padrone is mad! ” he exclaimed; “he would fling away 
his whole fortune if I would let him. Five pounds English, 
or a hundred and twenty-six pounds Milanese ! ^ Santa Maria ! 
unnatural father ! And what is to become of the poor signorina? 
Is this the way you are to marry her in the foreign land?” 

“Giacomo,” said Biccaboeca, bowing his head to the storm, 
“the signorina to-morrow; to-day the honour of the House. 
Thy small-clothes, Giacomo, — miserable man, thy small- 
clothes!” 

“It is just,” said Jackeymo, recovering himself, and with 
humility; “ and the padrone does right to blame me, but not 
in so cruel a way. It is just, — the padrone lodges and 
boards me, and gives me handsome wages, and he has a right 

to expect that I should not go in this figure.” 

^ the pouuds MiLiuese, Giacomo means the Milanese lira. 
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“For tlie board and the lodgment, good,” said Eicoabocca. 
“For the handsome wages, they are the visions of thy 
fancy ! ” 

“They are no sneh thing,” said Jackeymo, “they are only 
in arrear. As if the padrone could not pay them some day or 
other; as if I was demeaning myself by serving a master who 
did not intend to pay his servants! And can’t I wait? Have 
I not my savings too? But be cheered, be cheered; you shall 
be contented with me. I have two beautiful suits still. I 
was arranging them when you rang for me. You shall see, 
you shall see.” 

And Jackeymo hurried from the room, hurried back into 
his own chamber, unlocked a little trunk which he kept at 
his bed-head, tossed out a variety of small articles, and from 
the deepest depth extracted a leathern purse. He emptied 
the contents on the bed. They were chiefly Italian coins, 
some five-franc pieces, a silver medallion inclosing a little 
image of his patron saint, — San Giacomo, — one solid English 
guinea, and somewhat more than a pound’s worth in English 
silver. Jackeymo put back the foreign coins, saying pru- 
dently, “One will lose on them here;” he seized the English 
coins, and counted them out. “ But are you enough, you ras- 
cals?” quoth he, angrily, giving them a good shake. His eye 
caught sight of the medallion, — he paused; and after eying 
the tiny representation of the saint with great deliberation, 
he added, in a sentence which he must have picked up from 
the jrroverbial aphorisms of his master, — 

“ What ’s the difference between the enemy who does not 
hurt me, and the friend who does not serve me? Monsignore 
Ban Giacomo, my patron saint, you are of very little use to 
me in the leathern bag; but if you help me to get into a new 
pair of small-clothes on this important occasion, you will he 
a friend indeed. AUa bisogna, Monsignore.’^ Then, gravely 
kissing the medallion, he thrust it into one pocket, the coins 
into the other, made up a bundle of the two defunct suits, and 
muttering to himself, “Beast, raiser, that I am, to disgrace 
the padrone with all those savings in his service I ” ran down- 
stairs into his pantry, caught up his hat and stick, and in a 
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few momeuts mure was seen trudging off to the ueigliimuring 
town of L . 

Apparently the poor Italian succeeded, for he came back 
that evening in time to prepare the thin gruel which made 
his master’s suf)per, with a suit of black, —a little thread- 
bare, but still highly respectable, — two shirt fronts, and two 
wdiite cravats. But out of all this finery, Jaokeymo held the 
small-clothes in especial veneration; for as they had cost 
exactly what the medallion had sold for, so it seemed to him 
that San G-iacomo had heard his prayer in that quarter to 
which he had more exclusively directed the saint’s direction. 
The other habiliments came to him in the merely human pro- 
cess of sale and barter; the small-clothes were the personal 
gratuity of San Griacomo! 


CHAPTER VIII. 

Life has been subjected to many ingenious comparisons; 
and if we do not understand it any better, it is not for want 
of what is called “reasoning by illustration.” Amongst other 
resemblances, there are moments when, to a quiet contein- 
plator, it suggests the image of one of those rotatory entertain- 
ments commonly seen in fairs, and known by the name of 
“w'^hirligigs,” or “roundabouts,” in which each piarticipator 
of the pastime, seated on his hobby, is always apparently in 
the act of pursuing some one before him, while he is pursued 
by some, one behind. Man, and woman too, are naturally ani- 
mals of chase; the greatest still find something to follow, and 
there is no one too humble not to be an object of prey to 
another. Thus, confining our view to the village of Hazel- 
dean, we behold in this whirligig Dr. Eiccabocca spurring his 
hobby after Lenny Pairfield; and Miss Jemima, on her decor- 
ous side-saddle, whipping after Dr, Eiccabocca. Why, with 
so long and intimate a conviction of the villany of our sex, 
Miss Jemima should resolve upon giving the male animal one 
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more chance of redeeming itself in her eyes, I leave to the 
explanation of those gentlemen who profess to lind ‘Hheir 
only books in woman’s looks.” Perhaps it might be from the 
over-tenderness and clemency of Miss Jemima’s nature; per- 
haps it might be that as yet she had only experienced the 
villany of man born and reared in these cold northern cli- 
mates, and in the land of Petrarch and Romeo, of the citron 
and myrtle, there was reason to expect that the native mon- 
ster would be more amenable to gentle influences, less obsti- 
nately hardened in his iniquities. Without entering further 
into these hyj)otheses, it is sufficient • to say that, on Signor 
Riccaboeca’s appearance in the drawing-room at Hazeldean, 
Miss J emima felt more than ever rejoiced that she had relaxed 
in his favour her general hostility to men. In truth, though 
Frank saw something quizzical in the old-fashioned and out- 
landish cut of the Italian’s sober dress; in his long hair, and 
the cha2)eau bras, over which he bowed, so gracefully, and then 
pressed it, as if to his heart, before tucking it under his arm, 
after the fashion in which the gizzard reposes under' the wing 
of a roasted pullet, — yet it was imj)ossible that even Frank 
could deny to Riceaboeca that praise which is due to the air 
and manner of an unmistakable gentleman. And certainly as, 
after dinner, conversation grew more familiar, and the parson 
and Mrs. Dale, who had been invited to meet their friend, did 
their best to draw him out, his talk, though sometimes a little 
too wise for his listeners, became eminently animated and 
agreeable. It was the conversation of a man who, besides 
the knowledge which is acquired from books and life, had 
studied the art which becomes a gentleman, — that of pleas- 
ing in polite Society. 

The result was that all were charmed with him ; and that 
even Captain Barnabas postponed the whist-table for a full hour 
after the usual time. The doctor did not play ; he thus became 
the property of the two ladies, Miss Jemima and Mrs. Dale. 

Seated between the two, in the place rightfully appertaining 
to Flimsey, who this time was fairly dislodged, to Iier great 
wonder and discontent, the doctor was the emblem of true 
Domestic Felicity, placed between Friendship and Love. 
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Friendsliip, as became lier, worked quietly at the embroid- 
ered pocket-handkerchief and left Love to more animated 
operations. 

“You must be very lonely at the Casino/’ said Love, in a 
sympathizing tone. 

“Madam,” replied Eiccabocca, gallantly, “I shall think so 
when I leave you.” 

Friendship oast a sly glance at Love; Love blushed, or 
looked down on the carpet, — which conies to the same thing. 
“Yet,” began Love again, — “yet solitude to a feeling 
heart—” 

Eiccabocca thought of the note of invitation, and involun- 
tarily buttoned his coat, as if to protect the individual organ 
thus alarmingly referred to, 

“Solitude to a feeling heart has its charms. It is so hard 
even for us poor ignorant women to find a congenial compan- 
ion — but for you! ” Love stopped short, as if it had said too 
much, and smelt confusedly at its bouquet. 

Dr. Eiccabocca cautiously lowered his spectacles, and darted 
one glance which, with the rapidity and comprehensiveness of 
lightning, seemed to envelop and take in, as it were, the whole 
inventory of Miss Jemima’s personal attractions., Now Miss 
Jemima, as I have before observed, had a mild and pensive 
expression of countenance; and she would have been positively 
pretty had the mildness looked a little more alert, and the 
pensiveness somewhat less lackadaisical. In fact, though 
Miss Jemima was constitutionally mild, she was not de 
natura pensive; she had too much of the Hazehlean blood 
in her veins for that sullen and viscid humour called melan- 
choly, and therefore this assumption of pensivencss really 
spoiled her character of features, whudi only wanted to be 
lighted up by a cheerful smile to be extremely 2)repossessmg. 
The same remark might ajsply to the figure, which — thanks 
to the same pensiveness — lost all the undulating grace which 
movement and animation bestow on the fluent curves of the 
feminine form. The figure was a good figure, examined in 
detail, — a little thin, perhaps, but by no means emaciated, 
with just and elegant proportions, and naturally light and 
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flexible. But the same unfortunate pensiveness gave to the 
whole a character of inertness and languor; and when Miss 
Jemima reclined on the sofa, so complete seemed the relaxa- 
tion of nerve and muscle that you would have thought she had 
lost the use of her limbs. Over her face and form, thus de- 
frauded of the charms Providence had bestowed on them, Dr. 
Riccabocca’s eye glanced rapidly; and then moving nearer to 
Mrs. Dale Defend me ” (he stopped a moment, and added) 
“from the charge of not being able to appreciate congenial 
companionship.” 

“Oh, I did not say that! ” cried Miss Jemima. 

“l^ardon me,” said the Italian, “if I am so dull as to 
misunderstand you. One may well lose one’s head, at least, 
in such a neighbourhood as this.” He rose as he spoke, and 
bent over Frank’s shoulder to examine some views of Italy, 
which Miss Jemima (with what, if wholly unselfish, would 
have been an attention truly delicate) had extracted from the 
library in order to gratify the guest. 

“Most interesting creature, indeed,”' sighed Miss Jemima, 
“but too — too flattering.” 

“Tell me,” said Mrs. Dale, gravely, “do you think, love, 
that you could put off the end of the world a little longer, or 
must we make haste in order to be in time? ” 

“ How wicked you are I ” said Miss J emima, turning aside. 

Some few minutes afterwards, Mrs. Dale contrived it so 
that Dr, Riccabocca and herself were in a farther corner of 
the room, looking at a picture said to be by Wouvermans. 

Mrs. Dale. — “ She is very amiable, Jemima, is she not? ” 

RioGAnoeoA. — “ Exceedingly so. Very fine battle-piece 1 ” 

Mr.s. Dale. — “S o kind-hearted.” 

Riccabocoa. — “All ladies are. How naturally that war- 
rior makes his desperate cut at the runaway! ” 

Mbs. Dale. — “ She is not what is called regularly hand- 
some, but she has something very winning.” 

Rigoabocca (vrith a smile). — “So winning, that it is 
strange she is not won. That gray mare in the foreground 
stands out very boldly ! ” 

Mbs. Dale (distrusting the smile of Riccabocca, and throw- 
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ing in a more effective grape-charge). — “Not won yet; and it 
is strange! she will have a very pretty fortune.” 

Etcoabocca. — “A h!” 

Mns. Oabe. — “S ix thousand pounds, I dare say, — certainly 
four.” 

Eiccabocca (suppressing a sigh, and with his wonted 
address). — “If Mrs. Dale were still single, she would never 
need a friend to say what her portion might be; but Mias 
Jemima is so good that I am quite sure it is not Miss 
Jemima’s fault that she is still — Miss Jemima!” 

The foreigner slipped away as he spoke, and sat himself 
down beside the whist-players, 

Mrs. Dale was disappointed, but certainly not offended. 
“It would be such a good thing for both,” muttered she, almost 
inaudibly. 

“Giacomo,” .said Eiccabocca, as he was undressing that 
night in the large, comfortable, well-carpeted English bed- 
room, with that great English four-posted bed in the recess 
which seems made to shame folks out of single blessedness, 
“Giacomo, I have had this evening the offer of probably 
£6000, certainly of four thousand.” 

“ Cosa meravigliosa / ” ^ exclaimed Jackeymo, and he crossed 
himself with great fervour. “ Six thousand jiounds English ! 
why, that must be a hundred thousand — blockhead that I 
am! — more than £150,000 Milanese! ” And Jackeymo, who 
was considerably enlivened by the squire’s ale, commenced 
a series of gesticulations and capers, in the midst of which he 
stopped and cried, “But not for nothing?” 

“Nothing! no!” 

“ These mercenary English 1 the Government wants to bribe 
you?” 

“That’s not it.” 

“The priests want you to turn heretic? ” 

“Worse than that! ” said the philosopher. 

“Worse than that ! ” 0 Padrone! for shame! ” 

“Don’t be a fool, but pull off my pantaloons — they want 
me never to wear these again ! ” 

^ “ Miraculous tliiug.” 
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“Never to wear what?” exclaimed Jackeymo, staring out- 
right at his master’s long legs in their linen drawers, — “never 
to wear — ” 

“The breeches,” said Kiccabocca, laconically. 

“ The barbarians ! ” faltered Jackeymo. 

“ My niglitca.p ! and never to have any comfort in this,” said 
Kiccabocca, drawing on the cotton head-gear; “and never to 
have any sound sleep in that,” pointing to the four-posted bed ; 
“and to be a bondsman and a slave,” continued Kiccabocca, 
waxing wroth; “and to be wheedled and purred at, and pawed 
and clawed, and scolded and fondled, and blinded and deafened, 
and bridled and saddled — bedevilled and — married I ” 

“Married!” said Jackeymo, more dispassionately — “that’s 
very bad, certainly; but more than a hundred and fifty thou- 
sand liT6y and perhaps a pretty young lady, and — ” 

“Pretty young lady!” growled Kiccabocca, jumping into 
bed and drawing the clothes fiercely over him. “Put out 
the candle, and get along with you, — do, you villanous old 
incendiary ! ” 


CHAPTEK IX. 

It was not many days since the resurrection of those ill- 
omened stocks, and it was evident already, to an ordinary 
observer, that something wrong had got into the village. The 
jieasants wore a sullen expression of countenance; when the 
squire passed, they took off their hats with more than ordi- 
nary formality, but they did not return the same broad smile 
to his quick, hearty “ Good-day, my man.” The women peered 
at him from the threshold or the casement, hut did not, as 
was their wont (as least the wont of the prettiest), take occa- 
sion to come out to catch his passing compliment on their own 
good looks, or their tidy cottages. And the children, who 
used to play after work on the site of the old stocks, now 
shunned the place, and, indeed, seemed to cease play 
altogether. 
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On tlie other hand, no man likes to build, or rebuild, a great 
public work for nothing. Now that the squire had resusci- 
lated the stocks, and made them so exceedingly handsome, it 
ivas natural that he should wish to put somebody into them. 
Moreover, his pride and self-esteem had been wounded, by 
the parson^s oxqxjsition; and it would be a justilication to his 
own forethought, and a triumph over the x)arson’s understand- 
ing, if he could satisfactorily and practically establish a proof 
that the stocks had not been repaired before they were 
wanted. 

Therefore, unconsciously to himself, there was something 
about the squire more burly and authoritative and menacing 
than heretofore. Old Gaffer Solomons observed, “that they 
had better moind well what they were about, for that the 
squire had a wicked look in the tail of his eye, — just as the 
dun bull had afore it tossed neighbour Barnes’s little boy.” 

Bor two or three days these mute signs of something brew- 
ing in the atmosphere had been rather noticeable than noticed, 
without any positive overt act of tyranny on the one hand or 
rebellion on the other. But on the very Saturday night in 
which Dr. Biccabocca was installed in the four-posted bed 
in the chintz chamber, the threatened revolution commenced. 
In the dead of that night personal outrage was committed on 
the stocks. And on the Sunday morning, Mr. Stirn, who was 
the earliest riser in the parish, perceived, in going to the 
farmyard, that the knob of the column that flanked the board 
had been feloniously broken off; that the four holes were 
bunged up with mud; and that some Jacobinical villain had 
carved, on the very centre of the flourish or scroll-work, 
“Dam the stoks! ” Mr. Stirn was much too vigilant a right- 
hand man, much too zealous a friend of law and order, not to 
regard such proceedings with horror and alarm. And when 
the squire came into his dressing-room at half -past seven, his 
butler (who fulfilled also the duties of valet) informed him, 
with a mysterious air, that Mr. Stirn had something “very 
partikler to communicate about a most howdacious midnight 
’spiracy and ’sault.” 

The squire stared, and bade Mr. Stirn be admitted, 
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cried the squire, suspending the operation of 
stropping liis razor. 

Mr. Stirn groaned. 

‘‘Well, man, what now?” 

“ I never knowed such a thing in this here parish afore,” 
began Mr. Stirn; “and I can only ’count for it by s’posing 
that them foreign Papishers have been semminating — ” 

“Been what?” 

“Semminating — ” 

“Disseminating, you blockhead, — disseminating what? ” 

“Damn the stocks,” began Mr. Stirn, plunging right in 
medias ves^ and by a fine use of one of the noblest figures in 
rhetoric. 

“Mr, Stirn!” cried the squire, reddening, “did yon say, 
‘Damn the stocks’? — damn my new handsome pair of 
shocks!” 

“Lord forbid, sir; that ’s what say: that ’s what they 
have digged on it with knives and daggers, and they have 
stuffed mud in its four holes, and broken the capital of the 
elewation.” 

The squire took the napkin off his shoulder, laid down 
strop and razor; he seated himself in his armchair majesti- 
cally, crossed his legs, and, in a voice that affected tran- 
quillity, said, — 

“ Compose yourself, Stirn ; you have a deposition to make, 
touching an assault upon — can I trust my senses? — upon my 
new stocks. Compose yourself; be calm. Now! What the 
devil is come to the parish?” 

“ Ah, sir, what indeed?” replied Mr. vStirn: and then 
laying the forefinger of the right hand on the palm of the 
left he narrated the case. 

“And whom do you suspect? Be calm now; don’t speak in a 
passion. You are a witness, sir, — a dispassionate, unpreju- 
diced witness. Zounds and fury! this is the most insolent, 
unprovoked, diabolical — but whom do you suspect, I say?” 

Stirn tw’irled his hat, elevated his eyebrows, jerked his 
thumb over his shoulder, and whispered, “I hear as how the 
two Papishers slept at your honour’s last night.” 
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“Wluit, dolt! do you suppose I)r. Rickeybockey got out of 
bis warni bed to bung up tbe boles in my new stocks? ” 

“Noa; be’s too cunning to do it biinself, but be may bave 
been semmiiiatiug. lie ’s mighty thick with Parson Dale, 
and your bonour knows as bow tbe parson set bis face agin 
tbe stocks. Wait a bit, sir, — don’t fly at me yet. There be 
a boy in this here parish — ” 

“A boy! ah, fool, now you are nearer the mark. The 
parson write ‘ Damn tbe stocks, ’ indeed 1 What boy do you 
mean?” 

“And that boy be cockered up much by Mr. Dale; and the 
Papisher went and sat with him and bis mother a whole hour 
t’other day; and that boy is as deep as a well; and I seed 
him lurking about the place, and hiding hisself under the tree 
the day the stocks was put up, — and that ’ere boy is Lenny 
Fairfield.” 

“Whew,” said the squire, whistling, “you have not. your 
usual senses about you to-day, man. Lenny Fairfield, — ^pat- 
tern boy of the village. Hold your tongue. I dare say it is 
not done by any one in the parish, after all ; some good-for- 
nothing vagrant — that cursed tinker, who goes about with a 
very vicious donkey, — a donkey that I caught picking thistles 
out of the very eyes of the old stocks! Shows how the tinker 
brings up his donkeys! Well, keep a sharp look-out. To-daj’- 
is Sunday ; worst day of the week, I ’m sorry and ashamed to 
say, for rows and depredations. Between the services, and 
after evening church, there are always idle fellows from all 
the neighbouring country about, as you know too Avell. De- 
pend on it, the real culprits will be found gathering round 
the stocks, and will betray themselves; have your eyes, ears, 
and wits about you, and I ’ve no doubt we shall come to the 
rights of the matter before the day ’s out. And if we do, ” 
added the squire, “we ’ll make an example of the ruffian! ” 

“In course,” said Stirn; “and if we don’t find him we must 
make an example all the same. That’s what it is, sir. 
That’s why the stocks ben’t respected; they has not had an 
example yet, — we wants an example.” 

“On my word I believe that ’s very true; and we ’ll clap in 
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the first idle fellow you catch in anything wrong, and keep 
him there for two hours at least.” 

“With the biggest pleasure, your honour, — that’s what 
it is.” 

And M'r. Stirn having now got what he considered a com- 
plete and unconditional authority over all the legs and wrists 
of Hazeldean parish, quoad the stocks, took his departure. 


CHAPTER X. 

“Randal,” said Mrs. Leslie on this memorable Sunday, — 
“Randal, do you think of going to Mr. Hazeldean’s?” 

“Yes, ma’am,” answered Randal. “Mr. Egerton does not 
object to it ; and as I do not return to Eton, I may have no 
other opportunity of seeing Frank for some time, I ought 
not to fail in respect to Mr. Egerton’s natural heir.” 

“ Gracious me ! ” cried Mrs. Leslie, who, like many women 
of her cast and kind, had a sort of Avorldliness in her notions, 
which she never evinced in her conduct, ~ “gracious me! 
natural heir to the old Leslie property!” 

“He is Mr. Egerton’s nephew', and,” added Randal, ingenu- 
ously letting out his thoughts, “I am no relation to Mr. 
Egerton at all.” 

“But,” said poor Mrs. Leslie, with tears in her eyes, “it 
would be fi shame in the man, after paying your schooling and 
sending you to Oxford, and having you to stay with him in 
the Iiolidays, if he did not mean anything hy it.” 

“Anything, Mother, yes, — but not the thing you suppose. 
Xo matter. It is enough that he has armed me for life, and 
I shall use the weapons as seems to me best.” 

Here the dialogue wms suspended by the entrance of the 
other members of the family, dre.ssed for church. 

“It can’t be tizue for church! Ho, it can’t,” exclaimed 
Mrs. Leslie. She wms never in time for anything. 
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“Last bell ringing,” said Mr. Leslie, wlio, though a slow 
man, was methodical and punctual. Mrs, Leslie made a fran- 
tic rush at the door, the Montfydget blood being now in a 
blaze, dashed up the stairs, burst into her room, tore her best 
bonnet from the i^eg, snatched her newest shawl from the 
drawers, orushed the bonnet on her head, flung the shawl on 
her shoulders, thrust a desperate pin into its folds, in order 
to conceal a buttonless yawn in the body of her gown, and 
then flew back like a whirlwind. Meanwhile the family were 
already out of doors, in waiting; and just as the bell ceased, 
the procession moved from the shabby house to the dilapi- 
dated church. 

The church was a large one, but the congregation’was small, 
and so was the income of the parson. It was a lay rectory, 
and the great tithes had belonged to the Leslies, but they had 
been long since sold. The vicarage, still in their gift, might 
be worth a little more than £100 a year. The present incum- 
bent had nothing else to live upon. He was a good man, and 
not originally a stupid one ; but penury and the anxious cares 
for wife and family, combined with what may be called soli- 
tary confinement for the cultivated mind, when, amidst the 
two-legged creatures round, it sees no other cultivated mind 
with which it can exchange one extra-parochial thought, had 
lulled him into a lazy mournfulness, which at times was very 
like imbecility. His income allowed him to do no good to the 
parish, whether in. work, trade, or charity; and thus he had 
no moral weight with the parishioners beyond the example of 
his sinless life, and such negative effect as might be produced 
by his slumberous exhortations. Therefore his parishioners 
troubled him very little; and hut for the influence which, in 
hours of Montfydget activity, Mrs. Leslie exercised over the 
most tractable, — that is, the children and the aged, — not 
half-a-dozen persons would have known or cared whether he 
shut up his church or not. 

But our family were seated in state in their old seignorial 
pew, and Mr. Dumdrum, with a nasal twang, went lugubri- 
ously through the prayers; and the old people who could sin 
no more, and the children who had not yet learned to sin. 
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croaked forth responses that might have come from the choral 
frogs in Aristophanes 5 and there was a long sermon a propos 
to nothing which could possibly interest the congregation^ — 
being, in fact, some controversial homily which Mr. Dum- 
drum had composed and preached years before. And when 
this discourse was over, there was a loud universal grunt, as 
if of relief and thanksgiving, and a great clatter of shoes, and 
the old hobbled, and the young scrambled, to the church door. 

Immediately after church, the Leslie family dined; and 
as soon as dinner was over, Bandal set out on his foot journey 
to Hazeldean Hall. 

Delicate and even feeble though his frame, he had the 
energy and quickness of movement which belongs to nervous 
temperaments; and he tasked the slow stride of a peasant, 
whom he took to serve him as a guide for the first two or 
three miles. Though Eandal had not the gracious open man- 
ner with the poor which Frank inherited from his father, he 
was still (despite many a secret hypocritical vice at war with, 
the character of a gentleman) gentleman enough to have no 
churlish pride to his iuferiors. He talked little, but he suf- 
fered his guide to talk ; and the boor, who was the same whom 
Prank had accosted, indulged in eulogistic comments on that 
young gentleman’s pony, from which he diverged into some 
compliments on the young gentleman himself. Bandal drew 
his hat over his brows. There is a wonderful tact and fine 
breeding in your agricultural peasant; and though Tom 
Stowell was hut a brutish specimen of the class, he sud- 
denly perceived that he was giving pain. He paused, 
scratched his head, and, glancing affectionately towards his 
comi)aiuon, exclaimed, — 

“But I shall live to see you on a handsomer beastis than 
that little pony, Master Bandal ; and sure I ought, for you be 
as good a gentleman as any in the land.” 

“Thank you,” said Bandal. “But I like walking better 
than riding, — I am more used to it.” 

“Well, and you walk bra’ly, — ^there ben’t a better walker 
in the county. And very pleasant it is walking; and ’tis a 
pretty country afore you, all the way to the Hall.” 
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Randal strode on, as if imiiatientof these attempts to flatter 
OP to soothe; and coming at length into a broader lane, said, 
“I think I can find my way now. Many thanks to you, Tom; ” 
and he forced a shilling into Toni’s horny palm. The man 
took it reluctantly, and a tear started to his eye. He felt 
more grateful for that shilling than he had for Trank’s liberal 
half-crown; and he thought of the poor fallen family, and 
forgot his own dire ’wrestle with the wolf at his door. 

He stayed lingering in the lane till the figure of Randal 
was out of sight, and then returned slowly. Young Leslie con- 
tinued to walk on at a quick pace. With all his intellectual 
culture and his restless aspirations, his breast afforded him 
no thought so generous, no sentiment so poetic, as those with 
which the unlettered clown crept slouchingly homeward. 

J.S Randal gained a point where several lanes met on a 
broad piece of waste land, he began to feel tired, and his step 
slackened. Just then a gig emerged from one of these by- 
roads, and took the same direction as the pedestrian. The 
road was rough and hilly, and the driver proceeded at a foot’s 
pace; so that the gig and the pedestrian went pretty well 
abreast. 

“ You seem tired, sir,” said the driver, a stout young farmer 
of the higher class of tenants, and he looked down compas- 
sionately on the boy’s pale countenance and weary stride. 
“Perhaps we are going the same way, and I can give you a 
lift? ” 

It was Randal’s habitual policy to make use of every advan- 
tage proffered to him, and he accepted the proposal frankly 
enough to please the honest farmer. 

“A nice day, sir,” said the latter, as Randal sat by his side. 
“Have yon come far?” 

“From Rood Hall.” 

“Oh, you be young Squire Leslie,” said the farmer, more 
respectfully, and lifting his hat. 

“Yes, my name is Leslie. You know Rood, then? ” 

“I was brought up on yonr father’s land, sir. Yon may 
have heard of Farmer Brnce?” 

Ranbal. — “I remember, when I was a little boy, a Mr. 
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Bruce who rented, I believe, the best part of our land, and 
who used to bring us cakes when he called to see my father. 
He is a relation of yours? ” 

Faemek Bruce. — “He was my uncle. He is dead now, 
poor man.” 

Randal. — “Dead! I am grieved to hear it. He was very 
kind to us children. But it is long since he left my father’s 
farm.” 

Farmer Bruce (apologetically). — “I am sure he was very 
sorry to go. But, you see, he had an unexpected legacy — ” 

Randal. — “And retired from business?” 

Farmer Bruce. — “Ho. But, having capital, he could 
afford to pay a good rent for a real good farm.” 

Randal (bitterly). — “All capital seems to fly from the 
lands of Rood, And whose farm did he take?” 

Farmer Bruce. — “He took Hawleigh, under Squire Hazel- 
dean. I rent it now. We ’ve laid out a power o’ money on 
it. But I don’t complain. It pays well.” 

Randal. — “Would the money have paid as well sunk on 
my father’s land? ” 

Farmer Bruce. — “ Perhaps it might, in the long run. 
But then, sir, we wanted new premises, — barns and cattle- 
sheds, and a deal more, — which the landlord should do ; but 
it is not every landlord as can afford that. Squire Hazel- 
dean ’s a rich man.” 

Randal. — “Ay!” 

The road now became pretty good, and the farmer put his 
horse into a brisk trot. 

“But which way be you going, sir? I don’t care for a few 
miles more or less, if I can be of service.” 

“I am going to Hazeldean,” said Randal, rousing himself 
from a revery. “ Don’t let me take you out of your way.” 

“0, Hawleigh Farm is on the other side of the village, so 
it be quite my way, sir.” 

The farmer, then, who was really a smart young fellow, — 
one of that race which the application of capital to land has 
produced, and which, in point of education and refinement, are 
at least on a par with the squires of a former generation, — 


iu 


MY NOVEL; OE, 


began to talk about bis handsome horse, about horses in gen- 
eral, about hunting and coursing: he handled all these sub- 
jects with spirit, yet with modesty. Eandal pulled his hat 
still lower down over his brows, and did not interrupt him till 
they passed the Casino, when, struck by the classic air of the 
place, and catching a scent from the orange-trees, the boy 
asked abruptly, “ Whose house is that? ” 

“ Oh, it belongs to Squire Hazeldean, but it is let or lent 
to a foreign mounseer. They say he is quite the gentleman, 
but uncommonly poor.” 

“Poor,” said Eandal, turning back to gaze on the trim 
garden, the neat terrace, the pretty belvidere, and (the door 
of the house being open) catching a glimpse of the painted 
hall within, — “poor? The place seems well kept. What 
do you call poor, Mr. Bruce?” 

The farmer laughed, “Well, that’s a home question, sir. 
But I believe the mounseer is as poor as a man can be who 
makes no debts and does not actually starve.” 

“As poor as my father?” asked Eandal, openly and 
abruptly. 

“ Lord, sir ! your father be a very rich man compared to him. ” 

Eandal continued to gaze, and his mind’s eye conjured up 
the contrast of his slovenly shabby home, with all its neglected 
appurtenances. No trim garden at Eood Hall, no scent from 
odorous orange blossoms. Here poverty at least was elegant, 
— there, how squalid! He did not comprehend at how cheax> 
a rate the luxury of the Beautiful can be effected. They now 
approached the extremity of the squire’s park pales; and 
Eandal, seeing a little gate, bade the farmer stop his gig, and 
descended. The boy plunged amidst the thick oak groves; 
the farmer went his way blithely, and his mellow merry 
whistle came to Eandal’s moody ear as he glided quick under 
the shadow of the trees. 

He arrived at the Hall to find that all the family were at 
church; and, according to the patriarchal custom, the church- 
going family embraced nearly all the servants. It was there- 
fore an old invalid housemaid who opened the door to him. 
She was rather deaf, and seemed so stupid that Eandal did 
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not ask leave to enter and wait for Frank^s return. He tkere- 
fore said briefly that he would just , stroll on the lawn, and 
call again when church was over. 

The old woman stared, and strove to hear him ; meanwhile 
Itandal turned round abruptly, and sauntered towards the 
garden side of the handsome old house. 

There was enough to attract any eye in the smooth green- 
sward of the spacious lawn, in the numerous parterres of 
variegated flowers, in the venerable grandeur of the two 
mighty cedars, which threw their still shadows over the 
grass, and in the xncturesque building, with its projecting 
mullions and heavy gables; yet I fear that it was with no 
poet’s nor painter’s eye that this young old man gazed on the 
scene before him. 

He beheld the evidence of wealth — and the envy of wealth 
jaundiced his soul. 

Folding his arms on his breast, he stood a while, looking 
all aronnd him, with closed lips and lowering brow ; then he 
walked slowly on, his eyes fixed on the ground, and muttered 
to himself, — 

“ The heir to this property is little better than a dunce ; and 
they tell me I have talents and learning, and I have taken to 
my heart the maxim, ‘ Knowledge is power.’ And yet, with 
all my struggles, will knowledge ever place me on the same 
level as that on which this dunce is born? I don’t wonder 
that the poor should hate the rich. But of all the poor, who 
should hate the rich like the pauper gentleman? I suppose 
Audley Egerton means me to come into parliament, and he a 
Tory like himself? ‘What! keep things as they are! Ho; for 
me not even Democracy, unless there first come Kevolution. I 
understand the cry of a Marat, — ‘More blood! ’ Marat had 
lived as a poor man, and cultivated science — in the sight of a 
prince’s palace.” v 

He turned sharply round, and glared vindictively on the 
poor old Hall, which, though a very comfortable habitation, 
was certainly uo palace; and, with his arms still folded on 
his breast, he walked backward, as if not to lose the view, 
nor the chain of ideas it conjured up. 
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“But/' he continued to soliloquize, — “but of revolution 
there is no chance. Yet the same wit and will that would 
thrive in revolutions should thrive in this commonplace life. 
Knowledge is power. Well, then, shall I have no power to 
oust this Idoekhead? Oust him — what from? His father's 
halls? Well, but if he were dead, w'-ho would be the heir of 
Hazeldean? Have I not heard my mother say that I am as 
near in blood to this squire as any one, if he had no children? 
Oh, but the boy’s life is worth ten of mine! Oust him from 
what? At least from the thoughts of his Uncle Egerton, — 
an uncle who has never oven seen him! That, at least, is 
more feasible. ‘Make my way in life,’ sayest thou, Audley 
Egerton? Ay, — and to the fortune thou hast robbed from my 
ancestors. Simulation I simulation ! Lord Bacon allows sim- 
ulation. Lord Bacon practised it, and — ” 

Here the soliloquy came to a sudden end; for as, rapt in 
his thoughts, the boy had continued to walk backwards, he 
had come to the verge where the larvn slided oJf into the ditch 
of the ha-ha; and just as he was fortifying himself by the 
precept and practice of my Lord Bacon, the ground went from 
under him, and — slap into the ditch went Randal Leslie ! 

It so happened that the squire, whose active genius wms 
always at some rejjair or improvement, had been but a few 
days before widening and sloping off the ditch just in that 
part, so that the earth was fresh and damp, and not yet either 
turfed or flatteued down. Thus when Randal, recovering his 
first surprise and shock, rose to his feet, he found his clothes 
covered with mud; while the rudeness of the fall was evinced 
by the fantastic and extraordinary appearance of his hat, 
which, hollowed here, bulging there, and crushed out of all 
recognition generally, was as little like the hat of a decorous, 
hard-reading young gentleman —proUgG of the dignified Mr. 
Audley Egerton — as any hat picked out of a kennel after 
some drunken brawl possibly could be. 

Randal was dizzy and stunned and bruised, and it was 
some moments before he took heed of his raiment. When 
he did so his sjdeen was greatly, aggravated. He Avas still 
boy enough not to like the idea of presenting himself to the 
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unknown S(i[uire and the dandy Frank in such a trim: he 
resolved incontiinnitly to regain the lane and return home, 
without accoiuplishing the object of his journey ; and seeing 
the footpath right before him, which led to a gate that he 
conceived would admit ijim into the highway sooner than the 
path by which he had come, he took it at once. 

It is surprising how little we human creatures heed the 
warnings of our good genius. I have no doubt that some 
benignant power had precipitated Eandal Leslie into the 
ditch, as a significant hint of the fate of all who choose what 
is, nowadays, by no means an uncommon step in the march of 
intellect, — namely, the walking backwards, in order to gratify 
a vindictive view of one’s neighbour’s property! I suspect 
that, before this century is out, many a fine fellow will thus 
have found his ha-ha, and scrambled out of the ditch with a 
much shabbier coat than he had on when he fell into it. But 
Eandal did not thank his good genius for giving him a pre- 
monitory tumble, — and I never yet knew a man who did ! 


CHAPTEE XI. 

The squire was greatly rufBed at breakfast that morning. 
He was too much of an Englishman to bear insult patiently, 
and he considered that he had been personally insulted in the 
outrage offered to his recent donation to the parish. Hi.s 
feelings, too, were hurt as well as his pride. There was 
something so ungrateful in the whole thing, just after he had 
taken so much pains, not only in the resnscitation but the 
emhellisliment of the stocks. It was not, however, so rare 
an occurrence for the squire to be rufSed as to create any 
remark. Eiccabocca, indeed, as a stranger, and Mrs. Hazel- 
dean, as a wife, had the quick tact to perceive that the host 
was glum and the husband snappish; but the one was too dis- 
creet, and the other too sensible, to chafe the new sore, what-* 
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ever it might be, and shortly after breakfast the squire retired 
into his study, and absented himself from morning service. 

In his delightful “Life of Oliver Croldsiuith,” Mr. Forster 
takes care to touch our hearts by introducing his hero’s 
excuse for not entering the priesthood. “He did not feel 
himself good enough.” Thy Vicar of Wakefield, poor Gold- 
smith, was an excellent substitute for thee; and Dr. Prim- 
rose, at least, will be good enough for the world until Miss 
Jemima’s fears are realized. Kow, Squire Hazeldean had a 
tenderness of conscience much less reasonable than Gold- 
smith’s. There were occasionally days in which he did not 
feel good enough — I don’t say for a priest, but even for one 
of the congregation, -—“days in which,” said the squire in his 
own blunt way, “ as I have never in my life met a worse devil 
than a devil of a temper, I ’ll not carry mine into the family 
pew. He sha’n’t be growling out hypocritical responses 
from my poor grandmother’s prayer-book.” So the squire 
and his demon stayed at home. But the demon was generally 
cast out before the day was over : and on this occasion, when 
the bell rang for afternoon service, it may be presumed that 
the squire had reasoned or fretted himself into a proper state 
of mind ; for he was then seen sallying forth from the porch 
of his hall, arm-in-arm with his wife, and at the head of his 
household. The second service was (as is commonly the case 
in rural districts) more numerously attended than the first 
one; and it was our parson’s wont to devote to this service 
his most effective discourse. 

Parson Dale, though a very fair scholar, had neither the 
deep theology nor the archgeological learning that distinguish 
the rising generation of the clergy. I much doubt if he could 
have passed what would now be called a creditable examina- 
tion ill the Fathers; and as for all the nice formalities in the 
rubric, he would never have been the man to divide a congre- 
gation or puzzle a bishop. Keither was Parson Dale very 
erudite in ecclesiastical architecture. He did not much care 
whether ail the details in the church were purely Gothic or 
not; crockets and finials, round arch and pointed arch, were 
» matters, I fear, on which he had never troubled his head. 
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Bu-t one secret Parson Dale did possess, which is perhaps of 
equal importance with those subtler mysteries, — he knew 
how to fill his church! Even at morning service no pews 
were empty, and at evening service the church overflowed. 

Parson Dale, too, maybe considered nowadays to hold hut 
a mean idea of the spiritual authority of the Church. He had 
never been known to dispute on its exact bearing with the 
State, — whether it was incorporated with the State or above 
tlie State, whether it was antecedent to the Papacy or formed 
from the Papacy, etc. According to his favourite maxim, 
“Quietanon movere,”^ I have no doubt that he would have 
thought that the less discussion is provoked upon such mat- 
ters the better for both Church and laity, Nor had he ever 
been known to regret the disuse of the ancient custom of 
excommunication, nor any other diminution of the powers of 
the priesthood, whether minatory or militant; yet for all this, 
Parson Dale had a great notion of the sacred privilege of a 
minister of the gospel, — to advise, to deter, to persuade, to 
reprove. And it was for the evening service that he prepared 
those sermons which maybe called “sermons that preach 
you.” He preferred the evening for that salutary discipline, 
not only because the congregation was more numerous, hut 
also because, being a shrewd man in his own innocent way, 
he knew that people bear better to be preached at after dinner 
than before ; that you arrive more insinuatingly at the heart 
when the stomach is at peace. There was a genial kindness 
in Parson Dale’s way of preaching at you. It was done in so 
imperceptible, fatherly, a manner that you never felt offended. 
He did it, too, with so much art that nobody but your own 
guilty self knew that yon were the sinner he was exhorting. 
Yet he did not spare rich nor poor: he preached at the squire, 
and that great fat farmer, Mr. Bulloek, the churchwarden, as 
boldly as at Hodge the ploughman and Scrub the hedger. As 
for Mr. Stirn, he had preached at Mm more often than at any 
one in the parish; but Stirn, though he had the sense to know 
it, never had the grace to reform. There was, too, in Parson 
Dale’s sermons something of that boldness of illustration 
1 “ Not to disturb things that are qtdet." 
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wliicli would have been scholarly if he had not made it 
familiar, and which is found in the discourses of our elder 
divines. Like them, he did not scruple now and then to 
introduce an anecdote from history, or borrow an allusion 
from some non-scriptural author, in order to enliven the atten- 
tion of his audience, or render an argument more plain. And 
the good man had an object in this, a little distinct from, though 
wholly subordinate to, the main purpose of his discourse, 
fie was a friend to knowledge, — but to knowledge accom- 
panied by religion ; and sometimes his references to sources 
not -within the ordinary reading of his congregation would spirit 
up some farmer’s son, with an evening’s leisure on his hands, 
to ask the parson for further explanation, and so to be lured 
on to a little solid or graceful instruction, under a safe guide. 

ISTow, on the present occasion, the parson, who had always 
his eye and heart on his flock, and who had seen with great 
grief the realization of his fears at the revival of the stocks; 
seen that a spirit of discontent was already at work amongst 
the peasants, and that magisterial and inquisitorial designs 
were darkening the natural benevolence of the squire, — seen, 
in short, the signs of a breach between classes, and the pre- 
cursors of the ever inflammable feud between tbe rich and the 
poor, meditated nothing less than a great Political Sermon, — 
a sermon that should extract from the roots of social truths a 
healing virtue for the w'-ound that lay sore, but latent, in the 
breast of his parish of Hazeldean. 

And thus ran — 

The Political Sermon oe Parson Dale. 


CHAPTER XII. 

For every man shall hear his own burden. — Gal. vi. S. 

“Brethren! every man has his burden. If God designed 
our lives to end at the grave, may we not believe that Pie 
would have freed an existence so brief from the cares and sor- 



VARIETIES m ENGLISH LIFE. 


141 


rows to which, since the beginiiing of the world, mankind has 
been subjected? Suppose that T am a kind father, and ha,ve a 
child whom I dearly love, but I know by a divine revelation 
that he will die at the age of eight years, surely I should not 
vex his infancy by needless preparations for the duties of life? 
If I am a rich man, I should not send him from the caresses 
of his mother to the stern discipline of school. If I am a 
poor man, I should not take him with me to hedge and dig, 
to scorch in the sun, to freeze in the winter’s cold: why 
inflict hardships on his childhood for the purpose of fitting 
him for manhood, when I know that he is doomed not to gi*ow 
into man? But if, on the other hand, I believe my child is 
reserved for a more durable existence, then should I not, out 
of the very love I hear to him, prepare his childhood for the 
struggle of life, according to that station in which he is born, 
giving many a toil, many a pain, to the infant, in order to 
rear and strengthen him for his duties as man? So it is with 
onr Father that is in heaven. Viewing this life as our 
infancy and the next as our spiritual maturity, where ‘ in 
the ages to come He show the exceeding riches of His 
grace,’ it is in His tenderness, as in His wisdom, to permit 
the toil and the pain which, in tasking the powers and devel- 
oping the virtue of the soul, prej^are it for ‘ the earnest of our 
inheritance.’ Hence it is that every man has his burden. 
Brethren, if yon believe that God is good, yea, but as tender 
as a human father, you will know that your troubles in life 
are a proof that you are reared for an eternity. But each 
man thinks his own burden the hardest to bear : the poor man 
groans under his poverty, the rich man under the cares that 
multiply with wealth. For so far from wealth freeing us 
from trouble, all the wise men who have written in all ages 
liave repeated, with one voice, the words of the wisest, 
‘When goods increase, they are increased that eat them: and 
what good is there to the owners thereof, saving the beholding 
of them with their eyes?’ And this is literally true, my 
brethren: for, let a man be as rich as was the great King 
Solomon himself, unless he lock up all his gold in a chest, it 
must go abroad to be divided amongst others; j'-ea, though, 
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like Solomon, lie make him great works, — though he build 
houses and plant vineyards, and make him gardens and 
orchards, — still the gold that he spends feeds but the 
mouths he employs ; and Solomon himself could not eat 
with a better relish than the poorest mason who builded the 
house, or the humblest labourer who planted the vineyard. 
Therefore ‘ when goods increase, they are increased that eat 
them.^ And this, my brethren, may teach us toleration and 
compassion for the rich. We share their riches, whether 
they will or not; we do not share their cares. The profane 
history of our own country tells us that a princess, destined 
to he the greatest queen that ever sat on this throne, envied 
the inilk-raaid singing ; and a profane poet, whose wisdom 
was only less than that of the inspired writers, represents 
the man who, by force and wit, had risen to be a king 
sighing for the sleep vouchsafed to the meanest of his sub- 
jects, — all bearing out the words of the son of David, ‘ The 
sleep of the labouring man is sweet, whether he eat little 
or much; but the abundance of the rich will not suffer him to 
sleep.’ 

“Amongst my brethren now present there is, doubtless, 
some one who has been poor, and by honest industry has 
made himself comparatively rich. Let his heart answer me 
while I speak: are not the chief cares that now disturb him 
to be found in the goods he hath acquired? Has he not both 
vexations to his spirit and trials to his virtue, which he knew 
not when he went forth to his labour, and took no heed of the 
morrow? But it is right, my brethren, that to every station 
there should be its care, to every man his burden; for if the 
poor did not sometimes so far feel poverty to be a burden as 
to desire to ])etter tbeir condition, and (to use the language of 
the world) ‘ seek to rise in life, ’ their most valuable energies 
would never be aroused; and we should not witness that spec- 
tacle, which is so common in the land we live in, — namely, 
the successful struggle of manly labour against adverse for- 
tune, — a struggle in which the triumph of one gives hope to 
thousands. It is said that necessity is the mother of inven- 
tion; and the social blessings which are now as common to us 
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as air and sunsliiiie have come from that law of our nature 
which makes us aspire towards indefinite improvement, 
enriches each successive generation by the labours of the 
last, and in free countries often lifts the child of the labourer 
to a place amongst the rulers of the land. Nay, if, necessity 
is the mother of invention, poverty is the creator of the arts. 
If there had been no poverty, and no sense of poverty, where 
would have been that which we call the wealth of a country? 
Subtract from civilization all that has been produced by the 
poor, and what remains? — the state of the savage. Where 
you now see labourer and prince, you would see equality 
indeed, — the equality of wild men. No; not even equality 
there ! for there brute force becomes lordship," and woe to the 
weak ! Where you now see some in frieze, some in purple, 
you would see nakedness in all. Where stands the palace 
and the cot, you would behold but mud huts and caves. As 
far as the peasant excels the king among savages, so far does 
the society exalted and enriched by the struggles of labour 
excel the state in which Poverty feels no disparity, and Toil 
sighs for no ease. On the other hand, if the rich were per- 
fectly contented with their wealth, their hearts would become 
hardened in the sensual enjoyments it procures. It is that 
feeling, by Divine Wisdom implanted in the soul, that there 
is vanity and vexation of spirit in the things of Mammon, 
which still leaves the rich man sensitive to the instincts of 
Heaven, and teaches him to seek for happiness in those 
beneficent virtues which distribute his wealth to the profit 
of others. If you could exclude the air from the rays of the 
fire, the fire itself would soon languish and die in the midst 
of its fuel ; and so a man’s joy in his wealth is kept alive 
by the air which it warms; and if pent within itself, is 
extinguished. 

“ And this, my brethren, leads me to another view of the 
vast subject opened to us by the words of the apostle, ‘ Every 
man shall bear his own burden.’ The worldly conditions of 
life are nnequal. Why are they unequal? 0 my brethren, 
do you not perceive? Think you that, if it had been better 
for our spiritual probation that there should be neither great 
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nor lowly, rich nor poor, Providence would not so have 
ordered the dispensations of the world, and so, by its mys- 
terious but merciful agencies, have influenced the framework 
and foundations of society? But if from the remotest period 
of human annals, and in all the numberless experiments of 
govcrniiieut which the wdt of man has devised, still this ine- 
quality is ever found to exist, may -we not suspect that there 
is something in the very principles of our nature to which 
that inequality is necessary and essential? Ask why this 
inequality? Why?— as well ask why life is the sphere of 
duty and the nursery of virtues! For if all men were equal, 
if there were no suffering and no ease, no poverty and no 
wealth, -would you not sweep with one blow the half, at least, 
of human virtues from the world? If there were no penury 
and no pain, what would become of fortitude ; what of 
patience; what of resignation? If there were no greatness 
and no wealth, what wonld become of benevolence, of charity, 
of the blessed human pity, of temperance in the midst of lux- 
ury, of justice in the exercise of power? Carry the question 
further; grant all conditions the same, — no reverse, no rise, 
and no fall, nothing to hope for, nothing to fear, — what a 
moral death you would at once inflict upon all the energies of 
the soul, and what a link between the Heart of Man and the 
Providence of Ood would be snapped asunder 1 If we could 
annihilate evil, we should annihilate hope; and hope, my 
brethren, is the avenue to faith. If there be ‘ a time to weep 
and a time to laugh,’ it is that he who mourns may turn to 
eternity for comfort, and he who rejoices may bless God fur 
the happy hour. Ah, my brethren, were it possible to anni- 
hilate the inequalities of human life, it would be the banisli- 
ment of our worthiest virtues, the torpor of our spiritual 
nature, tlie palsy of our mental faculties. The moral world, 
like the world without us, derives its health and its beauty 
from diversity and contrast, 

'“Everyman shall bear his own burden.’ True; but now 
turn to an earlier verse in the same chapter, — * Bear ye one 
another’s burdens, and so fulfil . the law of Christ.’ Yes, 
while Heaven ordains to each his peculiar suffering, it con- 
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nects tlie family of man into one liomsehcnd, hy that feeling 
wMclij more perhaps than an}’' otheiy distinguishes us from 
the brute creation, — I mean the feeling to which we give the 
name of sijmpathy , — the feeling for each other! The herd 
of deer shun the stag tliat is marked by the gunner; the flock 
heedeth not the sheep that creeps into the shade to die; but 
man has sorrow and joy not in himself alone, but in the joy 
and sorrow of those around him. He who feels only for him- 
self abjures his very nature as man; for do we not say of one 
who has no tenderness for mankind that he is inJuiman ; and 
do we not call him who sorrows with the sorrowful humane ? 

“How, brethren, that which especially marked the divine 
mission of our Lord is the direct ax^peal to this sympathy 
which distinguishes ns from the brute. He seizes, not upon 
some faculty of genius given but to few, but upon that ready 
impulse of heart which is given to us all; and in saying, 
‘ Love one another,' ‘ Bear ye one another’s burdens,’ he ele- 
vates the most delightful of our emotions into the most sacred 
of His laws. The lawyer asks our Lord, ‘ Who is my neigh- 
bour? ’ Our Lord replies by the parable of the good Samari- 
tan. The priest and the Levite saw the wounded man that 
fell among the thieves and passed by on the other side. That 
priest might have been austere in his doctrine, that Levite 
might have been learned in the law; but neither to the learn- 
ing of the Levite nor to the doctrine of the priest does our 
Saviour even deign to allude. He cites but the action of the 
Samaritan, and saith to the lawyer, ‘Which now of these 
three, thinkest thou, was neighbour unto him that fell among 
the thieves? And he said, He that showed mercy unto him. 
Then said Jesus unto him, Go, and do thou likewise. ’ 

“0 shallowness of human judgments! It was enough to be 
born a Samaritan in order to be rejected by the priest, and 
despised by the Levite. Yet now, what to us the priest and 
the Levite, of God’s chosen race though they were? They 
passed from the hearts of men when they passed the sufferer 
by the wayside; while this loathed Samaritan, half thrust 
from the pale of the Hebrew, becomes of our family, of our 
kindred; a brother amongst the brotherhood of Love, so long 


146 MY NOVEL ; OE, 

as Mercy and A.lSiction shall meet in the common thorough' 
fare of Life ! 

‘ Bear ye one another’s burdens and so fulfil the law of 
Christ.’ Think not, 0 my brethren, that this applies only 
to almsgiving, to that relief of distress which is commonly 
called charity, to the obvious duty of devoting from cur 
superfluities something that we scarcely miss to the wants of 
a starving brother. No. I appeal to the poorest amongst ye, 
if the worst burdens are those of the body, — if the kind word 
and the tender thought have not often lightened your hearts 
more than bread bestowed with a grudge, and charity that 
humbles you by a frown. Sympathy is a beneficence at the 
command of us all, — yea, of the pauper as of the king; and 
sympathy is Christ’s wealth. Sympathy is brotherhood. 
The rich are told to have charity for the poor, and the poor 
are enjoined to respect their superiors. Good: I say not to 
the contrary. But I say also to the poor, ‘In your turn ham 
charity for the rich j ’ and I say to the rich, ‘In your turn 
respect the poor. ^ 

“ ‘ Bear ye one another’s burdens, and so fulfil the law of 
Christ.’ Thou, 0 poor man, envy not nor grudge thy brother 
his larger portion of worldly goods. Believe that he hath his 
sorrows and crosses like thyself, and perhaps, as more deli- 
cately nurtured, he feels them more ; nay, hath he not temp- 
tations so great that our Lord hath exclaimed, ‘ How hardly 
shall they that have riches enter into the kingdom of 
heaven’? And what are temptations but trials; what are 
trials but perils and sorrows? Think not that you can 
bestow no charity on the rich man, even while you take 
your sustenance from his hands. A heathen writer, often 
cited by the earliest preachers of the gospel, hath truly said, 
‘Wherever there is room for a man there is place for a 
benefit.’ 

“And I ask any rich brother amongst you, when he hath 
gone forth to survey his barns and his granaries, his gardens 
and orchards, if suddenly in the vain pride of his heart, he 
sees the scowl on the brow of the labourer, — if he deems 
himself hated in the midst of his wealth, if he feels that his 
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least laults are treasured up against him with the hardness of 
malice, and his plainest benefits received with the ingratitude 
of envy, — I ask, I say, any rich man, whether straightway 
ail pleasure in his worldly possessions does not fade from his 
heart, and wJiether he does not feel what a wealth of gladness 
it is in the power of the poor man to bestow! For all these 
things of Miuainon jiuss away; but there is in the smile of 
him whom wo have served a something that we may take with 
us into heaven. If, then, ye bear one another’s burdens, they 
who are poor will have mercy on the errors and compassion 
for the griefs of the rich. To all men it was said — yes, to 
Lazarus as to Dives — ‘Judge not, that ye be not judged.’ 
But think not, 0 rich man, that we preach only to the poor. 
If it be their duty not to grudge thee thy substance, it is 
thine to do all that m.ay sweeten their labour. Bemember 
that when our Lord said, ‘ How hardly shall they that have 
riches enter into the kingdom of heaven, ’ He replied also to 
them who asked, ‘Who then can be saved?’ ‘The things 
which are impossible with men are possible with God,’ — 
that is, man left to his own temptations would fail; but, 
strengthened by God, he shall be saved. If thy riches are 
the tests of thy trial, so may they also be the instruments of 
thy virtues. Prove by thy riclies that thou art compassionate 
and tender, temperate and benign, and thy riches tliemselves 
may become the evidence at once of thy faith and of thy 
works. 

“We have constantly on our lips the simple precept, ‘Do 
unto others as you would be done by.’ Why do we fail so 
often in the practice? Because we neglect to cultivate that 
svarpATiiY which nature implants as an instinct, and the 
Saviour exalts as a command. If thou wouMst do unto thy 
neighbour as thou wouldst he done by, ponder well how thy 
neighbour will regard the action, thou art about to do to him. 
Put thyself into his place. If thon art strong and he is weak, 
descend from thy strength and enter into his weakness; lay 
aside thy burden for the while, and buckle on his own; let 
thy sight see as through his eyes, thy heart beat as in his 
bosom. Do this, and thon wilt often confess that what had 
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seemed just to tliy pov/er will seem harsh, to his weakness. 
Uor ' as a zealous man hath not done his duty when he calls 
his brother drunkard and beast, even so an administrator of 
the law mistakes his object if he writes on the grand column 
of society only warnings that irritate the bold and terrify the 
timid; and a man will be no more in love with law than with 
virtue, * if he be forced to it with rudeness and incivilities. ® 
If, then, ye wmuld bear the burden of the lowly, 0 ye great, 
feel not only /or them, but with ! Watch that your pride does 
not chafe them, your power does not wantonly gall. Your 
worldly inferior is of the class from which the Apostles were 
chosen, amidst which the Lord of Creation descended from a 
throne above the seraphs.” 

The parson here paused a moment, and his eye glanced 
towards the pew near the pulpit, where sat the magnate of 
Hazeldean. The squire was leaning his chin thoughtfully on 
his hand, his brow inclined downwards, and the natural glow 
of his complexion much heightened. 

‘^But,” resumed the parson, softly, without turning to his 
book, and rather as if prompted by the suggestion of the 
moment — ‘‘but he who has cultivated sympathy commits not 
these errors, or, if committing them, hastens to retract. So 
natural is sympathy to the good man that he obeys it mechan- 
ically when he suffers his heart to be the monitor of his con- 
science. In this sympathy, behold the bond between rich and 
poor ! By this sympathy, whatever onr varying worldly lots, 
they become what they were meant to be, — exercises for the 
virtues more peculiar to each; and thus, if in the body each 
man bear his own burden, yet in the fellowship of the soul 
all have common relief in bearing the burdens of each other. 

“This is the law of Christ, — fulfil it, 0 my flock! ” 

Here the parson closed his sermon, and the congregation 
bowed their heads. 

Jeremy Taylor “ Of Christian Prudence," part ii. 

2 Ibid. 


BOOK THIRD. 


INITIAL CHAPTER. 

SHOWING HOW MY NOTTDL GAME TO BE CALLED ““mY NOVEL.” 

“I AM not displeased with your novel, so far as it has gone,” 
said my father, graciously; “though as for the Sermon — ” 

Here I trembled; but the ladies, Heaven bless them! had 
taken Parson Dale under their special protection; and observ- 
ing that my father was puckering up his brows critically, 
they rushed forward boldly in defence of The Sermon, and 
Mr. Caxton was forced to beat a retreat. However, like a 
skilful general, he renewed the assault upon outposts less 
gallantly guarded. But as it is not my business to betray my 
weak points, I leave it to the ingenuity of cavillers to dis- 
cover the places at which the Author of “Human Error” 
directed his great guns. 

“But,” said the captain, “you are a lad of too much spirit, 
Pisistratus, to keep us always in the obscure country quarters 
of Hazeldean, — you will march us out into open service 
before you have done with us?” 

Pisistratus (magisterially, for he has been somewhat 
nettled by Mr. Caxton ’s remarks, and he puts on an air of 
dignity in order to awe away minor assailants). — “Yes, Cap- 
tain Roland; not yet a while, but all in good time. I have 
not stinted myself in canvas, and behind my foreground of 
the Hall and the Parsonage I propose hereafter to open some 
lengthened perspective of the varieties of English life — ” 

Mr. Caxton. — “ Hum I ” 

Blanche (putting her hand on my father’s lip). — “We 
shall know better the design, perhaps, when we know the 
title. Pray, Mr. Author, what is the title?” 
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My Mother (with more animation than usual). — “Ay, 
8isty, the title!” 

PisiSTRATus (startled). — “The title! By the soul of Cer- 
vantes! I liave never yet thought of a title! ” 

Captain Komurn (solemnly). — “There is a great deal in a 
good title. As a novel reader, I know that by experience.” 

Mb. Squills. — “Certainly; there is not a catchpenny in 
the world but what goes down, if the title be apt and seduc- 
tive. Witness ‘ Old Parr’s Life Pills.’ Sell by the thousand, 
sir, when iny ‘ Pills for Weak Stomachs,’ which I believe to 
be just the same compound, never paid for the advertising. ” 

Mr. Gaxxon. — “ Parr’s Life Pills ! a fine stroke of genius. 
It is not every one who has a weak stomach, or time to attend 
to it if he have. But who would not swallow a pill to live to 
a hundred and fifty-two? ” 

PisiSTBATUs (stirring the fire in great excitement). — “My 
title! my title! — what shall be my title?” 

Me. Caxton (thrusting his hand into his waistcoat, and 
in his most didactic of tones). — “ Prom a remote period, the 
choice of a title has perplexed the scribbling portion of man- 
kind. We may guess how their invention has been racked by 
the strange contortions it has produced. To begin with the 
Hebrews. ‘ The Lips of the Sleeping ’ (Labia Domvientium) 

— what book did you suppose that title to designate? — A 
Catalogue of Eabbinical Writers ! Again, imagine some young 
lady of old captivated by the sentimental title of ‘ The Pome- 
granate with its Plow’-er, ’ and opening on a Treatise on the 
Jewish Ceremonials! Let us turn to the Eomans. Aulus 
Gellins commences his pleasant gossipping ^ Noctes ’ with a 
list of the titles in fashion in his day. For instance, ‘ The 
Muses’ and ‘The Veil,’ ‘The Cornucopia,’ ‘The Beehive,’ 
and ‘ The Meadow.’ Some titles, indeed, were more truculent, 
and promised food to those who love to sup upon horrors, 

— such as ‘ The Torch,’ ‘ The Poniard,’ ‘ The Stiletto ’ — ” 

PisisTRATUs (impatiently). — “Yes, sir, but to come to My 

Novel.” : ■ 

Me, Caxton (unheeding the interruption). — “You see you 
have a fine choice here, and of a nature pleasing, and not 
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imfamiliarj to a classical reader; or you may borrow a bint 
from the early dramatic writers.” 

I’isjsTRATos (more hopefully). — “Ay, there is something 
in the Drama akin to the Novel. Now, j)erha.ps, I may catch 
an idea.”' 

Mu. Caxton. — “ B’or instance, the author of the ‘ Curiosi- 
ties of Literature ’ (from wlioin, by the way, I am plagiariz- 
ing much of the information I bestow upon you) tells us of a 
Spanish gentleman who wrote a Comedy, by which he intended 
to serve what he took for Moral Philosophy.” 

PisiSTKATUs (eagerly), — “Well, sir?” 

Mr. Caxton. — “ And called it ‘ The Pain of the Sleep of 
the World.’” 

PisisTRATus. — “Very comic, indeed, sir.” 

Mr. Caxtoic. — “Grave things were then called Comedies, 
as old things are now called Novels. Then there are all the 
titles of early Romance itself at your disposal, — ‘ Theagenes 
and Ohariclea ’ or The Ass ’ of Longus, or ‘ The Golden Ass ’ 
of Apuleius, or the titles of Gothic Romance, such as ‘ The 
most elegant, delicious, mellifluous, and delightful History of 
Perceforest, King of Great Britain.’” And therewith my 
father ran over a list of names as long as the Directory, and 
about as amusing. 

“Well, to my taste,” said my mother, “the novels I used 
to read when a girl (for I have not read many since, I am 
ashamed to say) — ” 

Mr. Caxton, — “No, you need not be at all ashamed of it, 
Kitty.” 

My Mother (proceeding). — “Were much more inviting 
than any you mention, Austin.” 

The Captain. — “True.” 

Mr. Sqltills. — “ Certainly. Nothing like them nowadays ! ” 

My Mother. — “ ‘ Says she to her Neighbour, What? ’ ” 

The Captain. — “‘ The Unknown, or the Northern 
Gallery ’ — ” ' 

Mr. Squills. — “‘There is a Secret; Find it out!’” 

PisiSTRATus (pushed to the verge of human endurance, and 
upsetting tongs, poker, and fire-shovel). — “What nonsense you 
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are talking, all of you! For Heaven’s sake, consider what an 
important matter we are called upon to decide. It is not now 
the titles of those very respectable works which issued from 
the Minerva Press that I ask you to remember, — it is to 
invent a title for mine, ^ — My Novel! ” 

Mr. CAXTOJiT (clapping his hands gently). — “Excellent! 
capital! Nothing can be better; simple, natural, pertinent, 
concise — ” 

PisiSTKATus. — “What is it, sir, what is it? Have you 
really thought of a title to My Novel?” 

Mr. Caxtox. — “You have hit it yourself, — ^ My Novel.’ 
It is your Novel; people will know it is your Novel. Turn 
and twist the English language as you will, be as allegorical 
as Hebrew, Greek, Eoman, Fabulist, or Puritan, still, after 
all, it is your Novel, and nothing more nor less than your 
Novel.” 

PisisTRATUs (thoughtfully, and sounding the words various 
ways). — Novel!’ — um — um! ^My Novel!’ rather 
bold — and curt, eh?” 

Mb. Caxtox. — “ Add what you say you intend it to depict, 
— Varieties in English Life.” 

My Mother. — “‘My Novel; or, Varieties in English Life ’ 

— I don’t think it sounds amiss. What say you, Boland? 
Would it attract you in a catalogue? ” 

My uncle hesitates, when Mr. Caxton exclaims imperiously. 

— “The thing is settled! Don’t disturb Camarina.” 

Squills. — “If it be not too great a liberty, pray who or 

what is Camarina?” 

Mr. Caxtox, — “Camarina, Mr. Squills, was a lake, apt to 
be low, and then liable to be muddy; and ‘ Don’t disturb Cama- 
rina ’ was a Greek proverb derived from an oracle of Apollo; 
and from that Greek proverb, no doubt, comes the origin of 
the injunction, ‘ Quieta non movere,’ which became the fav- 
ourite maxim of Sir Bobert Walpole And Parson Dale. The 
Greek line, Mr. Squills” (here my father’s memory began to 
warm), “is preserved by Stephanus JByzantinus, ‘De Urhibus, ’ 
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Zenobius explains it in bis proverbs; Suidas repeats Zeno- 
bius; Lucian alludes to it; so does Virgil in the Third Book 
of the .®neid; and Silius Italicus imitates Virgil, — 

“ ‘ Et cui non licitura fatis Camarina moveri,’ 

Larson Dale, as a clergyman and a scholar, had, no doubt, 
these authorities at his fingers’ end. And I wonder he did 
not quote them,” quoth my father; “but to be sure he is rep- 
resented as a mild man, and so might not wish to humble the 
squire over-much in the presence of his family. Meanwhile, 
My Novel is My Novel; and now that that matter is settled, 
perhaps the tongs, poker, and shovel maybe picked up, the 
children may go to bed, Blanche and Kitty may speculate 
apart upon the future dignities of the Neogilos, — taking 
care, nevertheless, to finish the new pinbefores he requires 
for the present; Boland may east up his account book, Mr. 
Squills have his brandy and water, and all the world be com- 
fortable, each in his own way. Blanche, come away from the 
screen, get me my slippers, and leave Pisistratus to himself- 
KLvet Kaixdpmiv, — don’t disturb Camarina. You see, my 
dear,” added my father kindly, as, after settling himself into 
his slippers, he detained Blanche’s hand in his own, — “you 
see, my dear, every house has its Camarina. Man, who is a 
lazy animal, is quite content to let it alone; but woman, 
being the more active, bustling, curious creature, is always 
for giving it a sly stir.” 

BivAnche (with female dignity). — “I assure you, that if 
Pisistratus had not called me, I should not have — ” 

Mk. Caxton (iiiterrupting her, without lifting his eyes 
from the book he had already taken). — “Certainly you 
would not. I am now in the midst of the great Oxford 
Controversy. M7; dva Kap,dpivav, — don’t disturb Camarina.” 

A dead silence for half-an-hour, at the end of which — 

Pisistratus (from behind the screen), — “Blanche, my 
dear, I want to consult, you.” 

Blanche does not stir. 

Pisistratus. — “Blanche, I say.” 

.Blanche glances in triumph towards Mr. Caxton. 
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Mr. Caxton (laying down his theological tract, and rub- 
hing his spectacles mournfully). — “I hear him, child; I hear 
liim. I retract my vindication of man. Oracles warn in 
vain ; so long as there is a woman on the other side of the 
screen, it is all up with Camarina.” 


CHAPTER. II. 

It is greatly to he regretted that Mr. Stirn was not present 
at the parson’s Discourse; but that valuable functionary was 
far otherwise engaged, — indeed, during the summer months 
he was rarely seen at the afternoon service. Not that he 
cared for being preached at, — not he ; Mr, Stirn would have 
snapped his fingers at the thunders of the Vatican. Bnt the 
fact was, that Mr. Stirn chose to do a great deal of gratuitous 
business upon the day of rest. The squire allowed all per- 
sons who chose to walk about the j)ark on a Sunday; and 
many came from a distance to stroll by the lake, or recline 
under the elms. These visitors were objects of great suspi- 
cion, nay, of positive annoyance, to Mr. Stirn — and, indeed, 
not altogether without reason, for we English have a natural 
love of liberty, which we are even more apt to display in the 
grounds of other people than in those which we cultivate our- 
selves. Sometimes, to his inexpressible and fierce satisfac- 
tion, Mr. Stirn fell upon a knot of boys pelting the swans ; 
sometimes he missed a young sapling, and found it in felonious 
hands, converted into a walking-stick; sometimes he caught a 
hulking fellow scrambling up the ha-ha to gather a nosegay 
for his sweetheart from one of poor Mrs. Hazeldean’s pet 
parterres ; not infrequently, indeed, when all the family were 
fairly at church, some curious impertinents forced or sneaked 
their way into the gardens, in order to peep in at the win- 
dows. Eor these, and various other offences of like magni- 
tude, Mr. Stirn had long, but vainly, sought to induce the 
squire to withdraw a permission so villanously abused. But 
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though there were times when Mr. Hazeldean grunted and 
growled, and swore “that he would shut up the park, and 
fill it [illegally] with mantraps and spring-guns,” his anger 
always evaporated in words. The park was still open to all 
the world on a Sunday; and that blessed day was therefore 
converted into a day of travail and wrath to Mr. Stirn. But 
it was from the last chime of the afternoon-service bell until 
dusk that the spirit of this vigilant functionary was most per- 
turbed; for, amidst the flocks that gathered from the little 
hamlets round to the voice of the pastor, there were alw^ays 
some stray sheep, or rather climbing, desultory, vagabond 
goats, who struck off in all perverse directions, as if for the 
special purpose of distracting the energetic watchfulness of 
Mr. Stirn. As soon as church was over, if the day were fine, 
the whole park became a scene animated with red cloaks or 
lively shawls, Sunday waistcoats and hats stuck full of wild- 
flowers — which last Mr. Stirn often stoutly maintained to be 
Mrs, Hazeldean ’s newest geraniums. How, on this Sunday, 
especially, there was an imperative call upon an extra exer- 
tion of vigilance on the part of the superintendent, — he had 
not only to detect ordinary depredators and trespassers ; but, 
first, to discover the authors of the conspiracy against the 
stocks; and, secondly, to “make an example.” 

He had begun his rounds, therefore, from the early morn- 
ing; and just as the afternoon bell was sounding its final peal, 
he emerged upon the village green from a hedgerow, behind 
which he had been at watch to observe who had the most sus- 
piciously gathered round the stocks. At that moment the 
place was deserted. At a distance, the superintendent saw 
the fast disappearing forms of some belated groups hastening 
towards the church; in front, the stocks stood staring at him 
mournfully from its four great eyes, which had been cleansed 
from the mud, but still looked bleared and stained with the 
marks of the recent outrage. Here Mr. Stirn paused, took 
off his hat, and wiped his brows. 

“If I had sum ’un to watch here, ” thought he, “while I 
takes a turn by the Avater-side, p’r’aps snmmat might come 
out; p’r’aps them as did it ben^t gone to chmnh, but will 
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Rome sneaking round to look on their willaiiy! as they says 
murderers aro always led back to the place where they ha’ 
left the body. But in this here willage there ben’t a man, 
woman, or child as has any consarn for squire or jnirisli, 
barring myself.” It was just as he arrived at that misan- 
thro]jical conclusion that Mr. Stirn beheld Leonard Fairfield 
walking very fast from his own home. The superintendent 
clapped on his hat, and stuck his right arm akimbo. “ Hollo, 
you, sir,” said he, as Lenny now came in hearing, “where be 
you going at that rate? ” 

“Please, sir, I be going to church.” 

“Stop, sir, — stop, Master Lenny. Going to church! — 
why, the bell’s done; and you knows the parson is very 
angry at them as comes in late, disturbing the congregation. 
You can’t go to church now! ” 

“Please, sir — ” 

“I says you can’t go to church now. You must learn to 
think a little of others, lad. You sees how I sweats to serve 
the squire! and you must serve him too. Why, your mother ’s 
got the house and premislies almost rent-free; you ought to 
have a grateful heart, Leonard Fairfield, and feel for his hon- 
our! Poor man! his heart is well-nigh bruk, I am sure; with 
the goings on.” 

Leonard opened his innocent blue eyes, while Mr. Stirn 
dolorously wiped his own. 

“Look at that ’ere dumb eretur,” said Stirn, suddenly, 
pointing to the stocks, — “ look at it. If it could speak, 
what would it say, Leonard Fairfield? Answer me that! — 
‘ Damn the stocks, ’ indeed ! ” 

“It wa,s very had in them to write such naughty words,” 
said Lenny, gravely. “ Mother was quite shocked when she 
heard of it this morning.” 

Mr, Stirjt, — “I dare say she was, considering what she 
pays for the preinishes; ” (insinuatingly) “you does not know 
who did it, — eh, Lenny?” 

Lenny. — “No, sir; indeed I does not! ” 

Mr. Stirn. — “Well, you see, you can’t go to church, — - 
prayers half over by this time. You recollex that I put them 
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stocks under your ‘ sponsibility,’ and see the way you’s done 
your duty by ’em ! I ’ve lialf a mind to — ” 

Mr, Stirn oast his eyes on the eyes of the stocks. 

“Please, sir,” began Lenny again, rather frightened. 

“No, I won’t please; it ben’t pleasing at all. But I for- 
gives you this time, only keep a sharp lookout, lad, in future. 
Now you must stay here — no, there — under the hedge, and 
you watches if any persons comes to loiter about, or looks at 
the stocks, or laughs to hisself, while I go my rounds. 1 
shall be back either afore church is over or just arter; so you 
stay till I comes, and give me your report. Be sharp, boy, or 
it will be worse for you and your mother ; I can let the prem- 
ishes for £4 a year more to-morrow. ” 

Concluding with that somewhat menacing and very signifi- 
cant remark, and not staying for an answer, Mr. Stirn waved 
his hand and walked off. 

Poor Lenny remained by the stocks, very much dejected, 
and greatly disliking the neighbourhood to which he was con- 
signed. At length he slowly crept off to the hedge, and sat 
himself down in the place of espionage pointed out to him. 
Now, philosophers tell us that what is called the point of 
honour is a barbarous feudal prejudice. Amongst the higher 
classes, wherein those feudal prejudices may be supposed to 
prevail, Lenny Fairfield’s occupation would not have been 
considered peculiarly honourable; neither would it have 
seemed so to the more turbulent spirits among the humbler 
orders, who have a point of honour of their own, which con- 
sists in the adherence to each other in defiance of all lawful 
authority. But to Lenny Fairfield, brought up much apart 
from other boys, and with a profound and grateful reverence 
for the squire instilled into all his habits of thought, notions 
of honour bounded themselves to simple honesty and straight- 
forward truth ; and as he cherished an unquestioning awe of 
order and constitutional authority, so it did not appear to him 
that there was anything derogatory and debasing in being thus 
set to watch for an offender. On the contrary, as he began to 
reconcile himself to the loss of the church service, and to 
enjoy the cool of the summer shade and the occasional chirp 
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of the birds, he got to look on the bright side of the commis- 
sion to which he was deputed. In youth, at least, everything 
has its bright side, — even the ajjpointment of Protector to the 
Parish Stock.s. Por the stocks itself Leonard had no affec- 
tion, it is true; but he had no sympathy with its aggressors, 
and he could well conceive that the squire would l>e very much 
hurt at the revolutionary event of the night. “So,*’ thought 
poor Leonard in his simple heart, — “ so, if I can serve his 
honour, by keeping off mischievous boys, or letting him know 
who did the thing, I’m sure it would be a proud day for 
Mother.” Then he began to consider that, however ungra- 
ciously Mr. Stirn had bestowed on him the appointment, still 
it was a compliment to him, — showed trust and confidence in 
him, picked him out from his contemporaries as the sober, 
moral, pattern boy; and Lenny had a great deal of pride in 
him, especially in matters of repute and character. 

All these things considered, I say, Leonard Fairfield re- 
clined on his lurking-place, if not with positive delight and 
mtoxicating rapture, at leavSt with tolerable content and some 
complacency, 

Mr, Stirn might have been gone a quarter of an hour, when 
a boy came through a little gate in the park, just opposite to 
Lenny’s retreat in the hedge, and, as if fatigued with walk- 
ing, or oppressed by the heat of the day, paused on the green 
for a moment or so, and then advanced under the shade of the 
great tree which overhung the stocks. 

Lenny pricked up his ears, and peeped out jealously. 

He had never seen the boy before: it was a strange face 
to Mm. 

Leonard. Fairfield was not fond of strangers; moreover, he 
had a vague belief that strangers were at the bottom of that 
desecration of the stocks. The boy, then, was a stranger ; but 
what was his rank? Was he of that grade in society in 
which the natural offences are or are not consonant to, or har- 
monious wath, outrages upon stocks? On that Lenny Fairfield 
did not feel quite assured. According to all the experience of 
the villager, the boy was not dressed like a young gentleman. 
Leonard’s notions of such aristocratic costume were naturally 
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fashioned upon tlie model of Frank Hazeldeam They repre- 
sented to him a dazzling vision of snow-white trousers and 
heantifnl bine coats and incomparable cravats. Now the 
dress of this stranger, though not that of a peasant or of a 
farmer, did not in any way correspond with Lenny’s notion 
of the costume of a young gentleman. It looked to him 
highly disreputable: the coat was covered with mud, and the 
hat was all manner of shapes, with a gap between the side 
and crown. 

Lenny was puzzled, till it suddenly occurred to him that 
the gate through which the boy had passed was in the direct 
path across the park from a small town, the inhabitants of 
which were in very bad odour at the Hall, — they had im- 
memorially furnished the most daring poachers to the pre- 
serves, the most troublesome trespassers on the park, the 
most unprincipled orchard robbers, and the most disputa- 
tious asserters of various problematical rights of way, which, 
according to the Town, were public, and, according to the 
Hall, had been private since the Conquest. It was true that 
the same path led also directly from the squire’s house, but it 
was not probable that the wearer of attire so equivocal had 
been visiting there. All things considered, Lenny had no 
doubt in his mind but that the stranger was a shop-boy or 
’prentice from the town of Thorndyke; and the notorious 
repute of that town, coupled with this presumption, made it 
probable that Lenny now saw before him one of the midnight 
desecrators of the stocks. As if to confirm the suspicion, 
which passed through Lenny’s mind with a rapidity wholly 
disproportionate to the number of lines it costs me to convey 
it, the boy, now standing right before the stocks, bent down 
and read that pithy anathema with which it was defaced. 
And having read it, he repeated it aloud, and Lenny actually 
saw him smile, — such a smile ! so disagreeable and sinister ! 
Lenny had never before seen the smile sardonic. 

But what were Lenny’s pious horror and dismay when this 
ominous stranger fairly seated himself on the stocks, rested 
his heels profanely on the lids of two of the four round eyes, 
and taking out a pencil and a pocket-book, began to write. 


Was this aiidaeiouR Unknown taking an inventory of the 
oliiirch and the Hall for the purposes of conflagration? He 
looked at one and at the other, with a strange fixed stare as 
he wrote, — not keeping his eyes on the paper, as Lenny had 
been taught to do when he sat down to his copy-book. The 
fact is. that Kaiidal Leslie was tired and faint, and he felt the 
shock of his fall the more, after the few paces he had walked, 
so that he was glad to rest himself a few moments; and he 
took that opportunity to write a line to Frank, to excuse him- 
self for not calling again, intending to tear the leaf on which 
he wrote out of his pocket-book and leave it at the first cot- 
tage he passed, with instructions to take it to the Hall. 

While Eandal was thus innocently engaged, Lenny came 
up to him, with the firm and measured pace of one who has 
resolved, cost what it may, to do his duty. And as Lenny, 
thoiigh brave, was not ferocious, so the anger lie felt and the 
suspicions he entertained only exhibited themselves in the fol- 
lowing solemn appeal to the offender’s sense of propriety, — 

“Ben’t you ashamed of yourself? Sitting on the squire’s 
new stocks! Do get up, and go along with you! ” 

Eaiidal turned round sharply; and though, at any other 
moment, he would have had sense enough to extricate liimself 
very easily from his false position, yet Nemo m.ortalium^ etc. 
Ko one is always wise. And Eandal was in an exceedingly 
bad humour. The affability towards bis inferiors, Tor which 
I lately praised him, was entirely lost in the contempt for 
impertinent snobs natural to an insulted Etonian. 

Therefore, eying Lenny with great disdain, Eandal answered 
briefly, — 

“You are an insolent young blackguard.” 

So curt a rejoinder made Lenny’s blood fly to his face. 
Persuaded before that the intruder was some lawless appren- 
tice or shop-lad, he was now more confirmed in that judgment, 
not only by language so nneivil, but by the truculent glance 
which accompanied it, and which certainly did not derive any 
imposing dignity from the mutilated, rakish, hang-dog, ruin- 
ous hat, under which it shot its sullen and menaciiig fire. 

Of all the various articles of which our male attire is 
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composed, tliere is perhaps not one which has so much char- 
acter and expression as the top covering. A neat, well” 
brushed, short-nttpped, gentlemanlike hat, put on with a 
certain air, gives a distinction and respectability to the 
whole (.‘xterior; whereas, a broken, sq[uashed, higgledy 
piggl'.'dy sort of a hat, such as Eandal Leslie had on, would 
go far towards transforming the stateliest gentleman who 
ever walked down St. James’s Street into the ideal of a 
ruffianly scamp. 

Now, it is well known that there is nothing more antipa- 
thetic to your peasant-boy than a shop-boy. Even on grand 
political occasions, the rural working-class can rarely he 
coaxed into sympathy with the trading town class. Your 
true English peasant is always an aristocrat. Moreover, and 
irrespectively of this immemorial grudge of class, there is 
something peculiarly hostile in the relationship between boy 
and boy when their backs are once up, and they are alone on 
a quiet bit of green, — something of the game-cock feeling; 
something that tends to keep alive, in the population of this 
island (otherwise so lamblike and peaceful), the martial pro- 
peuvsity to double the thumb tightly over the four fingers, and 
make what is called “a fist of it.” Dangerous symptoms of 
these mingled and aggressive sentiments were visible in 
Lenny Eairfield at the words and the look of the unprepos- 
sessing stranger. And the stranger seemed aware of them; 
for his pale face grew more pale, and his sullen eye more 
fixed and more vigilant. 

‘‘You get olf them stocks,” said Lenny, disdaining to reply 
to the coarse expressions bestowed on him; and, suiting the 
action to the word, he gave the intruder what he meant for a 
shove, but what Eandal took for a blow. The Etonian sprang 
up, and the quickness of his movement, aided but by a slight 
touch of his hand, made Lenny lose his balance, and sent him 
neck-and-crop over the stocks. Burning with rage, the young 
villager rose alertly, and, flying at Eandal, struck out right 
and left. 
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CHAPTER III. 

Aid me, 0 ye Nine! wliom the incomparable Persius satir- 
ized his contemporaries for invoking, and then, all of a sud- 
den, invoked on his own behalf, — aid me to describe that 
famous battle by the stocks, and in defence of the stocks, 
•which was waged by the two representatives of Saxon and 
Norman England. Here, sober support of law and duty and 
delegated trust, — pro aris et focis y there, haughty invasion 
and bellicose spirit of knighthood and that respect for name 
and person which we call “honour.” Here, too, hardy physi- 
cal force, — there, skilful discipline. Here — The Nine are as 
deaf as a post, and as cold as a stone! Plague take the jades! 
I can do better without them. 

Randal was a year or two older than Lenny, but he was not 
so tall nor so strong, nor even so active; and after the first 
blind rush, when the two boys paused, and drew back to 
breathe, Lenny, eying the slight form and hueless cheek of 
his opponent, and seeing blood trickling from Randal’s lip, 
was seized with an instantaneous and generous remorse. “ It 
was not fair,” he thought, “to fight one whom he could beat 
so easily,” So, retreating still farther, and letting his arms 
fall to his side, he said mildly, “ There, let ’s have no more of 
it; but go home and be good.” 

Randal Leslie had no remarkable degree of that constitu- 
tional quality called physical courage; but he had some of 
those moral qualities which supply its place. He was proud, 
he was vindictive, he had high self-esteem, he had the de- 
structive organ more than the combative, • — what had once 
provoked his wrath it became his instinct to sweep away. 
Therefore, though all his nerves were quivering, and hot 
tears were in his eyes, he approached Lenny with the stern- 
ness of a gladiator, and said between his teeth, which he set 
hard, choking back the sob of rage and pain, — 
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*‘You liave struck me — and you shall not stir from this 
ground till I liaTO made you repent it- Put up your hands, 
— defend yourself.” 

Lenny mechanically obeyed; and he had good need of the 
admonition; for if before he had had the advantage, now 
tliat Eandal had recovered the surprise to his nerves, the 
battle was not to the strong. 

Though Leslie had not been a fighting boy at Eton, still his 
temper had involved him in some conflicts when he was in the 
lower forms, and he had learned something of the art as well 
as the practice in pugilism, — an excellent thing too, I am 
barbarous enough to believe, and which I hope will never 
quite die out of our public schools. Ah, many a young dnke 
has been a better fellow for life from a fair set-to with a 
trader’s son; and many a trader’s son has learned to look 
a lord more manfully in the face on the hustings, from the 
recollection of the sound thrashing he once gave to some little 
Lord Leopold Dawdle. 

So Randal now brought his experience and art to bear; put 
aside those heavy roundabout blows, and darted in his own, 
quick and sharp, supplying to the natural feebleness of his 
arm the due momentum of pugilistic mechanics. Ay, and the 
arm, too, was no longer so feeble; for strange is the strength 
that comes from passion and pluck ! 

Poor Lenny, who had never fought before, was bewildered; 
his sensations grew so entangled that he could never recall 
them distinctly; he had a dim reminiscence of some breath- 
less impotent rush, of a sudden blindness followed by quick 
flashes of intolerable light, of a deadly faintness, from which 
he was roused by sharp pangs — here — there — everywhere; 
and then all he could remember was, that he was lying on the 
ground, huddled up and panting hard, while his adversary 
bent over him with a countenance as dark and livid as Lara 
himself might have bent over the fallen Otho. For Randal 
Leslie was not one who, by impulse and nature, subscribed 
to the noble English maxim, “Never hit a foe when he is 
down; ” and it cost him a strong, if brief, self-struggle not to 
set his heel on that prostrate form. It was the mind, not the 
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heart, that subdued the savage -within him, as muttering 
something inwardly — certainly not Christian forgiveness — 
the victor turned gloomily away. 


CHAPTER IV. 

Just at that precise moment, who should appear but Mr. 
Stirn! For, in fact, being extremely anxious to get Lenny 
into disgrace, he had hoped that he should have found the 
young villager had shirked the commission intrusted to him ; 
and the right-hand man had slily come back to see if that 
amiable expectation were realized. He now beheld Lenny 
rising with some difficulty, still panting hard, and with 
hysterical sounds akin to what is vulgarly called blubber- 
ing, his fine new waistcoat sprinkled with his own blood, 
which flowed from his nose, — nose that seemed to Lenny 
Fairfield’s feelings to be a nose no more, but a swollen, 
gigantic, mountainous Slawkenbergiau excrescence; in fact, 
he felt all nose! Turning aghast from this spectacle, Mr. 
Stirn surveyed, with no more respect than Lenny had mani- 
fested, the stranger hoy, who had again seated himself on the 
stocks (whether to recover his breath, or whether to show that 
his victory was consummated, aud that he was in his rights 
of possession). “Hollo,” said Mr. Stirn, “what is all this? 
What ’s the matter, Lenny, you blockhead? 

“He will sit there,” answered Lenny, in broken gasps, 
“and he has beat me because I would not let him; but I 
doesn’t mind that,” added the villager, trying hard to sup- 
press his tears, “ and I am ready again for -him — that I am.” 

“And what do you do lollopoping there on them blessed 
stocks?” 

“Looking at the landscape; out of my light, man! ” 

This tone instantly inspired Mr. Stirn with misgivings : it 
was a tone so disrespectful to him that he was seized with 
involuntary respect; who but a gentleman could speak so to 
Mr. Stirn? 
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''And may I ask who you be?” said Stirn, falteringly, and 
half inclined to touch his hat. “What’s your name, pray? 
What ’s your bizness? ” 

“My name is Kandal Leslie, and my business was to visit 
your master’s family, — that is, if you are, as I guess from 
your manner, Mr. Hazeldean’s ploughman!” 

So saying, Ilandal rose; and moving on a few paces, turned, 
and throwing half-a-crown on the road, said to Lenny, “Let 
that pay you for your bruises, and remember another time 
how you speak to a gentleman. As for you, fellow,” — and he 
pointed his scornful hand towards Mr. Stirn, who, with his 
mouth open, and his hat now fairly off, stood bowing to the 
earth, — “ as for you, give my compliments to Mr. Hazeldean, 
and say that when he does us the honour to visit us at Eood 
Hall, I trust that the inamiers of our villagers will make him 
ashamed of Hazeldean.” 

Oh, my poor Squire! Eood Hall ashamed of Hazeldean! 
If that message had been delivered to you, you would never 
have looked up again I 

With those bitter words, Eandal swung himself over the 
stile that led into the parson’s glebe, and left Lenny Eairfield 
still feeling his nose, and Mr. Stirn still bowing to the earth 


CHAPTEE V. 

Eandal Leslie had a very long walk home; he was bruised 
and sore from head to foot, and his mind was still more 
sore and more bruised than his body. But if Eandal Leslie 
had rested himself in the squire’s gardens, without walking 
backwards and indulging in speculations suggested by Marat, 
and warranted by my Lord Bacon, he would have passed a. 
most agreeable evening, and really availed himself of the 
squire’s wealth by going home in the squire’s carriage. But 
because he chose to take so intellectual a view of property, he 
tumbled into a ditch; because he tumbled into a ditch 
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spoiled his clothes; because he spoiled his clothes, he gave 
up his visit; because he gave up his visit, he got into the 
village green, and sat on the stocks with a hat that gave him 
the air of a fugitive from the treadmill ; because he sat on the 
stocks — with that hat, and a cross face under it — he had been 
forced into the most discreditable squabble with a clodhopper, 
and was now limping home, at war with gods and men; ergo 
(this is a moral that will bear repetition), — er^ro, when you 
walk in a rich man’s grounds, be contented to enjoy what 
is yours, namely, the prospect, — 1 dare say you will enjoy 
it more than he does! 


CHAPTER VI. 

If, in the simplicity of his heart and the crudity of his 
experience, Lenny Fairfield had conceived it probable that 
Mr. Stirn would address to him some words in approbation 
of his gallantry and in sympathy for his bruises, he soon 
found himself wofully mistaken. That truly great man, 
worthy prime minister of Hazeldean, might perhaps pardon 
a dereliction from his orders, if such dereliction proved 
advantageous to the interests of the service, or redounded 
to the credit of the chief; but he was inexorable to that worst 
of diplomatic offences, — an ill-timed, stupid, over-zealous 
obedience to orders, which, if it established the devotion of 
the em,]gloye, got the employer into what is popularly called 
a scrape I And though, by those unversed in the intricacies 
of the human heart, and unacquainted with the especial 
hearts of prime ministers and right-hand men, it might have 
seemed natural that Mr. Stirn, as he stood still, hat in hand, 
in the middle of the road, stung, humbled, and exasperated 
by the mortification he had received from the lips of Randal 
Leslie, would have felt that that young gentleman was the 
proper object of his resentment, yet such a breach of all tlie 
etiquette of diplomatic life as resentment towards a superior 
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power was the last idea that would have suggested itself to 
the profound intellect of the premier of Hazeldean. Still, as 
rage, like steam, must escape somewhere, Mr. Stirn, on feel- 
ing — as he afterwards expressed it to his wife — that his 
“buzzom was a burstin’,” turned with the natural instinct of 
self-preservation to the safety-valve provided for the explo- 
sion; and the vapours within him rushed into vent upon 
Lenny Fairfield. He clapped his hat on his head fiercely, 
and thus relieved his “buzzom.” 

“You young willain! you howdacious wiper! and so all 
this blessed Sabbath afternoon, when you ought to have been 
in church on your marrow-bones, a praying for your betters, 
you has been a fitting with a young gentleman, and a wisiter 
to your master, on the wery place of the parridge hiustitution 
that you was to guard and perfect; and a bloodying it all 
over, I declares, with your blaggard little nose ! ” Thus say- 
ing, and as if to mend the matter, Mr. Stirn aimed an addi- 
tional stroke at the offending member ; but Lenny’- mechanically 
putting up both arms to defend his face, Mr. Stirn struck his 
knuckles against the large brass buttons that adorned the cuff 
of the boy’s coat-sleeve, — an incident which considerably 
aggravated his indignation. And Lenny, whose spirit was 
fairly roused at what the narrowness of his education con- 
ceived to be a signal injustice, placing the trunk of the tree 
between Mr. Stirn and himself, began that task of self -justifi- 
cation which it was equally impolitic to conceive and impru- 
dent to execute, since, in such a case, to justify was to 
recriminate. 

“I wonder at you, Master Stirn, — if Mother could hear 
you! You know it was you who would not let me go to 
church ; it was you who told me to — ” 

“Fit a young gentleman, and break the Sabbath,” said Mr. 
Stirn, interrupting him with a withering sneer. “Oh, yes! 
I told you to disgrace his honour the squire, and me, and the 
parridge, and bring us all into trouble. But the squire told 
me to make an example, and I will!” With those words, 
quick as lightning flashed upon Mr. Stirn ’s mind the lumi- 
nous idea of setting Lenny in the very stocks which he had 
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too faithfully guarded. Eureka! the “example” was before 
him ! Here he could gratify his long grudge against the pat- 
tern boy; here, by such a selection of the very best lad in 
tlie parish, he could strike terror into the worst; here he 
could appease the offended dignity of Randal Leslie; here 
was a practical apology to the squire for the affront put upon 
his young visitor; here, too, there was prompt obedience to 
the squire’s own wish that the stocks should be provided as 
soon as possible with a tenant. Suiting the action to the 
thought, Mr. Stirn made a rapid plunge at his victim, caught 
him by the skirt of Ms jacket; and in a few seconds more, 
the jaws of the stocks had opened, and Lenny Fairfield was 
thrust therein, — a sad spectacle of the reverses of fortune. 
This done, and while the boy was too astounded, too stupe- 
fied, by the suddenness of the calamity, for the resistance he 
might otherwise have made, — nay, for more than a few 
inaudible words, — Mr. Stirn hurried from the spot, but not 
without first picking up and pocketing the half-crown designed 
for Lenny, and which, so great had been his first emotions, he 
had hitherto even almost forgotten. He then made his way 
towards the church, with the intention to place hiinsolf close 
by the door, catch the squire as he came out, whisper to him 
what had passed, and lead him, with the whole congregation 
at his heels, to gaze upon the sacrifice offered up to the joint 
powers of Nemesis and Themis. 


CHAPTER VII. 

TTnaffeotudly I say it — upon the honour of a gentleman, 
and the reputation of an author, — unaffectedly I say it, no 
words of mine can do justice to tlie sensations experienced by 
Lenny Fairfield, as he sat alone in that place of penance. He 
felt no more the physical pain of his binrises ; the anguish of 
his mind stifled and overbore all corporeal suffering, — an 
anguish as great as the childish breast is capable of holding. 
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For first and deepest of all, and earliest felt, was tlie burning 
sense of injustice. He had, it might be with erring judgment, 
but with all honesty, earnestness, and zeal, executed the com- 
mission entrusted to him ; he had stood forth manfully in dis- 
charge of his duty; he had fought for it, suffered for it, bled 
for it. Tliis was his reward! Now in Lenny’s mind there 
was [)re-ennuently that quality which distinguishes the Anglo- 
Saxon race, — the sense of justice. It was perhaps the strong- 
est })rinci])le in his moral constitution; and the principle had 
never lost its virgin bloom and freshness by any of the minor 
acts of oppression and iniquity which boys of higher birth 
often suffer from harsh parents, or in tyrannical schools. So 
that it was for the first time that that iron entered into his 
soul, and with it came its attendant feeling, — the wrathful, 
galling sense of impotence. He had been wronged, and he 
had no means to right himself. Then came another sensa- 
tion, if not so deep, yet more smarting and envenomed for the 
time, — shame 1 He, the good boy of all good boys ; he, the 
pattern of the school, and the pride of the parson; he, whom 
the squire, in sight of all his contemporaries, had often sin- 
gled out to slap on the back, and the grand squire’s lady to 
pat on the head, with a smiling gratulation on his young and 
fair repute; he, who had already learned so dearly to prize 
the sweets of an honourable name, — he to be made, as it 
were, in the twinkling of an eye, a mark for opprobrium, a 
butt of scorn, a jeer, and a byword! The streams of his life 
were poisoned at the fountain. And then came a tenderer 
thought of his mother! of the shock this would be to her, — 
she who had already begun to look up to him as her stay and 
support; he bowed his head, and the tears, long suppressed, 
rolled down. 

Then he wrestled and struggled, and strove to wrench his 
limbs from that hateful bondage, — for he heard steps ap- 
proaching. And he began to picture to himself the arrival 
of all the villagers from church, the sad gaze of the parson, 
the bent brow of the squire, the idle, ill-suppressed titter of 
all the bo3'-s, jealous of his unspotted character, — character 
of which the original whiteness could never, never he restored? 
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He would always be tlie boy who had sat in the stocks ! And 
the words uttered by the squire came back on his soul, like 
the voice of conscience in the ears of some doomed Macbeth : 
“A sad disgrace, Lenny, — you'll never be in such a quan- 
dary." “Quandary" — the word was unfamiliar to him; it 
must mean sometJiiug awfully discreditable. The poor boy 
could have prayed for the earth to swallow him. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

‘‘Kettles and frying-pans! what has us here?" cried the 
tinker. 

This time Mr. Sj^rott was without his donkey; for it being 
Sunday, it is presumed that the donkey was enjoying his Sab- 
bath on the common. The tinker was in his Sunday's best, 
clean and smart, about to take his lounge in the park. 

Lenny Fairfield made no answer to the appeal. 

“You in the wood, my baby! Well, that’s the last sight I 
should ha' thought to see. But we all lives to larn,” added 
the tinker, sententiously. “Who gave you them leggins? 
Can't you speak, lad?” 

“Nick Stirn.” 

“Nick Stirn! Ay, I’d ha’ ta’en my da vy on that: and 
cosvy?” 

“'Cause I did as he told me, and fought a boy as was tres- 
passing on these very stocks; and he beat me — but I don’t 
care for that ; and that boy was a young gentleman, and going 
to visit the squire; and so Nick Stirn — ” Lenny stopped 
short, choked by rage and humiliation. 

“Augh,” said the tinker, starting, “you fit with a young 
gentleman, did you? Sorry to hear you confess that, my lad! 
Sit there and be thankful you ha’ got off so cheap. ’T is salt 
and battery to fit with your betters, and a Lunnon justice o’ 
peace would have given you two months o’ the treadmill. 
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But vy should yon fit cos he trespassed on the stocks? It 
ben’t your natural side for fitting, I takes it.” 

Lenny murmured something not very distinguishable about 
serving the squire, and doing as he was bid. 

‘‘Oh, 1 sees, Lenny,” interrupted the tinker, in a tone of 
great oouteinpt, “jon be one of those who wmuld rayther 
’unt with the ’oimds than run with the ’are! Yon he’s the 
good pattern boy, and would peach agin your own border to 
curry favour with the grand folks. Fie, lad ! you be sarved 
right; stick by your border, then you ’ll be ’spected when you 
gets into trouble, and not be ’varsally ’spised, — as you ’ll be 
arter church-time! Veil, I can’t be seen ’sorting with you, 
now you are in this d’rogotary fix; it might hurt my e’r’acter, 
both with them as built the stocks and them as wants to puli 
’em down. Old kettles to mend! Vy, you makes me forgit 
the Sabbath! Sarvent, my lad, and wish you well out of it; 
’specks to your mother, and say we can deal for the pan and 
shovel all the same for your misfortin.” 

The tinker went his way. Lenny’s eye followed him with 
the sullenness of despair. The tinker, like all the tribe of 
human comforters, had only watered the brambles to invigorate 
the prick of the thorns. Yes, if Lenny had been caught break- 
ing the stocks, some at least would have pitied him; but to 
be incarcerated for defending them ! You might as well have 
expected that the widows and orphans of the Reign of Terror 
would have pitied Dr. Guillotin when he slid through the 
grooves of his own deadly machine. And even the tinker, 
itinerant, ragamuffin vagabond as he was, felt ashamed to be 
found with tlie pattern boy ! Lenny’s head sank again on his 
breast heavily, as if it had been of lead. Some few minutes 
thus passed, when the unhappy prisoner became aware of the 
presence of another spectator to his shame; he heard no step, 
but he saw a shadow thrown oyer the sward. He held his 
breath, and would not look up, with some vague idea that if 
he refused to see he might escape being seen. 
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CHAPTEB IX. 

Per Bacco!” said l)r. Eieeabocca, putting liis hand on 
Lenny’s shoulder, and bending down to look into his face, — 
^^per BacGo ! my young friend, do you sit here from choice or 
necessity?” 

Lenny slightly shuddered, and winced under the touch of 
one whom he had hitherto regarded with a sort of supersti- 
tious abhorrence. 

“1 fear,” resumed Eiccabocca, after waiting in vain for an 
answer to his question, “that though the situation is charm- 
ing, you did not select it yourself. What is this? ” — and the 
irony of the tone vanished — “what is this, my poor boy? 
You have been bleeding, and I see that those tears which you 
try to check come from a deep well. Tell me, povero fan- 
wi'io ” (the sweet Italian vowels, though Lenny did not 
understand them, sounded softly and soothingly), — “tell me, 
my child, how all this happened. Perhaps 1 can help you; 
we have all erred, — we should all help each other.” 

Lenny’s heart, that just before had seemed bound in brass, 
found itself a way as the Italian spoke thus kindly, and the 
tears rushed down; but he again stopped them, and gulped out 
sturdily, — 

“I have not done no wrong; it ben’t my fault, — and ’tis 
that which kills me!” concluded Lenny, with a burst of 
energy. 

“You have not done wrong? Then,” said the philosopher, 
drawing out his pocket-handkerchief with great composure, 
and spreading it on the ground, — “.then I may sit beside you. 
I could only stoop pityingly over sin, but I can lie down on 
equal terms with misfortune.” 

Lenny Fairfield did not quite comprehend the words, biit 
enough of their general meaning was apparent to make him 
cast a grateful glance on the Italian. Eiccaboeca resumed, as 
he adjusted the pocket-handkerchief, “I have a right to your 
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confidence, cliild, for I liave lieen alHicted in iny day; yet 
I too say with tlie;*, ‘I have not done wrong,’ Cos^ntto!” 
(and here the doctor seated himself deliberately, resting one 
arm on the side column of the stocks, in familiar contact with 
the ca])tive’s shoulder, wliile his eye wandered over the lovely 
scene around) — “ Cositetro ! my prison, if they had caught 
me, would not have had so fair a look-out as tiiis. But, to be 
sure, it is all one ; there are no ugly loves, and no handsome 
prisons.” 

With that sententious maxim, which, indeed, he uttered 
in his native Italian, Riccabocca turned round and renewed 
his soothing invitations to confidence. A friend in need is a 
friend indeed, even if he come in the guise of a Papist and 
wizard. All Lenny’s ancient dislike to the foreigner had 
gone, and he told him his little tale. 

Dr. Riccabocca was much too shrewd a man not to see 
exactly the motives which had induced Mr. Stirn to incar- 
cerate his agent (barring only that of personal grudge, to 
which Lenny’s account gave him no clew). That a man high 
in office should make a scapegoat of his own watch-dog for an 
unlucky snap, or even an indiscreet bark, was nothing strange 
to the wisdom of the student of Maeliiavelli. However, he 
set himself to the task of consolation with equal philosophy 
and tenderness. He began by reminding, or rather inform- 
ing, Leonard Fairfield of all the instances of illustrious men 
afflicted by the injustice of others that occurred to his own 
excellent memory. He told him how the great Epictetus, 
when in slavery, had a master whose favourite amusement 
was pinching his leg, which, as the amusement ended in 
breaking tliat limb, was worse than the stocks. He also told 
him the anecdote of Lenny’s own gallant countryman, Adnnral 
Byng, whose execution gave rise to Voltaire’s celebrated witti- 
cism, En Angleterre on the un admiral pour encourager les 
autres.”^ Many other ilhistrations, still more pertinent to 
the case in point, his erudition supplied from the stores of 
history. But on seeing that Lenny did not seem in the 

^ “In England they execute one admiral in order to encourage the 
others.” 
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slightest (Icgree consoled by these memorable examples, be 
sliifted his grcjuncl, and reducing his logic to the strict (.trgu~ 
mention nil rem, began to prove, first, that there was no dis- 
grace at all in Lenny’s present position, that every equitable 
person would recognize the tyranny of Stirn and the inno- 
cence of its victim 5 secondly, that if even here he were mis- 
taken, for public opinion was not always righteous, what was 
public opinion after all? — “A breath, a puff,” cried Dr. 
Eicoabocca, “a thing without matter, — without length, 
breadth, or substance, —a shadow, a goblin of our own 
creating. A man’s own conscience is his sole tribunal, and 
he should care no more for that phantom ‘ opinion ’ than he 
should fear meeting a ghost if he crossed the churchyard at 
dark.” 

Now, as Lenny did very much fear meeting a ghost if he 
crossed the churchyard at dark, the simile spoiled the argu- 
ment, and he shook his head very mournfully. Dr. Eicca- 
bocea was about to enter into a third course of reasoning, 
which) had it come to an end, would doubtless have settled 
the matter, and reconciled Lenny to sitting in the stocks till 
doomsday, when the captive, with the quick ear and eye of 
terror and calamity, became conscious that church was over, 
that the congregation in a few seconds more would be flocking 
tliitlierwards. He saw visionary hats and bonnets through 
the trees, which Eiccabocca saw not, despite all the excellence 
of his spectacles ; heard phantasmal rustlings and murmurings 
which Eiccabocca beard not, despite all that theoretical expe- 
rience in plots, stratagems, and treasons, which should have 
made the Italian’s ear as fine as a conspirator’s or a mole’s. 
And with another violent but vain effort at escape, the pris- 
oner exclaimed, — 

“ Oh, if I could but get out before they come! Let me out, 
let me out! Oh, kind sir, have pity, — let me out! ” 

‘^Liavolof” said the philosopher, startled, “I wonder that 
I never thought of that before. After all, I believe he has 
hit the right nail on the head,” and, looking close, he per- 
ceived that though the partition of wood had hitched firmly 
into a sort of spring-clasp, which defied Lenny’s unaided 
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struggles, still it was not locked (for, indeed, the padlock 
and key were snug in the justice-room of the squire, who 
never dreamed that his orders would he executed so literally 
and summarily as to disjjense with all formal appeal to him- 
self). As soon as Dr. Eiccabocca made that discovery, it 
occurred to him that all the wisdom of all the schools that 
ever existed caidt reconcile man or boy to a bad position — 
the moment there is a fair opportunity of letting him out of 
it. Accordingly, without more ado, he lifted up the creaking 
board, and Lenny Eairfield darted forth like a bird from a 
cage, halted a moment as if for breath, or in joyj and then, 
taking at once to his heels, fled, as a hare to its form, fast to 
his mother’s home. 

Dr. Eiccabocca dropped the yawning wood into its place, 
picked up his handkerchief and restored it to his pocket; and 
then, with some curiosity, began to examine the nature of that 
place of duress which had caused so much painful emotion to 
its rescued victim. “ Man is a very irrational animal at best,” 
quoth the sage, soliloquizing, “and is frightened by strange 
buggaboos! ’Tis but a piece of wood! how little it really 
injures ! And, after all, the holes are hut rests to the legs, 
and keep the feet out of the dirt. And this green bank to sit 
upon, under the shade of the elm-tree — verily the position 
must be more pleasant than otherwise I I ’ve a great mind — ” 
Here the doctor looked around, and seeing the coast still 
clear, the oddest notion imaginable took possession of him; 
yet, not indeed a notion so odd, considered philosophically, — 
for all philosophy is based on practical experiment, — and 
Dr. Eiccabocca felt an irresistible desire practically to expe- 
rience what manner of thing that punishment of the stocks 
really was. “I can but try! only for a moment,” said he 
apologetically to his own expostulating sense of dignity. “ I 
have time to do it, before any one comes.” He lifted up the 
partition again : but stocks are built on the true principle of 
English law, and don’t easily allow a man to criminate him- 
self, — it was hard to get into them without the help of a 
friend. However, as we before noticed, obstacles only whetted 
Dr. Eicoabocca’s invention. He looked round, and saw a 


1T6 


MY NOVEL; OR, 


witherexl bit of stick under the treej this he inserted in the 
division of the stocks, somewhat in the manner in which boys 
place a stick under a sieve for the purpose of ensnaring 
sparrows; the fatal wood thus propped, Dr. iUccabocca sat 
gravely down on the bank, and thrust his feet through the 
apertures. 

“Nothing in it!” cried he, triumphantly, after a moment’s 
deliberation. “ The evil is only in idea. Such is the boasted 
reason of mortals!” With: that reflection, nevertheless, he 
was about to withdraw his feet from their voluntary dilemma, 
when the crazy stick suddenly gave way and the partition fell 
back into its clasp. Dr. Eiceabocca was fairly caught, — 
“ Facilis descensus — sed revocare gradiim ! ” True, his hands 
were at liberty, but his legs were so long that, being thus 
fixed, they kept the hands from the rescue; and as Dr. Eicca- 
bocca’s form was by no means supple, and the twin parts of 
the wood stuck together with that firmness of adhesion which 
things newly painted possess, so, after some vain twists and 
contortions, in which he succeeded at length (not without a 
stretch of the sinews that made them crack again) in finding 
the clasp and breaking his nails thereon, the victim of his 
own rash experiment resigned himself to his fate. Dr. Eicoa- 
bocca was one of those men who never do things by halves. 
When I say he resigned himself, I mean not only Christian 
but philosophical resignation. The position was not quite so 
pleasant as, theoretically, he had deemed it; but he resolved 
to make himself as comfortable as he could. At first, as is 
natural in all troubles to men who have grown familiar with 
that odoriferous comforter which Sir Walter Ealeigh is said 
first to have bestowed upon the Caucasian races, the doctor 
made use of his hands to extract from his pocket his pip( 3 , 
match-box, and tobacco-pouch. After a few whiffs he would 
have been quite reconciled to his situation, but for the discov- 
ery that the sun had shifted its place in the heavens, and was 
no longer shaded from his face by the elm-tree. The doctor 
again looked round, and perceived that his red silk umbrella, 
which he had laid aside when he had seated himself by 
Lenny, was within arm’s reach.; Possessing himself of this 
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treasure, lie soon expanded its friendly folds. A-nri tlius, 
doubly fortified witbin and -witbout, under shade of tbe 
umbrella, and Ms pipe composedly between bis lips, Dr. 
Riccabocca gazed on bis own incarcerated legs, even with 
complacency. 

He wbo can despise all things, said be, in one of bis 
native proverbs, ‘“possesses all things! ’—'if one despises 
freedom, one is free! This seat is as soft as a sofa! lam 
not sure,” be resumed, soliloquizing, after a pause, — “I am 
not sure that there is not something more witty than manly 
and philosophical in that national proverb of mine which I 
quoted to the faneitdlo, ‘ that there are no handsome x)risons ’ ! 
Did not the son of that celebrated Frenchman, surnained Bms 
de Fer, write a book not only to prove that adversities are 
more necessary than prosperities, but that among all adver- 
sities a prison is the most pleasant and profitable?^ But is 
not this condition of mine, voluntarily and experimentally 
incurred, a type of my life? Is it the first time that I have 
thrust myself into a hobble? And if in a hobble of mine own 
choosing, why should I blame the gods? ” 

Upon this, Dr. Eiccabocca fell into a train of musing so 
remote from time and place, that in a few minutes he no more 
remembered that he was in the parish stocks than a lover 
remembers that flesh is grass, a miser that mammon is perish- 
able, a philosopher that wisdom is vanity. Dr. Eiccabocca 
was in the clouds. 


CHAPTEE X. 

Thr dullest dog that ever wrote a novel (and, entre nous, 
reader, — but let it go no further, — we have a good many 
dog.s among the fraternity that are not Munitos *) might have 
seen with half an eye that the parson’s discourse had pro- 

1 “ Entre tout, Tetat d’une prison est le plus donx, et le plus profitable 5" 

2 Munito was the name of a dog famous for liis learning (a Porsou of a 
flog) at the (late of my childhood. There are no such dogs nowadays. 
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dueed a very genial and Immanizing effect upon his audience. 
Wlieii all was over, and the congregation stood xip to let Mr. 
Hazeldean and his family walk first down the aisle (for that 
w^as the custom at Hazeldean), moistened eyes glanced at the 
squire’s sun-burned manly face, with a kindness that bespoke 
revived memory of many a generous benefit and ready service. 
The head might be wrong now and then, — the heart -was in 
the right place after all. And the lady leaning on his arm 
came in for a large share of that gracious good feeling. True, 
she now and then gave a little offence when the cottages were 
not so clean as she fancied they ought to be, — and poor folks 
don’t like a liberty taken with their houses any more than the 
rich do; true that she was not quite so popular with the 
women as the squire was, for, if the husband went too often 
to the ale-house, she always laid the fault on the wife, and 
said, “ No man would go out of doors for his comforts, if he 
had a smiling face and a clean hearth at his home; ” whereas 
the squire maintained the more gallant opinion that “ If Gill 
was a shrew, it was because Jack did not, as in duty bound, 
stop her mouth with a kiss ! ” Still, notwithstanding these 
more obnoxious notions on her part, and a certain awe inspired 
by the stiff silk gown and the handsome aquiline nose, it was 
impossible, especially in the softened tempers of that Sunday 
afternoon, not to associate the honest, comely, beaming coun- 
tenance -of Mrs. Hazeldean with comfortable recollections of 
soups, jellies, and wine in sickness, loaves and blankets in 
winter, cheering words and ready visits in every little dis- 
tress, and pretexts afforded by improvement in the grounds 
and gardens (improvements which, as the squire, whq pre- 
ferred productive labour, justly complained, “would never 
finish ”) for little timely jobs of work to some veteran grand- 
sire, who still liked to earn a penny, or some rudely urchin in 
a family that “came too fast.” Nor was Frank, as he walked 
a little behind, in the whitest of trousers and the stillest of 
neckcloths, — with a look of suppressed roguery in his bright 
"hazel eye, that contrasted his assumed stateliness of mien, — 
without his portion of the silent blessing. Not that he had 
done anything yet to deserve it; but we all give youth so large 
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a credit in the fiiture. As for Miss Jemima, her trifling 
foibles only rose from too soft and feminine a susceptibility, 
too ivy-like a yearning for some masculine oak whereon to 
entwine her tendrils; and so little confined to self was the 
natural lovingness of her disposition, that she had helped 
many a village lass to find a husband, by the bribe of a mar- 
riage gift from her own privy ynirse; notwithstanding the 
assurances with which she accompanied the marriage gift, — 
namely, that “ the bridegroom would turn out like the rest of 
his ungrateful sex; but that it was a comfort to think that it 
would be all one in the approaching crash ! ” So that she had 
her warm partisans, especially amongst the young; while the 
slim captain, on whose arm she rested her forefinger, was at 
least a civil-spoken gentleman, who had never done any harm, 
and who would doubtless do a deal of good if he belonged 
to the parish. Nay, even the fat footman who came last, 
with the family Frayer-book, bad his due share in the general 
association of neighbourly kindness between hall and hamlet. 
Few were there present to whom he had not extended 
the right-hand of fellowship with a full horn of October in 
the clasp of it; and he was a Hazeldean man, too, born 
and bred, as two-thirds of the squire’s household (now let- 
ting themselves out from their large pew under the gallery) 
were. 

On his part, too, you could see that the squire “was moved 
withal,” and a little humbled moreover. Instead of walking 
erect, and taking bow and courtesy as a matter of course, and 
of no meaning, he Imng his head somewhat, and there was a 
slight blush on his cheek; and as he glanced upward and 
round him — shyly, as it were — and his eye met those 
friendly looks, it returned them with an earnestness that 
had in it something touching as well as cordial, — an eye 
that said, as well as eye could say, “I don’t quite deserve it, 
I fear, neighbours ; but I thank you for your good-will with 
my whole heart.” And so readily was that glance of the eye 
understood, that I think, if that scene had taken place out of 
doors instead of in the church, there would have been a hurrah 
as the squire passed out of sight. 
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Scarcely liad Itfr. Hazeltlean got clear of the churchyard, 
ere Mr. Stirn was whispering in his ear. As Stirn wliis- 
pcred, the squire^s face grew long, and his colour rose. The 
congregation, now hocking out of the church, exchanged looks 
with each other ; that ominous coujimction between squire and 
man oliillcd back all tlie ehoets of the parson’s seraioii. The 
squire struck his cane violently into the ground. “ 1 would 
rather you had told me Black Bess had got the glanders. A 
young gentlemun, coining to visit my son, struck and insulted 
in Hazeldean; a young gentleman, — ’S death, sir, a relation 
• — his grandmother was a Hazeldeau. I do believe Jemima’s 
right, and the world ’s coming to an end ! But Leonard Fair- 
field in the stocks! What will the parson say? and after such 
a sermon! ‘ ilieh man, respect the poor!’ And the good 
widow too; and poor Mark, who almost died in my arms! 
Stirn, you have a heart of stone! You confounded, lawless, 
merciless miscreant, who the deuce gave you the right to 
imprison man or boy in my parisli of llazeldean without trial, 
sentence, or warrant? Run and let the boy out before any 
one sees him: run, or I shall — ” The squire elevated the 
cane, and his eyes shot fire. Mr. Stirn did not run, but he 
walked off very fast. The squire drew back a few paces, and 
again took his wife’s arm. “Just wait a bit for the parson, 
while I talk to the congregation. I want to stop ’em all, if I 
can, from going into the village; but how?” 

Frank heard, and replied readily, — 

“Grive ’em some beer, sir.” 

“Beer! on a Sunday! For shame, Frank!” cried Mrs. 
Hazeldean. 

“Hold your tongue, Harry. Thank you, Frank,” said the 
squire, and his brow grew as clear as the blue sky above him. 
I doubt if Riecaboeca could have got him out of his dilemma 
with the same ease as Fraaik had done. 

“ Halt there, my men, — lads and lasses too, — there, halt a 
bit. Mrs. Fairfield, do you hear? — halt. I think his reverence 
has given us a capital sermon. Go up to the Great House all 
of you, and drink a glass to his health. Frank, go with them, 
and tell Spruce to tap one of the casks kept for the hay- 
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makers, flarrv” (tins in a wliisper), “catch the parson, and 
tell him to e(.)me to me instantly.” 

‘“'My (hmr Ifazeldean, what has hai^pened? You are mad.” 
“'Doirt bother; do what I tell you.’" . 

“ But where is the parson to find you? ” 

“Where? gadzooks, Mrs. H., — at the stocks, to be sure! ” 


GHAPTEE XI. 

Dr. Eiucabocca, awakened out of his revery by the sound 
of footsteps, was still so little sensible of the indignity of his 
position, that he enjoyed exceedingly, and with all the malice 
of his natural humour, the astonishment and stupor manifested 
by Stiru, wlien that functionary beheld the extraordinary sub- 
stitutii which fate and philosopliy had found for Lenny Fair- 
field. Instead of the weeping, crushed, broken-hearted captive 
whom he had reluctantly come to deliver, he stared speechless 
and aghast upon the grotesque but tranquil figure of the doc- 
tor enjoying his pipe, and cooling himself under his umbrella, 
with a sang-froid that was truly appalling and diabolical. 
Indeed, considering that Stirn always suspected the Papisher 
of having had a hand in the whole of that black and midnight 
business, in which the stocks had been broken, bunged up, 
and consigned to perdition, and that the Papisher had the evil 
rejautation of dabbling in the Black Art, the hocus-pocus way 
in whicdi the Lenny he had incarcerated was transformed into 
the doctor be found, conjoined with the peculiarly strange 
eldricdi and .Mephistophelean physiognomy and person of 
Riceabocca, could not but strike a thrill of superstitious 
dismay into the breast of the parochial tyrant; while to his 
first confused and staramered exclamations and interroga- 
tories, Eiecabocca replied with so tragic an air, such ominous 
shakes of the head, such mysterious equivocating, long- 
worded sentences, that Stirn every moment felt more and 
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more convinced tliat the boy had sold himseli’ to tin? Powers 
of .Darkness, and that he himself, prematurely and in the 
flesh, stood face to face with the Aroh-Eiieniy. 

Mr, Stirn had not yet recovered his wonted intelligence, 
whicli, to do him justice, was usually prompt enough, when 
the S(piire, followed hard by the parson, arrived at tin; sj)ot. 
Indeed, Mrs. llazeldean’s report of the squire’s urgent mes- 
sage, disturbed manner, and most unparalleled invitation to 
the parishioners, had given wings to Parson .Dale’s ordinarily 
slow and sedate movements. And while the squire, sUa,ring 
Stirn’s amazement, beheld indeed a great pair of feet proj(;et- 
ing fro.in the stocks, and saw behind them the grave fae.e of 
Dr. Iliccahocea under the majestic shade of the umbrella, but 
not a vestige of the only being his mind could identify witli 
the tenancy of the stocks, Mr. Dale, catching him by the 
arm, and panting hard, exclaimed with a petulance he had 
never before been known to display, — except at the whist- 
table, — 

“Mr. Hazeldean, Mr, Hazeldean, I am scandalized, — I am 
shocked at you. I can bear a great deal fi’oiii you, sir, as I 
ought to do; but to ask my whole congregation, tlie moment 
after divine service, to go up and guzzle ale at the Hall, and 
drink my health, a,s if a clergyman’s sermon had been a 
speech at a cattle-fair! I am ashamed of you, and of the 
parish! What on earth has come to you all? ” 

“That’s the very question I wish to Heaven I could 
answer,” groaned the squire, quite mildly and pathetically, 
— “ What on earth has come to us a.11? Ask Stirn : ” (then 
bursting out) “Stirn, you infernal rascal, don't you hear? 
What on earth has come to us all?^’ 

“The Papisher is at the bottom of it, sir,” said Stirn, 
provoked out of all temper. “I does my duty, hut I is but a 
mortal man, arter all.” 

“A mortal fiddlestick! Where’s Leonard Fairfield, I 
say? ” 

knows best,” answered Stirn, retreating mechani- 
cally for safety’s sake behind the parson, and iioiufcing to 
Dr. Biccabocca. Hitherto, though both the squire and par- 
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son had indeed recognized the Italian, they had merely sup- 
posed him to be seated on the bank. It never entered into 
their heads that so respectable and dignified a man could by 
any possibility be an inmate, compelled or vohintary, of the 
parish stocks. No, not even though, as I before said, the 
scpiire had seen, just under his nose, a very long pair of soles 
inserted in the apertures, that sight had only confused and 
bewildered him, unaccompanied, as it ought to have been, 
with the trunk and face of Lenny Fairfield. Those soles 
seemed to him optical delusions, phantoms of the overheated 
brain; but now, catching hold of Stirn, while the parson in 
equal astonishment caught hold of him, the squire faltered 
out, “Well, this beats cock-fighting! The man’s as mad as 
a March hare, and has taken Br. Rickeybockey for Little 
Lenny!” 

“Perhaps,” said the doctor, breaking silence with a bland 
smile, and attempting an inclination of the head as courteous 
as his position would permit, — “perhaps, if it be quite the 
same to you, before you proceed to explanations, you will just 
help me out of the stocks.” 

The parson, despite his perplexity and anger, could not 
repress a smile, as he approached his learned friend, and bent 
down for the purpose of extricating him. 

“ Lord love your reverence, you ’d better not ! ” cried Mr, 
Stirn. “Don’t be tempted, — he only wants to get you into 
his claws, I would not go a near him for all the — ” 

The speech was interrupted by Dr. Eiccabocca himself, who 
now, thanks to the parson, had risen into his full height, and 
half a head taller than all present — even than the tall squire 
— approached Mr. Stirn, with a gracious wave of the hand, 
Mr. Stirn retreated rapidly towards the hedge, amidst the 
brambles of which he plunged himself incontinently. 

“I guess whom you take me for, Mr. Stirn,” said the 
Italian, lifting his hat with his characteristic politeness. 
“It is certainly a great honour; but you will know better 
one of these days, when the gentleman in question admits 
you to a personal interview in another — and a hotter-^ 
world,” 
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CHAPTER XII. 

“But liow on earth did you get into my new stocks?’’ 
asked the squire, scratching his head. 

“'My dear sir, Pliny the elder got into the crater of Mount 
Etna.” 

“ Bid he, and what for? ” 

“To try what it was like, I suppose,” answered liiccabocca. 

The squire burst out a laughing. 

“ And so you got into the stocks to try what it was like. 
Well, I can’t wonder, — it is a very handsome pair of stocks,” 
continued the squire, with a loving look at the object of his 
praise. “Nobody need be ashamed of being seen in those 
stocks, — I should not mind it myself.” 

“We had better move on,” said the parson, dryly, “or we 
shall have the whole village here presently, gazing on the 
lord of the manor in the same predicament as that from which 
we have just extricated the doctor. Now, pray, what is tlie 
matter with Lenny Fairfield? I can’t understand a word of 
what has passed. You don’t mean to say that good Ijcnny 
Fairfield (who was absent from church, by the by) can have 
done anything to get into disgrace?” 

“Yes, he has though,” cried the squire. “Stirn, I say, 
tStirn! ” But Stirn had forced his way through the hedges and 
vanished. Thus left to his own powers of narrative at s('cond- 
haud, Mr. Hazeldean now told all he had to co,imiiuriif'.;ite, — 
the assault upon Randal Leslie, and the proinpt piiuishnumt 
inflicted by Stirn; his own indignation at the affront to his 
young kinsman, and his good-natured merciful desire to save 
the culprit from, public humiliation. 

The parson, mollified towards the rude and hasty invention 
of the beer -drinking, took tlie squire by the hand. “Ah, Mr. 
Hazeldean, forgive me,” he said repentantly; “1 ought to 
have known at once that it wais only some ebullition o:f your 
heart that could stifle your sense of decorum. But this is a 
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sad story about Lenny brawling and fig'liting on the Sabbath- 
day. So unlike him, too. I don’t know what to make of it.” 

‘'‘Like or unlike,” said the squire, “it has been a gross 
insult to young Leslie, and looks all the worse because I and 
Audley are not just the best friends in the world. I can’t 
think what it is,” continued Mr. Hazeldean, musingly; “but 
it seems that there must be always some assotdatioii of fight- 
ing connected with that prim half-brother of mine. There 
was I, son of his own mother, — who might have been shot 
through the lungs, only the ball lodged in the shoulder ! and 
now his wife’s kinsman — my kinsman, too — grandmother a 
Hazeldean, — a hard-reading, sober lad, as I am given to 
understand, can’t set his foot into the quietest parish in the 
three kingdoms, but what the mildest boy that ever was seen 
makes a rush at him like a mad bull. It is fatality! ” 
cried the squire, solemnly. 

“Ancient legend records similar instances of fatality in 
certain honses,” observed Hiccabocoa. “There was the 
Rouse of Pelops, and Polyiiices and Eteocles, the sons of 
(Edipiis.” 

“Pshaw!” said the parson; “but what ’s to be done?” 

“Done?” said the squire; “why, reparation must he made 
to young Leslie, And though I wished to spare Lenny, the 
young ruffian, a public disgrace — for your sake, Parsou Dale, 
and Mrs. Fairfield’s — yet a good caning in private — ” 

“Stop, sir!” said liiccabocca, mildly, “and hear me.” The 
Italian then, with much feeling and considerable tact, pleaded 
the cause of Ids protege, and explained how Lenny’s error 
arose only from mistaken zeal for the squire’s service, and in 
the execution of the orders received from Mr. Stirn. 

“That alters the matter,” said the squire, softened; “and 
fill that is necessary now will be for him to make a proper 
apology to my kinsman.” 

“Yes, that is just,” re-joined the piarson; “hut I still don’t 
learn how ho got out of the stocks.” 

Piccabocca, then resumed his tale; and, after confessing 
his own principal share in Lenny’s escape, drew a moving 
picture of the boy’s shame and honest mortification. “Let us# 
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march against Philip! ” cried the Athenians when they heard 
Beniosthenes — 

“Let us go at once and comfort the cliild!” cried the 
parson, before Eiccabocca could finish. 

With, that benevolent intention all three quickened their 
pace, and soon arrived at the widow’s cottage. But Lenny 
had caught sight of their approach through the window; and 
not doubting that, in spite of Iticcabocea’s intercession, the 
parson was come to upbraid and the squire to re-iinprison, he 
daated out by the back way, got amongst tlie woods, and lay 
there ji&rdu all the evening. Nay, it was not till after dark 
that his mother — who sat wringing her hands in the little 
kitchen, and trying in vain to listen to the parson and Mrs. 
Bale, who (after sending in search of the fugitive) had kindly 
come to console the mother — heard a timid knock at the door 
and a nervous fumble at the latch. She started up, opened 
the door, and Lenny sprang to her bosom, and there buried 
his face, sobbing aloud, 

“No harm, my boy,” said the parson, tenderly; “you have 
nothing to fear, — all is explained and forgiven.” 

Lenny looked up, and the veins on his forehead were much 
swollen. “Sir,” said he, sturdily, “I don’t want to be. for- 
given, —I ain’t done no wrong. And — I’ve, been disgraced 
— and I won’t go to school, never no more.” 

“Hush, Carry!” said the parson to his wife, who with, the 
usual liveliness of her little temper, was about to expostulate. 
“Good-night, Mrs. Fairfield. I shall come and talk to you 
to-morrow, Lenny; by that time j'^ou will think better of it.” 

The parson then conducted his wife home, and wont up to 
the Hall to report Lenny’s safe return; for the squire was 
very uneasy about him, and had even in person shared the 
searcdi. As soon as he heard Lenny was safe — “Well,” said 
the squire, “ let him go the first thing in the morning to Eood 
Hall, to ask Master Leslie’s pardon, and all will be right and 
smooth again.” 

“A young villain! ” cried Frank, with his cheeks the colour 
of scarlet; “to strike a gentleman and an Etonian, who had 
just -been to call on me ! But I wonder Eandal let him off so 
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well, — any other boy in the sixth form would have killed 
Mm!” 

“Frank,” said the parson, sternly, “if we all had our 
deserts, what should be done to him who not only lets the 
sun go down on his own wrath, but strives with uncharitable- 
breath to fan the dying embers of another’s?” 

The clergjaiian here turned away from Frank, who bit his 
lip, and seemed abashed, while even his mother said not a word 
ill his exculpation ; for when the parson did reprove in that 
stern tone, the majesty of the Hall stood awed before the 
rebuke of the Church. Catching Kiccabocca’s inquisitive 
eye, Mr. Bale drew aside the philosopher, and whispered to 
him his fears that it would be a very hard matter to induce 
Lenny to beg liandal Leslie’s pardon, and that the proud 
stomach of the pattern-boy would not digest the stocks with 
as much ease as a long regimen of philosophy had enabled the 
sage to do. This conference Miss Jemima soon interrupted 
by a direct appeal to the doctor respecting the number of years 
(even without any previous and more violent incident) that 
the world could possibly withstand its own wear and tear. 

“Ma’am,” said the doctor, reluctantly summoned away to 
look at a passage in some prophetic periodical upon that inter- 
esting subject, — “ma’am, it is very hard that you should 
make one remember the end of the world, since, in con- 
versing with you, one’s natural temptation is to forget its 
existence.” 

Miss Jemima’s cheeks were suffused with a deeper scarlet 
than Frank’s had been a few minutes before. Certainly that 
deceitful, heartless compliment justified all her contempt for 
the male sex; and yet — ^^such is human blindness — it went 
far to redeem all mankind in her credulous and too confiding 
soul. 

“He is about to propose,” sighed Miss Jemima. 

“(xiacomo,” said Bicoaboeca, as he drew on his nightcap, 
and stepped majestically into the four-posted bed, “I think 
we shall get that boy for the garden now! ” 

Thus each spurred his hobby, or drove her car, round the 
Hazeldean whirligig. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

Whatever may be the ultimate success of Miss Jemima 
Hazeldean’s designs upon Dr. Riccaboccaj the Machiavellian 
sagacity with which the Italian had countc'd upon securing 
the services of Lenny Fairfield was speedily and triumphantly 
established by the result. Ho voice of the parson’s, charmed 
he ever so wisely, could persuade the peasant-boy to go and 
ask pardon of the young gentleman, to whom, because he had 
done as he was bid, he owed an agonizing defeat and a shame- 
ful incarceration; and, to Mrs. Dale’s vexation, the widow 
took the boy’s part. She was deeply offended at the unjust 
disgrace Lenny had undergone in being put in the stocks ; she 
shared his pride, and openly approved his spirit. Nor was it 
without great difficulty that Lenny could be induced to resume 
his lessons at school, — nay, even to set foot beyond the pre- 
cincts of his mother’s holding. The point of tlie school at 
last he yielded, though sullenly; and the parson tlmught it 
better to temporize as to the more unpalatable demand. Un- 
luckily, Lenny’s apprehensions of the mockery that awaited 
him in the merciless world of his village were realized. 
Though Stirn at first kept his own counsel the tiidcor blabbed 
the whole affair. And after the search instituted for Lenny 
on the fatal night, Jill attempt to hu.sh up what had passed 
would have been impossible. So then Stirn told his story, as 
the tinker had told his own; both tales were very unfavoura- 
ble to Leonard Fairfield. The pattern-boy had broken tlie 
Sabbath, fought with Ids betters, and been well mauled 
into the bargain; the village lad had sided with Stirn and 
the authorities in spying out the misdemeanours of his e([uals : 
therefore Leonard Fairfield, in both capacities of degraded 
pattern-boy and baffled spy, could expect no mercy, — he was 
ridiculed in the one, and hated in the other. 
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It is true that, in the presence of the schoolmaster and 
under the eye of Mr. Dale, no one openly gave vent to malig- 
nant feelings; but the moment those checks were removed, 
popular persecution began. 

Some pointed and mowed at him, some cursed him for a 
sneak, and all shunned his society; voices were heard in the 
hedgerows, as he passed through the village at duslv, “ Who 
was put into the stocks? — baa! ” “Who got a bloody nob for 
playing spy to Nick Stirn? — baa! ” To resist this species of 
aggression would have been a vain attempt for a wiser head 
and a colder temper than our poor pattern -boy’s. He took 
his resolution at once, and his mother approved it; and the 
second or third day after Dr. Hiccabocca’s return to the 
Casino, Lenny Fairfield presented himself on the terrace with 
a little bundle in his hand. “Please, sir,” said he to the 
doctor, who was sitting cross-legged on the balustrade, with 
his red silk umbrella over his head, — “please, sir, if you’ll 
be good enough to take me now, and give me any hole to 
sleep in, I’ll work for your honour night and day; and as for 
wages, Mother says, ‘just suit yourself, sir.’” 

“My child,” said the doctor, taking Lenny by the hand, 
and looking at him with the sagacious eye of a wizard, “I 
knew you would come! and Giacomo is already prepared for 
you! As to wages, we ’ll talk of them by and by.” 

Lenny being thus settled, his mother looked for some 
evenings on the vacant chair, where he had so long sat in 
the place of her beloved Mark; and the chair seemed so com- 
fortless and desolate, thus left all to itself, that she could 
bear it no longer. 

Indeed the village had grown as distasteful to her as to 
Lenny, — perhaps more so ; and one morning she hailed the 
steward as he was trotting his hog-maned cob beside the door, 
and bade him tell the squire that “she would take it very 
kind if he would let her off the six months’ notice for the 
land and premises she held; there were plenty to step into 
the place at a much better rent.” 

“You ’re a fool,” said the good-natured steward; “and I ’m 
very glad you did not speak to that fellow Stirn instead of to 


190 


MY NOVEL; OK, 


me. You 've been doing extremely well here; and have the 
place, I may say, for nothing.” 

“Nothin’ as to rent, sir, but a great deal as to feelin’,” said 
the widow. “And now Lenny has gone to work witli the 
foreign gentleman, 1 should like to go and live near bim.” 

“ Ah, yes, I heard Lenny had taken himself off to the Casino, 
— more fool he; but, bless your heart, ’tis no dista,nce, — 
two miles or so. Can’t he come home every niglit after 
work?” 

“No, sir,” exclaimed the widow, almost fiercely; “lie 
sha’n’t come home here, to be called bad names and jeered 
at ! — he whom my dead good man was so fond and proud of. 
No, sir; we poor folks have our feelings, as I said to M'rs. 
Bale, and as I will say to the squire hisself. Not that I 
don’t thank him for all favours, — he be a good gentleman if 
let alone; but he says he won’t come near us till Lenny goes 
and axes pardin. Pardin for what, I should like to know? 
Poor lamb! I wish you could ha’ seen his nose, sir, — as big 
as your two fists. Ax pardin I if the squire had had such, a 
nose as that, I don’t think it ’s pardin he ’d been ha’ axing. 
But I let the passion get the better of me, — I humbly beg 
you ’ll excuse it, sir. I ’m no schollard, as poor Mark was, 
and Lenny would have been, if the Lord liad not visited us 
otlierways. Therefore just get the sipiire to let me go as soon 
as may he; and as for the hit o’ hay and what’s on the 
grounds and orchard, the new comer will no doubt settle 
that.” 

The steward, finding no eloquence of his could induce the 
widow to relimpiish her resolution, took her message to the 
squire. M'.r. Hazeldean, who was indeed really offended a,t 
the boy’s obstinate refusal to make the amende honornhU to 
■Randal Leslie, at first only bestowed a hearty curse or two ou 
the pride and ingratitude both of mothc.r and son. It may- 
be supposed, however, that his second thoughts were inoro 
gentle, since that evening, though he did not go himself to 
the widow, he sent his “Harry.” Now, though Harry was 
sometimes austere and brusque enough on her own account, 
and in sxich business as might especially he transacted he- 
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tween herself and. the cottagers, yet she never appeared as tlie 
<lelegate of her lord except in the caj)acity of a herald of peace 
and mediating angel. It was with good heart, too, that she 
undertook this mission, since, as we have seen, both mother 
and son were great favourites of hers. She entered the cot- 
tage with the friendliest beam in her bright blue eye, and it 
was with the softest tone of her frank cordial voice that she 
accosted the widow. P>iit she was no more successful than 
the steward luul been. Tlie truth is, that I don’t believe the 
haughtiest duke in the three kingdoms is really so proud as 
your plain English rural peasant, nor half so hard to propi- 
tiate and deal with when his sense of dignity is ruffled. Nor 
are there many of my own literary brethren (thin-skinned 
creatures though we are) so sensitively alive to the Public 
Opinion, wisely despised by Dr. Iliccabooca, as that same 
peasant. He can endure a good deal of contumely some- 
times, it is true, from his superiors (though, thank Heaven! 
that he rarely meets with unjustly) ; but to be looked down 
upon and mocked and pointed at by his own equals — his own ' 
little world — cuts him to the soul. And if you can succeed 
in breaking this pride and destroying this sensitiveness, then 
he is a lost being. He can never recover his self-esteem, and 
you have clmcked him half-way — a stolid, inert, sullen vic- 
tim — to the perdition of the prison or the convict-ship. 

Of this stuff was the nature both of the widow and her son. 
Had the honey of Plato flowed from the tongue of Mrs. Hazel- 
dean, it could not liave turned into sweetness the bitter spirit 
upon which it descended. But Mrs. Hazeldoan, though an 
excellont woman, was rather a bluff, plain-spoken one; and 
after all she had some little feeling for the son of a gentle- 
ma,n, and a decayed, fallen gentleman, who, even by Lenny’s 
a,cc(mnt,ha.d been assailed without any intelligible provocation ; 
nor could she, with her strong common-sense, attach all the 
importance which Mrs. Fairfield did to the nnmannerly imjaer- 
tiiience of a few young cubs, which she said truly, “would 
soon die away if no notice was taken of it.” The wido^v’s 
mind was made up, and Mrs. Hazeldean departed, — with 
much chagrin and some displeasure. 
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Mrs. Fairfield, however, tacitly understood that the request 
she had made was granted, and early one morning her door 
was found locked, the key left at a neighbour’s to be given to 
the steward ; and, on further inquiry, it was ascertained that 
her furniture and effects had been removed by the errand eart 
in the dead of the night. Lenny had succeeded in Hading a 
cottage on the road-side, not far from the Casino; and tin ire, 
with a joyous face, he waited to welcome his mother to break- 
fast, and show how he had spent the night in arranging her 
furniture, 

"Parson!” cried the squire, when all this news came upon 
him, as he was walking arm in arm with Mr, Dale to inspect 
some proposed improvement in the Almshouse, “this is all 
your fault. Why did you not go and talk to that brute of a 
boy and that dolt of a woman? You’ve got ‘soft sawder 
enough,’ as Frank calls it in his new-fashioned slang.” 

“ As if I had not talked myself hoarse to both ! ” said the 
parson, in a tone of reproachful surjudse at tlie accusation, 
“But it was in vain! 0 Squire, if you had taken my advice 
about the stocks, — ‘ quieta non movere ’ ! ” 

“Bother! ” said the squire. “I suppose I am to be held up 
as a tyrant, a Nero, a Richard the Third, or a Grand Inquisi- 
tor, merely for having things smart and tidy! Stocks indeed! 
Your friend Eickeybockey said lui was never more comforta- 
ble in his life, — quite enjoyed sitting there. And what did 
not hurt Eickeybockey’s dignity (a very gentlemanlike man 
he is, when he pleases) ought to be no such grtait matter to 
Master Leonard Fairfield. But ’t is no use talking! What ’s 
to be done now? The woman must not starve; and I ’lu sure 
she can’t live out of Rickeybookey’s wages to Lenny, — by 
the way, I hope he don’t board the boy upon his and 
Jackeymo’s leavings: I hear they dine upon newts and 
sticklebacks, faugh! I ’ll tell you what, Parson, now I 
think of it, at the back of the <5ottage which she has taken 
there are some fields of capital land just vacant. Rickey- 
boekey wants to have ’em, and sounded me as to the rent 
when he was at the Hall. I only half promised him the 
refusal. And he must give up four or five acres of the best 
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land round thti cottage to felie widow— just enougli for her to 
manage — and she can keep a dairy. If she want capital, 
I ’ll lend her some in your name, — only don’t tell Stirn; and 
as for the rent — we ’ll talk of that when we see how she gets 
on, thankless, obstinate jade that she is! You see,” added the 
squire, a,s if he felt there was some apology due for this gen- 
erosity to an object whom he professed to consider so ungrate- 
ful, “her husV)and was a faithful servant, and so — I wish you 
would not stand there staring me out of countenance, but go 
down to the woman at once, or Stirn will have let the land to 
Bickeybockey, as sure as a gun. And hark ye. Dale, perhaps 
you can contrive, if the woman is so cursedly stiffbacked, not 
to say the land is mine, or that it is any favour I want to do 
her — or, in short, manage it as you can for the best.” Still 
even this charitable message failed. The widow knew that 
the land was the squire’s, and worth a good £3 an acre. 
“ She thanked him humbly for that and all favours ; but she 
could not afford to buy cows, and she did not wish to be 
beholden to any one for her living. And Lenny was well off 
at Mr. Bickeybockey ’s, and coming on wonderfully in the 
garden way, and she did not doubt she could get some wash- 
ing; at all events, her haystack would bring in a good bit of 
money, and she should do nicely, thank their honours. ” 
Nothing further could be done in the direct way, hut the 
remark about the washing suggested some mode of indirectly 
benefiting the widow; and a little time afterwards, the sole 
laundress in that immediate neighbourhood happening to die, 
a hint from the squire obtained from the landlady of the inn 
opposite the Casino such custom as she had to bestow, which 
ot times was not inconsiderable. And what with Lenny’s 
wages (whatever that mysterious item might be), the mother 
and son contrived to live without exhibiting any of those 
physical signs of fast and abstinence which Biccabocca and 
his valet gratuitously afforded to the student in animal 
anatomy. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Of all the wares and commodities in exchange and barter, 
wherein so mainly consists the civilization of our modern 
world, there is not one which is so carefully weighed, so 
accurately measured, so plumbed and gauged, so doled and 
scraped, so poured out in minima and balanced with scruples, 
— > as that necessary of social commerce called “an apology’’! 
If the chemists were half so careful in vending their poisons, 
there would be a notable diminution in the yearly average of 
victims to arsenic and oxalic acid. But, alas ! in the matter 
of apology, it is not from the excess of the dose, but the 
timid, niggardly, miserly manner in which it is dispensed, 
that poor Humanity is hurried off to the Styx! How many 
times does a life depend on the exact proportions of an apol- 
ogy ! Is it a hairbreadth too short to cover the scratch for 
which you want it? Make your will, — you are a dead man! 
A life do I say? — a hecatomb of lives! How many wars 
would have been prevented, how many thrones would be 
standing, dynasties flourishing, commonwealths brtawling 
round a hema, or fitting out galleys for corn and cotton, 
if an inch or two more of apology had been added to the 
proffered ell! But then that plaguy, jealous, suspicious, old 
vinegar-faced Honour, and her partner Pride — as penny-wise 
and pound-foolish a she-skinflint as herself — have the mon- 
opoly of the article. And what with the time they lose in 
adjusting their spectacles, hunting in the precise slielf for the 
precise quality demanded, then (quality found) the haggling as 
to quantum, — considering whether it should be Apothec.ary’s 
weight or Avoirdupois, or English measure or Elemish, — and, 
finally, the hullabuloo they make if the customer is not per- 
fectly satisfied with the monstrous little he gets for his 
money, I don’t wonder, for my part, how one loses tem])er 
and patience, and sends Pride, Honour, and Apology all to 
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tlie devil. Aristoplianes, in Ids comedy of “Peace,” insin- 
uates a beautiful allegory by only, suffering that goddess, 
tbougli in fact she is his heroine, to appear as a mute. She 
takes care never to open her lips. The shrewd Greek knew 
very well that she would cease to be Peace, if she once began 
to chatter. Wherefore, 0 reader, if ever you find your j)ump 
under the iron heel of another man’s boot, Heaven grant that 
you may lioid your tongue, and not make thing.s past all endur- 
ance and forgiveness by bawling out for an apology! 


CHAPTER XV. 

Bxtt the squire and his son, Prank, were large-hearted 
generous creatures in the article of apology, as in all things 
less skimpingiy dealt out. And seeing that ^Leonard Fairfield 
would offer no plaster to Randal Leslie, they made amends 
for his stinginess by their own prodigality. The squire 
accompanied his son to Rood Hall, and none of the family 
choosing to be at home, the squire in his own hand, and from 
his own head, indited and composed an epistle which might 
have .satisfied all the wounds which the dignity of the Leslies 
had ever received. 

Idiis letter of apology ended with a hearty request that 
Randal would come and spend a few days with his son. 
Frank’s epistle was to the same purport, only more Etonian 
and less legible. 

.ft was some days before Randa.l’s replies to these epistles 
were received. The replies bore the address of a village near 
London, and stated that the writer was now reading with a 
tutor preparatory to entrance to Oxford, and could not, there- 
fore, accept the invitation extended to him. 

For the rest, Randal expressed himself with good sense, 
though not with much generosity. He excused his participa- 
tion in the vulgarity of such a conflict by a bitter hut short 
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allusion to tlie obstinacy and ignorance of tbe village boor; 
and did not do wbat yon, my kind reader, certainly would 
have done under similar circumstances, — namely, intercede 
in behalf of a brave and unfortunate antagonist. Most of us 
like a foe better after we have fought him, — that is, if we are 
the conquering party; this was not the case with Eandal 
Leslie, There, so far as the Etonian was concerned, the 
matter rested. And the squire, irritated tliat ho could not 
repair whatever wrong that young gentleman had sustained, 
no longer felt a pang of regret as he passed by Mrs. Fairfield^s 
deserted cottage. 


CHAPTER XVI. 

Lenny Eaibpield continued to give great satisfaction to 
his new employers, and to profit in many respects by tlie 
familiar kindness with which he was treated. Riccahooca, 
who valued himself on penetrating into character, had frmn 
the first seen that much stuff of no common quality and tex- 
ture was to he found in the disposition and mind of tlie 
English village boy. On further acquaintance, he perceived 
that, under a chihPs innoctmt simplicity, tliere were the 
workings of an acuteness that required hut development 
and direction. He ascertained that the pattern-hoy’s pro- 
gress at the village school proceeded from something more 
than mechanical docility and readiness of comprehension. 
Lenny had a keen thirst for knowledge, and through all the 
disadvantages of birth and circumstance, there were the indi- 
cations of that natural genius which converts disadvantages 
themselves into stimulants. Still, with the germs of good 
qualities lay the embryos of those which, difficult to septi- 
rate, and hard to destroy, often mar the produoe of the soil. 
With a remarkable and generous pride in self-repute, tlnum 
was some stubhoriniess; with great sensibility to kindness, 
there was also strong reluctance to forgive afeont. 
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This mixed nature in an uncultivated peasant's breast 
interested Eiccabocca, who, though long secluded from the 
comniorce of mankind, still looked upon man as the most 
vari(.)us and entertaining volume which philosophical research 
can explore. He soon accustomed the boy to the tone of a 
conversation geiKjrally subtle and suggestive; and Lenny’s 
language and ideas became insensibly less rustic and more 
reiined. Then Riccabocca selected from his library, small as 
it was, books that, though elementary, were of a higher east 
than Lenny could have found within his reach at Hazeldeau. 
Riccabocca knew the English language well, — better in gram- 
mar, construction, and genius than many a not ill-educated 
Englishman; for he had studied it with the minuteness with 
which a scholar studies a dead language, and amidst his col- 
lection he had many of the books which had formerly served 
him for that purpose. These were the first works he lent to 
Lenny. Meanwhile Jackeymo imparted to the boy many 
secrets in practical gardening and minute husbandry, for at 
that day farming in England (some favoured counties and 
estates excepted) wa,s far below the nicety to which the art 
has been immeinorially carried in the north of Italy, — where, 
indeed, yon may travel for miles and miles as through a series 
of market-gardens ; so that, all these things considered, Leon- 
ard Fairfield might be said to have made a change for the 
better. Yet, in truth, and looking below the surface, that 
might be fair matter of doubt. For the same reason which 
had induced the boy to fly his native village, he no longer 
repaired to the church of Hazeldean. The old intimate inter- 
course between him, and the parson became necessarily sus- 
pended, or Ixmnded to an occasional kindly visit from the 
latter, — visits which grew more rare and less familiar, as he 
found his former pupil in no want of his services, and wholly 
deaf to his mild entreaties to forget and forgive the past, and 
come at least to his old seat in the parish church. Lenny 
still went to church, —a church a long way off in another 
parish, — but the sermons did not do him the same good as 
Parson Dale’s had done; and the clergyman, who had his own 
flock to attend to, did not condescend, as Parson Dale would 
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liave done, to explain what seemed obscure, and enforce 
what was prolitable, in private talk, with that stray lamb 
from another’s fold. 

Now I question much if all Dr. Kiccaboc.ca’s maxims, 
though they were often very moral and generally very wis(\, 
served to expand the peasant boy’s native good (piiilities, iMid 
correct his Ixul, half so well as the few sim])le Avords, not at 
all indebted to Machiavelli, which Leonard had once rcnan.'- 
ently listened to vdien he stood by Mark’s elbow-cliair, yieldotl 
up for the moment to the good parson, worthy to sit in it; for 
Mr. Dale had a heart in which all the fatherless of the parish, 
found their place. Nor was this loss of tender, intimate, 
spiritual lore so counterbalanced by the greater facilities for 
purely intellectual instruction as modern enlightenment might 
presume. Dor, without disputing the advantage of knowledge 
in a general way, knowledge, in itself, is not friendly to con- 
tent. Its tendency, of course, is to increase the desires, to 
dissatisfy us with what is, in order to urge progress to what 
may be ; and in that progress, what unnoticed martyrs amcmg 
the many must fall baffled and crushed by the way ! To how 
large a number will be given desires they will never reali/.e, 
dissatisfaction of the lot from which they will never rise! 
Allom 1 one is viewing the dark side of the question. It is all 
the fault of that confounded Eiccabocca, wlio has already caused 
Lenny Dairfield to lean gloomily on his spade, and, after look- 
ing round and seeing no one near him, grotui out querulously, — 

“And am I born to dig a potato ground?” 

Pardim, my friend Lenny, if you live to be seventy, and 
ride in your carriage, and by the help of a dinner-jiill dig(\st 
a spoonful of curry, you may sigh to think what a relish there 
vms in potatoes, roasted in ashes after you had digged them 
out of that ground with, your own stout young hands. Dig 
on, Lenny Dairfield, dig on! Dr. Eiocaboeca will tell you 
that there was once an illustrious personage ^ who made (',xp(i- 
rience of two very different occupations, — one Avas ruling 
men, the other was planting cabbages; he thought planting 
cabbages much the pleasanter of the two! 

1 The Emperor Diocletian. 



Bb. Riocabogoa had secured Lenny Fairfieldj and miglit 
theretbre be considered to have ridden his hobby in the gixuit 
whirligig with adroitness and success. But Miss Jemima 
was still driving round in her car, handling the reins, and 
flourishing the whip, without apparently having got an inch 
nearer to the flying form of Br. Kiecabocca. 

Indeed, that excellent and only too susceptible spinster, 
with all her experience of the villany of man, had never con- 
ceived the wretch to be so thoroughly beyond the reach of 
redemption as when Br. Riceabocca took his leave, and once 
more interred himself amidst the solitudes of the Casino, and 
without having made any formal renmiciation of his criminal 
celibacy. For some days she shut herself up in her own 
chamber, and brooded with more than her usual gloomy satis- 
faction on the certainty of the approaching crash. Indeed, 
many signs of that universal calamity, which, while the visit 
of Riecaboeca lasted, she had permitted herself to consider 
ambiguous, now became luminously apparent. Even the 
newspaper, which during that credulous and happy period 
had given half a column to Births and Marriages, now bore 
an ominously long catalogue of Deaths ; so that it seemed as 
if the whole population had lost heart, and had no chance of 
repairing its daily losses. The leading article spoke, with 
the obscurity of a Pythian, of an impending ckisis. Mon- 
strous turnips sprouted out from the paragraphs devoted to 
General News. Cows bore calves with two heads, whales 
were stranded in the Humber, showers of frogs descended in 
he High Street of Cheltenham. 

All these symptoms of the world’s decrepitude and con- 
summation, which by the side of the fascinating Eiccabocca 
might admit of some doubt as to their origin and cause, now, 
of all, namely, the frightfully pro- 
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gressive wickedness of man, — left to Miss Jemima no ray of 
hope save that afforded by the reflection that she could (ion- 
template the wreck of matter without a single sentiment of 
regret. 

Mrs. Dale, however, by no means shared the despondency 
of her fair friend, and having gained access to Miss Jelnilna^s 
chamber, succeeded, though not without difficulty, in her 
kindly attempts to cheer the drooping spirits of that female 
misanthropist. Nor, in her benevolent desire to speed the 
car of Miss Jemima to its hymeneal goal, was Mrs. Dale so 
cruel towards her male friend, Dr. Bicoabocca, as sbe seemed 
to her husband. For Mrs. Dale was a woman of shrewdness 
and penetration, as most quick-tempered women are ; and she 
knew that Miss Jemima was one of those excellent young 
ladies who are likely to value a husband in proportion to the 
difiiculty of obtaining him. In fact, my readers of both sexes 
must often have met, in the course of their experience, with 
that peculiar sort of feminine disposition, which requires the 
warmth of the conjugal hearth to develop all its native good 
qualities; nor is it to be blamed overnmeh if, innocently 
aware of this tendency in its nature, it turns towards what 
is best fitted for its growth and improvement, by laws akin to 
those which make the sunflower turn to the sun, or the wil- 
low to the stream. Ladies of this disposition, permanently 
thwarted in their affectionate bias, gradually languish away 
into intellectual inanition, or sprout out into those abnormal 
eccentricities which are classed under the general name of 
“oddity” or “character.” But once admitted to their proper 
soil, it is astonishing what healthful improvement takes 
place, — how the poor heart, before starved and stinted of 
nourishment, throws out its suckers, and bursts into bloom 
and fruit. And thus many a belle from whom the beaux have 
stood aloof, only because the puppies think she could be had 
for the asking, they see afterwards settled down into true wife 
and fond mother, with amaze at their former disparagement, 
and a sigh at their blind hardness of heart. 

In all probability Mrs. Dale took this view of the subject; 
and certainly, in addition to all the hitherto dormant virtues 
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which would be awa,keuod iu Miss Jemima when fairly Mrs. 
Riccabocea, she counted somewhat upon the mere worldly 
advantage which such a match would bestow upon the exile. 
So respectable a connection with one of the oldest, wealthiest, 
and most popular families in the shire woidd in itself give 
him a position not to be despised by a poor stranger in the 
land; and tliough the interest of Miss Jemima’s dowry might 
not be much, regarded in the light of English pjoimds (not 
Milanese lln^, still it would suffice to prevent that gradual 
process of dematerialization which the lengthened diet upon 
minnows and sticklebacks had already made apparent in the 
fine and slow-evanishing form of the philosopher. 

Like all persons convinced of the expediency of a thing, 
Mrs. Dale saw nothing wanting but opportunities to insure its 
success. And that these might be forthcoming she not only 
renewed with greater frequency, and more urgent instance 
than ever, her friendly invitations to Riccabocca to drink tea 
and spend the evening, but she so artfully chafed the squire 
on his sore point of hospitality, that the doctor received 
weekly a pressing solicitation to dine and sleep at the 
Hall. 

At first the Italian pished and grunted, and said Cospetto, 
and Per Baaco, and JMavolo, and tried to creep out of so 
miioh proffered courtesy. But like all single gentlemen, he 
was a little under the tyrannical influence of his faithful ser- 
vant; and Jackeymo, though he could bear starving as well 
as his master when necessary, still, when he had the option, 
preferred roast beef and plum-pudding. Moreover, that vain 
and incautious confidence of Riccabocca touching the vast sum 
at his command, and with no heavier drawback than that of 
so araiahle a lady as Miss Jemima — who had already shown 
him (Jackeymo) ma.ny little delicate attentions — had greatly 
whetted the cupidity which was in the serve, ut’s Italian 
nature, — a cupidity the more keen because, long debarred 
its legitimate exercise on his own mercenary interests, he 
carried it all to the account of his master’s! 

Thus tempted by his enemy and betrayed by his servant, 
the unfortunate Riccabocca fell, though with eyes not urn 
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blinded, into the hospitable snares extended for the destruction 
of his — celibacy ! He went often to the l^arsonage, often to 
the Hall, and by degrees the sweets of the social doiiicstic 
life, long denied him, began to exercise their enervating 
(‘.harm upon the stoicism of our poor exile. Frank ha,d now 
returned to Eton. An unexpected invitation had cainied off 
Captain Higginbotham to i)ass a few weeks at Eath with a 
distant relation, who had lattdy returned from India, and who, 
as rich as Orcesus, felt so estranged and solitary in his native 
isle that, when the captain “claimed kindred there,” to his 
own amaze “he had his claims allowed; ” while a very pro- 
tracted sitting of parliament still delayed in London the 
squire^s habitual visitors during the later summer; so that — a 
chasm thus made in his society — Mr, Hazeldean welcomed 
with no hollow cordiality the diversion or distraction he 
found in the foreigner’s companionship. Thus, with pleas- 
ure to all parties, and strong hopes to the two female con- 
spirators, the intimacy between the Casino and Hall rapidly 
thickened; but still not a word resembling a distinct proposal 
did Dr. Ricoabocca breathe. And still, if such an idea 
obtruded itself on his mind, it was chased therefrom with 
so determined a IJiavolo that perhaps, if not the end of the 
world, at least the end of Miss Jemima’s tenure in it, miglit 
have approached and seen her still Miss Jemima, ])ut for a 
certain letter with a foreign postmark that reached the doctor 
one Tuesday inorning. 


CHAPTER XVIIL 

The servant saw that something had gone wrong, and, 
under pretence of syringing the orange-trees, he lingered 
near, his master, and peered through the sunny leaves upon 
Riccabocca’s melancholy brows. 

The doctor sighed heavily. RTor did he, as was his wont 
after some such sigh, mechanically take up that dear com- 
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forter the pipe. But though the tobacco-pouch lay by his 
side on the balustrade, and the pipe stood against the wall 
between his knees, childlike lifting up its lips to the cus- 
tomary caress, he heeded neither the one nor the other, but 
laid the letter silently on his lap, and fixed his eyes upon 
the ground. 

“It must be bad news indeed! ” thought Jackeynio, and 
desisted from his work. Approaching his master, he took up 
the pipe and the tobacco-pouch, and filled the bowl slowly, 
glancing all the while towards that dark musing face on 
which, when abandoned by the expression of intellectual 
vivacity or the exquisite smile of Italian courtesy, the deep 
downward lines revealed the characters of sorrow, Jackeymo 
did not venture to speak; but the continued silence of his 
master disturbed him much. He laid that peculiar tinder 
which your smokers use upon the steel, and struck the spark, 
— still not a word, nor did Eiccabocca stretch forth his hand. 

“I never knew him in this taking before,” thought 
Jackeymo; and delicately he insinuated the neck of the 
pipe into the nerveless fingers of the hand that lay supine 
on those quiet knees. The pipe fell to the ground. 

Jackeymo crossed himself, and began praying to his sainted 
namesake with great fervour. 

The doctor rose slowly, and as if with effort; he walked 
once or twice to and fro the terrace; and then he halted 
abruptly and said, ■— 

“Friend!” 

“ Blessed Monsignore San Giacomo, I knew thou wouldst 
hear me! ” cried the servant; and he raised Ms master^s hand 
to his lips, then abrujjtly turned away and wiped his eyes. 

“Friend,” repeated Eiccabocca, and this time with a tremu- 
lous emphasis, and in the softest tone of a voice never wholly 
without the music of the sweet South, “I would talk to thee 
of my child.” 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

“The letter, then, relates to the signorina. She is well?” 

“Yes, she is well now. She is in our native Italy.” 

Jackeyino raised his eyes involuatarily towards the orange- 
trees, and the morning breeze swept by and bore to him the 
odour of their blossoms. 

“Those are sweet even here, with care,” said he, pointing 
to the trees. “I think I have said that before to the 
padrone.” 

But Riccabocca was now looking again at the letter, and 
did not notice either the gesture or the remark of his servant. 

“ My aunt is no more ! ” said he, after a pause. 

“We will pray for her soul!” answered Jackeyino, sol- 
emnly. “But she was very old, and had been a long time 
ailing. Let it not grieve the padrone too keenly : at that age, 
and with those infirmities, death coine.s as a friend.” 

“Peace be to her dust! ” returned the Italian. “If she had 
her faults, be they now forgotten forever; and in the hour of 
my danger and distress she sheltered my infant! That shel- 
ter is destroyed. This letter is from the priest, her con- 
fessor. And the home of which my child is bereaved falls 
to the inheritance of my enemy.” 

“Traitor! ” muttered Jackeyino; and his right hand seemed 
to feel for the weapon which the Italians of lower rank often 
openly wear in their girdles. 

“The priest,” resumed Riccabocca, calmly, “has rightly 
judged in removing my child as a guest from the house in 
which that traitor enters as lord.” 

“ And where is the signorina? ” 

“With the poor priest. See, Giacomo, here, here — tliis is 
her handwriting at the end of the letter, — the first lines she 
ever yet traced to me.” 
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Jackeymo took oil: liis hat, and looked reverently on the 
large characters oi; a clxihVs writing. But large as they were, 
they seemed indistinct, for the paper was blistered with the 
child’s tears; and on the place where they had not fallen, 
there was a round fresh moist stain of the tear that had 
dropped from the lids of the father. Riccabocea renewed, 
“The priest recommends a convent.” 

“To tlie devil with the priest!” cried the servant; then 
crossing himself rapidly, he added, “I did not mean that, 
Monsigiiore San Giacomo, — forgive me! But your Excel- 
lency ^ does not think of making a nun of his only child! ” 
“And yet why not?” said Riccabocca, mournfully; “what 
can I give her in the world? Is the land of the stranger a 
better refuge than the home of peace in her native clime?” 

“ In the land of the stranger beats her father’s heart I ” 
“And if that beat were stilled, what then? Ill fares the 
life that a single death can bereave of all. In a convent at 
least (and the priest’s influence can obtain her that asylum 
amongst her equals and amidst her sex) she is safe from trial 
and from penury — to her grave ! ” 

“Penury! Just see how rich we shall be when we take 
those lields at Michaelmas.” 

Fazzie J ” said Riccaboeca, listlessly. “Are these suns 
more serene than ours, or the soil more fertile? Yet in our 
own Italy, saith the proverb, ‘ He who sows land reaps more 
care than corn.’ It were different,” continued the father, 
after a pause, and in a more resolute tone, “if I had some 
independence, how(iver small, to count on, — nay, if among 
all my tribe of dainty relatives there were but one female who 
would aceoinpany Violante to the exile’s hearth, — Tshmael 
had his Hagar. But liow can we two rough-bearded men pro- 
vide for all the nameless wmnts and cares of a frail female 
child? And she has been so delicately reared, — the woman- 
ciiild needs th.e fostering hand and tender eye of a woman.” 
“And with a word,” said Jackeymo, resolutely, “the 

^ The title of Excellency does not, in Italian, necessarily express any ex- 
alted rank, hut is often given by servants to their masters, 
a Follies.' 


206 


MY NOVEL; OR, 


padrone might secure to his child all that he needs to save 
her from the sepulchre of a convent; and ere the autumn 
leaves fall, she might he sitting on his Icnee. Padrone, do 
not think that you can conceal from me the truth, that you 
love your child better than all things in the world, — now 
the Patria is as dead to you as the dust of your fathers, — and 
your heart-strings would crack with the effort to tear her from 
them, and consign her to a convent. Padrone, never again to 
hear her voice, never again to see her face! Those little arms 
that twined round your neck that dark night, when we fled 
fast for life and freedom, and you said, as you felt their clasp, 
‘ Friend, all is not yet lost. ’ ” 

“Giacomo!” exclaimed the father, reproachfully, and his 
voice seemed to choke him. Riccabocca turned away, and 
walked restlessly to and fro the terrace; then, lifting his 
arms with a wild gesture, as he still, continued liis long 
irregular strides, he muttered, “Yes, Heaven is my witness 
that I could have borne reverse and banishment without a mur- 
mur, had I permitted myself that young partner in exile and 
privation. Heaven is my witness tliat, if I hesitate now, it 
is because I would not listen to my own selfish heart. Yet 
never, never to see her again, — my child! And it was but 
as the infant that I beheld her ! 0 fi'iend, friend ! ” (and, 
stopping short with a burst of uncontrollable emotion, he 
bowed his head upon his servant’s shonlder), “thou knowest 
what I have endured and suffe.red at my heartli, as in my 
country; the wrong, the ])erfidy, the — the — ” His voice 
again failed him; he clung to his servant’s breast, and his 
whole frame shook. 

“But your child, the innocent one — think now only of 
lier!” faltered Giacomo, struggling with his own sobs, 

“True, only of her,” replied the exile, raising his .face, 
“only of her. Put aside thy thoughts for thyself, friemd, 
— counsel me. If I were to send for Violante, and if, tr.'Uis- 
planted to those keen airs, she drooped and died — Ijook, hx )k, 
the priest says that she needs such tender care; or if 1 myself 
were summoned from the world, to leave her in it alone, 
friendless, homeless, breadless perhaps, at the age of woman’s 
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sharpest; trial iigaiiist temptation, would she not live t& iaiourn 
the (U'uel egotism that closed on her infant innocence the gates 
of the House of God? ” 

Jacln^ymo was appalled by this appeal; and indeed Ricca- 
boeea had lU'.ver before thus reverently spoken of the cloister. 
In his hours of philosopJiy, ho was wont to sneer at monks 
and nuns, priesthood and superstition. Biit now, in that hour 
of emotion, the Old lieligion reclaimed her empire; and the 
sceptical world-wise man, thinking only of his child, spoke 
and felt with a child’s simple faith. 


CHAPTER XX. 

“But again I say,” murmured Jackeymo, scarce audibly, 
and after a long silence, “if the padrone would make up his 
mind — to marry I” 

He expected that his master would start up in his customary 
indignation at such a suggestion, — nay, he might not have 
been sorry so to have changed the current of feeling; but the 
poor Italian only winced slightly, and mildly withdrawing 
iiimsolf from his servant’s supporting arm, again paced the 
terrace, but this time quietly and in silence. A quarter of 
an hour thus passed. “Give me the pipe,” said Dr. Ricca- 
boeca, passing into the belvidere. 

Jackeymo again struck the spark, and, wonderfully relieved 
at the padrone’s return to the habitual adviser, mentally be- 
sought his sainted namesake to bestow a double portion of 
soothing wisdom on the benignant influences of the weed. 
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OHAPTEB XXI. 

Db. Eicgabocca had been some little time in the solitude 
of the belvidere, when Lenny Fairtiekb not knowing that his 
employer was therein, entered to lay down a book which the 
doctor had lent him, with injunctions to leave it on a certain 
table when done with. Biccabocca looked up at the sound of 
the young peasant’s step. 

“I beg your honour’s pardon, I did not know — ” 

“Kever mind: lay the book there. I wish to speak with 
you. You look well, my child: this air agrees with you as 
well as that of Hazeldean? ” 

“Oh, yes, sir!” 

“Yet it is higher ground, — more exposed? ” 

“That can hardly be, sir,” said Lenny; “there are many 
plants grow here which don’t flourisli at the 8(|uire’s. The 
hill yonder keeps off the east wind, and the place lays to the 
south.” 

“ Lies, not loi/s, Lenny. What are the principal complaints 
in these parts?” 

“Eh, sir?” 

“I mean what maladies, what diseases?” 

“I never heard tell of any, sir, except the rheumatism.” 

“No low fevers, no consumption? ” 

“Never heard of them, sir.” 

Ricoabocca drew a long breath, as if relieved. 

“That seems a very kind family at the Hall.” 

“I have notliing to say against it,” answered Lenny, bluntly. 
“ I have not been treated justly. But as that book says, sir, 
‘ It is not every one who comes into tlie world with a silver 
spoon in his mouth.’ ” 

Little thought the doctor that those wise maxims may leave 
sore thoughts behind them ! He was too occupied with the 
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subject most at bis own heart to think then of what was in 
Lenny Fairfield’s. 

“Yes; a kind, English domestic family. Did you see much 
of Miss Hazeldean?” 

“Not so much as of the Lady,” 

“Is she liked in the village, think you?” 

“Miss Jemima? Yes. She never did harm. Her little 
dog bit me once, — she did not ask me to beg its pardon, she 
asked mine ! She ’s a very nice young lady; the girls say she 
is very affable; and,” added Lenny, with a smile, “there are 
always more weddings going on when she is down at the 
Hall.” 

“Oh!” said Riccabocca. Then, after a long whiff, “Did 
you ever see her play with the little children? Is she fond 
of children, do you think? ” 

“ Lord, sir, you guess everything ! She ’s never so pleased 
as when she ’s playing with the babies.” 

“Humph!” grunted Riccabocca. “Babies! well, that’s 
woman-like. I don’t mean exactly babies, but when they ’re 
older, — little girls?” 

“Indeed, sir, I dare say; but,” said Lenny, primly, “ I never 
as yet kept company with the little girls.” 

“ Quite right, Lenny ; be equally discreet all your life. Mrs. 
Dale is very intimate with Miss Hazeldean, — more than with 
the squire’s lady. Why is that, think you? ” 

“Well, sir,” said Leonard, shrewdly, “Mrs. Dale has her 
little tempers, though she ’s a very good lady ; and Madame 
Hazeldean is rather high, and has a spirit. But Miss J emima 
is so soft : any one could live with Miss Jemima, as , J oe and 
the servants say at the Hall.” 

“Indeed ! get my hat out of the parlour, and — just bring a 
clothes-brush, Lenny. A fine sunny day for a walk.” 

After this most mean and dishonourable inquisition into 
the character and popular repute of Miss Hazeldean, Signor 
Riccabocca seemed as much cheered up and elated as if he 
had committed some very noble action; and he walked forth 
in the direction of the Hall with a far lighter and livelier 
step than that with which he had paced the terrace. 
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“ Mbiisignore Sau Giacomo, by tliy help and the pipers, the 
padrone sliall liave bis child 1 ” muttered tlie servant, looking 
up from the garden. 


CHAPTEK XXII. 

Yet Dr. Riccaboeea was not rasb. The man who wants 
his wedding-garment to fit him must allow plenty of time for 
the measure. Put from that day, the Italian notably changed 
his maimer towards Miss Hazeldeaii. He ceased that profu- 
sion of compliment in which he had hitherto carried off in 
safety all serious meaning. Eor indeed the doctor considered 
that compliments to a single gentleman were what the inky 
liquid it dispenses is to the euttle-fisili, that by obscuring the 
water sails away from its enemy. Neither did lie, as before, 
avoid prolonged conversations witb the yovmg lady, and con- 
trive to escape from all solitary rambles by her side. On the 
contrary, he now sought every occasion to be in her society; 
and entirely dropping the language of galbuitry, be assumed 
something of tlie earnest tone of friendship. He bent down 
his intellect to examine and plumb her own. d’o use a very 
homely simile, he blew away that frutli which there is on the 
surface of mere aequaintanfieships, especially with the oppo- 
site sex; and which, while it lasts, scarce allows you to dis- 
tinguish between small beer and double X, Apparently Dr. 
Riccabocca was satisfied with his scrutiny, — at all events 
under tliat froth ther(^ was no taste of hitter. The Italian 
might not find any great strength of intelletjt in Miss Jemima,, 
but he found that, disentangled from jiuuiy little whims and 
foibles, — Avliicli he had himself the sense to [)erceive were 
Imruiless enough if they lasted, and not so absolutely consti- 
tutional but what they might he removed by a tender Inmd, — 
Miss Hazeldean had quite enough sense to eonqu’chond tlui 
plain duties of married life; and if the sense could fail, it 
found a substitute in good old homely English principles, and 
the instincts of amiable, kindly feelings. 
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I know not how it is, but your very clever man never seems 
to care so nmch. as your less gifted mortals for cleverness in 
his helpmate. Your scholars and poets and ministers of state 
are more often than not found assorted with exceedingly hum- 
drum, good sort of women, and apparently like tlioin all the 
better for their deficiencies. Just see how happily Racine 
lived with his wife, and what an angel he thought her, and 
yet she had never read his jdays. Certainly Goethe never 
troubled the lady who called him “Mr, Privy Councillor’’ 
with whims about “ monads, ” and speculations on colour, nor 
those stiff metaphysical problems on which one breaks one’s 
shins in the Second Part of the “Paust.” Probably it may 
be that such great geniuses — knowing that, as compared with 
themselves, there is little difference between your clever 
woman and your humdrum woman merge at once all minor 
distinctions, relinquish all attemxJts at sympathy in hard inteh 
lectual x^nrsnits, and are quite satisfied to establish that tie 
which, after all, best resists wear and tear, — namely, the 
tough household bond between one human heart and another. 

At all events, this, I snsj^ect, was the reasoning of I)r. 
Riccabocca, when one morning, after a long walk with Miss 
Hazeldean, he muttered to himself, — 

“ Duto con duro 
Non fece raai buon muro," — 

which may bear the paraphrase, “Bricks without mortal- 
would make a very bad wall,” There was (quite enough in 
Miss Jemima’s disposition to make excellent mortar: the 
doctor took the bricks to himself. 

When his examination was concluded, our philosopher 
symbolically evinced the result he had arrived at by a very 
simxffe xnoceeding on his x^art, which would have puzzled yon 
greatly if yon had not paused, and meditated thereon, till yon 
saw all that it im jolied. Dr. Iticcahocca, took off his specta- 
cles / He wiped them carefully, put theiri into their shagreen 
case, and locked them in his bureau, — that is to say, he left 
off wearing his vsx^ectacles. 

You will observe that there was a, wonderful depth of 
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meaning in that critical symptom, whether it be regarded 
as a sign outward, positive, and explicit, or a sign metaphys- 
ical, mystical, and esoteric. For, as to the last, it denoted 
that the task of the spectacles was over ; that, when a philoso- 
pher has made up his mind to marry, it is better henceforth to 
be shortsighted — nay, even soinewliat purblind — than to be 
always scrutinizing the domestic felicity, to which he is about 
to resign himself, through a pair of cold, unillusory barna- 
cles. As for the things beyond the hearth, if he cannot see 
without spectacles, is he not about to ally to his own defec- 
tive vision a good sharp pair of eyes, never at fault where his 
interests are concerned ? On the other hand, regarded posi- 
tively, categorically, and explicitly. Dr. Eiccabocca, by lay- 
ing aside those spectacles, signified that he was about to 
commence that happy initiation of courtship when every 
man, be he ever so much a philosopher, wishes to look as 
young and as handsome as time and nature will allow. Vain 
task to speed the soft language of the eyes through the 
medium of those glassy interpreters ! I remember, for my 
own part, that once, on a visit to the town of Adelaide, I — 
Pisistratus Caxton — was in great danger of falling in love, 
— with a young lady, too, who would have brought me a very 
good fortune, — when she suddenly produced from Insr reticule 
a very neat pair of No. 4, set in tortoiseshell, and fixing upon 
me their Gorgon gaze, froze the astonished Cupid into stone ! 
And I hold it a great proof of the wisdom of Eic-caboecn,, and 
of his vast experience in mankind, that he was not above the 
consideration of what your pseudo-sages would have regarded 
as foppish and ridiculous trifles. It argued all the better 
for that happiness which is our being’s end and aim tliat in 
condescending to play the lover, he put those unbecoming 
petrifiers under lock and key. 

And certainly, now the spectacles were abandoned, it was 
impossible to deny that the Italian had remarkably liandsome 
eyes. Even through the spectacles, or lifted a little above 
them, they were always bright and expressive; but without 
those adjuncts, the blaze was softer and more tempered : they 
had that look which the French call veloute, or velvety ; and 
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lie appeared altogether ten years younger. If our Ulysses, 
thus rejuvenated by his Minerva, has not fully made up his 
mind to make a Penelope of Miss Jemima, all I can say 
is, that he is worse than Polyphemus, who was only an 
Anthropophagos, — 

He preys upon the weaker sex, and is a Gynopophagite ! 


OHAPTEE XXIII. 

“And you commission me, then, to speak to our dear 
Jemima?” said Mrs. Dale, joyfully, and without any bitter- 
ness whatever in that “dear.” 

Dk. Eiocaboooa. — “ i^ay, before speaking to Miss Hazel- 
dean, it would surely be proper to know how far my addresses 
would be acceptable to the family.” 

Mbs. Dale. — “ Ah ! ” 

Db. Eigoabocc a. — “ The squire is of course the head of 
the family.” 

Mbs. Dale (absent and distrait ^. — “The squire — yes, 
very true — quite proper.” (Then, looking up, and with 
nawcte) — “Can you believe me? I never thought of the 
squire. And he is such an odd man, and has so many English 
prejudices, that really — dear me, how vexatious that it should 
never once have occurred to me that Mr. Hazeldean had a voice 
in the matter ! Indeed, the relationship is so distant, it is not 
like being her father; and Jemima is of age, and can do as she 
pleases; and — but, as you say, it is quite proper that ho 
should be consulted as the head of the family.” 

Dk. Riooabocga. ■ — “And you think that the Squire of 
Hazeldean might reject my alliance ! Pshaw ! that ’s a grand 
word indeed, — I mean, that he might object very reasonably 
to his consin’s marriage with a foreigner, of whom he can 
know nothing, except that which in all countries is disrepu- 
table, and is said in this to be criminal, — poverty.” 
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Mrs. Dale (kindly). — “You misjudge us poor English 
peopl(?., and you wrong tlie squire, Heaven bless him ! for wo 
were poor enough when he singled out iny husband from a, 
hundred for the minister of his parish, for liis neighbour and 
his friend. I will speak to him fearlessly ^ ” 

Dr. Kiocabocga. —“And frankly. And now I l\ave used 
that word, let me go on with the confession which your kindly 
readiness, my fair friend, somewhat interrupted. 1 said that 
if I might presume to think my addresses would be acceptable 
to Miss Hazeldean and her family, I was too sensible of her 
amiabl e qualities not to — not to — ” 

Mrs. Dale (with demure archness). — “Not to be the 
happiest of men, — that’s the customary English phrase, 
Doctor.” 

Eicoabooca (gallantly). — “There cannot be a better. 
But,” continued he, seriously, “’I wish it iirst to be under- 
stood that I have — been married before ! ” 

Mrs. Dale (astonished). — “ Married before ! ” 

Ricoabocga. ' — “And that I have an only child, dear to me, 
— inexpressibly dear. That child, a daughter, has liitlierto 
lived abroad; circumstances now render it desirable that she 
should make her home with me; and I own fairly that nothing 
has so attached me to Miss Hazeldean, nor so induced ,ni;y 
desire for our matrimonial conneetiou, as my lielief that she 
has the heart and the temper to become a kind motb('r to my 
little one.” 

Mms. Dale (witli feeling and warmth). — “ You judge her 
rightly there.” 

Rio(;abo(;ca. — “Now, in pecuniary matters, as you may 
conjecture from ray mode of life, I liave notliing to offer to 
Miss Hazeldean correspondent wdtli her own fortune, what- 
ever that may be ! ” 

Mrs. Dale. — “That difficulty is obviated by settling Miss 
Hazeldeau’s fortune on herself, which is customary in such 
cases.”, 

Dr. Eiccabocca’s face lengthened. “And my cliild, then?” 
said he, feelingly. There was something in that appeal so 
alien from all sordid and merely personal mercenary motives, 
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that Mrs. Dale could not have had the heart to make the very 
rational suggevstion, “But that child is not Jemima’s, and you 
may have children by her.” 

Blie was touched, and replied hesitatingly, “But from what 
you and Jemima may jointly possess you can save something 
annually, —-you can insure your life for your child. We did 
so when our x^oor child whom we , lost was born ” (the tears 
rushed into Mrs. Dale’s eyes); “and I fear that Charles still 
insures his life for my sake, though Heaven knows that — 
that — ” 

The tears hurst out. That little heart, quick and petulant 
though it was, had not a fibre of the elastic muscular tissues 
which are mercifully bestowed on the hearts of predestined 
widows. Dr. Biccabocca could not pursue the subject of life 
insurances further. But the idea — which had never occurred 
to the foreigner before, though so familiar with us English 
people when only possessed of a life income — pleased him 
greatly. I will do him the justice to say that he preferred it 
to the thought of actually approx)riating to himself and to his 
child a portion of Miss Hazeldean’s dower. 

Shortly afterwards he took his leave, and Mrs. Dale hastened 
to seek her husband in his study, inform him of the success of 
her matrimonial scheme, and consult him as to the chance of 
the squire’s acquiescence therein. “You see,” said she, hesi- 
tatingly, “though the squire might be glad to see Jemima 
married to some Englishman, yet if he asks who and what is 
this Dr. Biccabocca, how am I to answer him? ” 

“You should have thought of that before, ” said Mr. Dale, 
with unwonted asperity; “and, indeed, if I had ever believed 
anything serious conld come out of what seemed to me so 
absurd, I should long since have requested you not to interfere 
in vsuch matters. Good heavens ! ” continued the x^^-^son, 
changing colour, “if we should have assisted, underhand as it 
were, to introduce into the family of a man to whom we 
owe so much a connection that he would dislike, how base we 
should be, how ungrateful!” 

Poor Mrs, Dale was frightened by this speech, and still 
more by her husband’s consternation and displeasure. To do 
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Mrs. Dale justice, whenever her mild partner was really either 
grieved or offended, her little temper vani-shed, — she became 
as meek as a lamb. As soon as she recovered the first shock 
she experienced, she liastened to dissipate the jiarsonbs appre- 
hensions. She assured him that she was convinced that, if 
the squire disapproved of Riccabocca’s pretensions, the Italian 
would withdraw them at once, and Miss Hazeldean would 
never know of his proposals. Therefore, in that case, no 
harm would be done. 

This assurance, coinciding with Mr. Bale’s convictions as 
to Riccabocca’s scruples on the point of honour, tended much 
to compose the good man ; and if he did not, as my reader of 
the gentler sex would expect from him, feel alarm lest Miss 
Jemima’s affections should have been irretrievably engaged, 
and her happiness thus put in jeopardy by the squire’s refusal, 
it was not that the parson wanted tenderness of heart, but 
experience in womankind; and he believed, very erroneously, 
that Miss Jemima Hazeldean was not one uj)on wlioin a dis- 
appointment of that kind would produce a lasting impression. 
Therefore Mr. Dale, after a pause of consideration, said 
kindly, — 

“Well, don’t vex yourself, — and I was to blame (|uite as 
much as you. But, indeed, I should have thought it easier 
for the squire to have transplanted one of his tall cedai’s into 
his kitchen-garden than for you to inveigle Dr. Eiccabooca 
into matrimonial intentions. But a man who could volun- 
tarily put himself into the parish stocks for the sake of 
experiment must be capable of anything ! However, I think 
if: better that I, rather than yourself, should speak to the 
squire, and I will go at once.” 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

The parson put on the shovel-hat, which — conjoined with 
other details in his dress peculiarly clerical, and already, even 
then, beginning to be out of fashion with Churchmen — had 
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served to fix upon him emphatically the dignified but anti- 
quated style and cognomen of “Parson;” and took his way 
towards the Home Farm, at which he expected to find the 
squire. But he had scarcely entered upon the village green 
when he beheld Mr. Hazeldean, leaning both hands on his 
stick, and gazing intently upon the parish stocks. Now, sorrv 
am I to say that, ever since the Hegira of Lenny and hi£ 
mother, the Anti-Stockian and Revolutionary spirit in Hazel- 
dean, which the memorable homily of our parson had a while 
averted or suspended, had broken forth afresh. For though 
while Lenny was present to be mowed and jeered at, there 
had been no pity for him, yet no sooner was he removed from 
the scene of trial than a universal compassion for the barbar- 
ous usage he had received produced what is called “ the reac- 
tion of public opinion.” Not that those who had mowed and 
jeered repented them of their mockery, or considered them' 
selves in the slightest degree the cause of his expatriation. 
No; they, with the rest of the villagers, laid all the blame 
upon the stocks. It was not to be expected that a lad of such 
exemplary character could be thrust into that place of igno- 
miny, and not be sensible to the affront. And who, in the 
whole village, was safe, if such goings-on and puttings-in 
were to be tolerated in silence, and at the expense of the very 
best and quietest lad the village had ever known? Thus, a 
few days after the widow’s departure, the stocks was again 
the object of midnight desecration: it was bedaubed and be- 
scratehed, it was hacked and hewed, it was scrawled over 
with pithy lamentations for Lenny, and laconic execrations 
on tyrants. Night after night new inscriptions appeared, 
testifying the sarcastic wit and the vindictive sentiment of 
the parish. And perhaps the stocks was only spared from axe 
and bonfire by the convenience it afforded to the malice of the 
disaffected: it became the Pasquin of Hazeldean. 

As disaffection naturally produces a correspondent vigour 
in authority, so affairs had been lately administered with 
greater severity than had been hitherto wont in the easy rule 
of the squire and his predecessors. Suspected persons were 
naturally marked out by Mr. Stirn, and reported to his 
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employer, who, too proud or too pained to charge them 
openly with ingratitude, at first only passed them by in. his 
walks with a silent and stiff inclination of his hea,d; and 
afterwards, gradually yielding to the baleful influence of 
Btirn, the sfjuire grumbled forth “that he did not see why 
he should be always putting himself out of his way t.o show 
kindness to those who made such a return. There (.)ught to 
be a difference between the good and the bad.” .lilncouraged 
by this admission, Stirn had conducted himself towards the 
suspected parties, and . their whole kith and kin, with the 
iron-handed justice that belonged to his character. For some, 
habitual donations of milk from the dairy and vegetables from 
the gardens were surlily suspended; others were informed 
that their pigs were always trespassing on the woods in 
search of acorns, or that they were violating the Game Laws 
in keeping lurchers. A heer-house, popular in the neighbour- 
hood, but of late resorted to over-much by tlie grievaiiccj- 
mongers (and no wonder, since they had become the popular 
party), was threate.ued with an application to the magistrates 
for the withdrawal of its license. Sundry old women, whose 
grandsons were notoriously ill-disposed towards the stocks, 
were ii)terdi(}ted from gatherijig dead sticks under tlie avenues, 
on pretence that they broke dowu the live Ixmghs ; and, wbat 
was more obnoxious to the youugou* mcmbtn-s of the parish 
than most other retaliatory moasur(=!S, three chestuut-trees, 
one walnut, and two cherry-trees, standing at the bottom of 
the Park, and which had, from time immc-tnorial, been given 
up to the youth of Hazeldean, were now soloiiuily jdaced 
under the general defence of “private propcsrty . ” And the 
ci-ier had announced that, henceforth, all depredators on the 
fruit trees in Copse Hollow would be punished with the utmost 
rigour of the laAV. Stirn, indeed, recomimmded mu(!,h. more 
stringent proceedings than all these indications of a change 
of policy, which, he averred, would soon bring the parish to 
its senses, — such as discontinuing many little jobs of unprofit- 
able work that employed the surplus labour of tbo village.. 
But there the squire, falling into the department and under 
the benigner influence of his Harry, was as yet not properly 
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iiardened. Wlien it carae to a question that affected the 
absolute quantity of loaves to be consumed by the graceless 
mouths that fed upon him, tlie milk of human kindness — 
with which l‘rovidence has so bountifully supplied that class 
of the mammalia called the “Bucolic,’’ and of which our squire 
had an extra “yield” — burst forth, aud washed away all the 
indignation of tlie harsher Adam. 

Still your jiolicy of half-measures, which irritates without 
crushing its victims, wducli flaps an exasperated wasp-nest 
with a silk pocket-handkerchief, instead of blowing it up -with 
a match and train, is rarely successful; and after three or four 
other and much guiltier victims than Lenny had been incar- 
cerated in the stocks, the parish of Hazeldean was ripe for 
any enormity. Pestilent Jacobinical tracts, conceived and 
composed in the sinks of manufacturing towns, found their 
way into the popular beer-house, ~ Heaven knows how, 
though the tinker was suspected of being the disseminator by 
all but Stirn, who still, in a whisper, accused the Papishers. 
And, finally,there appeared amongst the other graphic embel- 
lishments which the poor stocks had received, the rude gmvure 
of a gentleman in a broad-brimmed hat and top-boots, sus- 
pended from a gibbet, with the inscrix^tion beneath, “A warnin 
to hall tirans — mind your hi ! — sighiide Captin sTraw.” 

It was ux)on this significant and emblematic portraiture 
that the squire was gazing when the parson joined him. 

“Well, Parson,” said Mr. Hazeldean, with a smile which 
he meant to he x)leasant and easy, but which was exceedingly 
])itter and grim, “ I wish you joy of your flock, — you see they 
have just hanged me in effigy! ” 

. The xyarson stared, and though greatly shocked, smothered 
his emotion; and attempted, with the wisdom of the serpent 
and the mildness of the dove, to find another original for the 
effigy. 

“It is very bad,” quoth he, “but not so bad as all that, 
Squire ; that ’s not the shape of your hat. Tt is evidently 
meant for Mr. Stirn.” 

“Do you think so?” said the squire, softened. “Yet the 
top-boots — Stirn never wears top-boots.” 
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“No more do you, except in the hunting-field. If you look 
again, those are not tops, they are le.ggings, — Stirn wears 
leggings. Besides, that flourish, which is meant for a 
nose, is a kind of hook, like Stirn’s; whereas your nose — 
though by no means a snub — rather turns up than not, as the 
Apollo's does, according to the plaster cast in Kiccabocca's 
parlour." 

“Poor Stirn!" said the squire, in a tone that evinced com- 
placency, not unmingled with coiiix>as,sion, “that's what a 
man gets in this world by being a faithful servant, and doing 
his duty with zeal for his employer. But you see things 
have come to a strange pass, and the (.question now is, what 
course to pursue. The miscreants hitherto have defied all 
vigilance, and Stirn recommends the einjiloyraent of a regular 
nightwatoh, with a lanthorn and bludgeon." 

“ That may protect the stocks certainly ; Init will it keep 
those detestable tracts out of the beer-house? " 

“We shall shut the heer-house up the next sessions." 

“ The tracts will break out elsewhere, — the humour ’s in 
the blood ! " 

“I 've half a mind to run off to Brighton or Leamington — 
good hunting at Leamington — for a year, just to let the 
rogues see how they ctm get on without me!” 

The squire's lip trembled. 

“My dear Mr. Hazeldean," said the parson, taking his 
friend’s hand, “I don't want to jiarade my superior wisdom; 
l)ut, if you had taken my advice, ‘ (piieta non movere ! ’ Was 
there ever a parish so peaceable as this, or a couTitry gentle- 
man so beloved as you were, before you undertook the task 
which has dethroned kings and ruined States, — that of wa,ii- 
tonly meddling with antiquity, whether fur tlie purposi' of 
uncalled-for repairs, or the revival of obsolete uses." 

At this rebuke, the squire did not manifest his constitu- 
tional tendencies to choler; but he replied almost meekly, “If 
it were to do again, faith, I would leave the parish to the 
enjoyment of the shabbiest pair of stocks that ever disgraced 
a village. Certainly I meant it for the best, — an ornament 
to the green; however, now the stocks is rebuilt, the stocks 
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must be supported. Will Hazeldeau is not the man to give 
way to a set of thankless rapscallions.” 

“I think,” said the parson, “that you will allow that the 
Plouse of Tudor, whatever its faults, was a determined, reso- 
lute dynasty enough, — high-hearted and strong-headed, A 
Ihido]' would never have fallen into the same calamities as the 
poor Stuart did ! ” 

“ What the plague has the House of Tudor got to do with 
my stocks?” 

“A great deal. Plenry VIII. found a subsidy so unpopular 
that he gave it up 5 and the people, in return, allowed him to 
cut off as many heads as he pleased, besides those in his own 
family. G-ood Queen Bess, who, I know, is your idol in 
history — ” 

“To be sure ! — she knighted my ancestor at Tilbury Fort.” 

“Good Queen Bess struggled hard to maintain a certain 
monopoly; slie saw it would not do, and she surrendered it 
with that frank heartiness which becomes a sovereign, and 
makes surrender a grace.” 

“Ha ! and you would have me give up the stocks? ” 

“ I would much rather the stocks had remained as it was 
before you touched it; but, as it is, if you could find a good 
plausible pretext — and there is an excellent one at hand, — 
the sternest kings open prisons, and grant favours, upon joy- 
ful occasions. Now a marriage in the royal family is of 
course a joyful occasion ! and so it should be in that of the 
King of Hazeldean.” Admire that artful turn in the parson’s 
eloquence ! — it was worthy of Kiccabocca himself. Indeed, 
Mr. Dale had profited mneh by his companionship with that 
Machiavellian intellect. 

“A marriage, — yes; but Frank has only just got into coat- 
tails!” 

“I did not allude to Frank, but to your cousin Jemima! ” 
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CHAPTEE XXV. 

Th!': sfpire staggored as if tlie breath had been knocked out 
of hiiiij and, for want of a better seat, sat down on the stocks. 

All the female heads in the neighbouring cottages peered, 
thcjnselves unseen, through the casements. What could the 
sciuire be about? What new mischief did he meditate? Did 
he mean to fortify the stocks? Old Gaffer Solomons, who had 
an indefinite idea of the lawful power of squires, and who had 
been for the last ten minutes at watch on his threshold, shook 
his head and said, “Them as a cut out the moii a hanging, as 
a put it in the squire’s head ! ” 

“Put what?” asked his grand-da, ughter. 

“The gallua ! ” answered Solomons, — • “ he be a going to 
have it hung from the great elm-tree. And. the parson, good 
mon, is a quoting Scripter agin it; you see he ’s a taking off 
his gloves, and a putting his two ban’s together, as he do 
when he pray for the sick, Jtniny.” 

That description of the parson’s mien and nuiuner, wliich 
with his usual niceness of oljservation, Gaffer Solomons tlnis 
sket(3hed off, will convey to you some idcia of the e,a,rncstness 
with Avhich the parson pleaded the eanse he had nndevta.ken 
to advocate. He dwelt much upon the sense of propriety 
which the foreigner had evinced in requesting that the, stpiire 
might he consulted before any formal (iomnmnicatiou to his 
cousin; and he repeated Mrs. Dale’s assurance, that such 
were liiccahocca’s high .standard of honour and. he.lie.f in the 
sacred rights of hospitality, that, if the squire witliluild his 
consent to his proposals, the .parson was eonvincod. that th.e 
Italian would instantly retract them. Now, considering that 
Miss Hazeldean was, to say the least, come to years of discri'.- 
tion, and the squire had long since placed her property 
entirely at her own disposal, Mr. Hazeldean was forced to 
acquiesce in the parson’s corollary remark, “That this was a 
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delicacy 'which could not he expected from every English pre- 
tender to the lady’s hand.” Seeing that he liad so far cleared 
the ground, the parson went on to intimate, though with great 
tact, that since Miss Jemima would probably marry sooner or 
later (and, indeed, that the squire could not wish to prevent 
her), it might be better for all parties concerned that it should 
be with some one who, though a foreigner, was settled in the 
neighbourhood, and of whose character what was kno-wn was 
certainly favourable, rather than run the hazard of her being 
married for her money by some adventurer, or Irish fortune- 
hunter, at the watering-places she yearly visited. Then he 
touched lightly on Ericcabocca’s agreeable and companionable 
qualities ; and concluded with a skilful peroration upon the 
excellent occasion the wedding would afford to reconcile Hall 
and parish, by making a voluntary holocaust of the stocks. 

As he concluded, the squire’s brow, before thoughtful, 
though not sullen, cleared up benignly. To say truth, the 
squire was dying to get rid of the stocks, if he could but do 
so handsomely and with dignity ; and had all the stars in the 
astrological horoscope conjoined together to give Miss Jemima 
“ assurance of a husband, ” they could not so have served her 
with the squire as that conjunction between the altar and the 
stocks which the parson had effected ! 

A-ccordingly, when Mr. Dale had come to an end, the squire 
replied, with great placidity and good sense, “That Mr. 
Eickeybockey had behaved very much like a gentleman, and 
that he was very much obliged to him; that he [the squire] 
had no right to interfere in the matter, further than witli his 
advice; that Jemima was old enough to choose for herself, 
and that, as the parson had implied, after all she might go 
ftirther and fare Averse, — indeed, the farther she went (that 
is, the longer she waited) the worse she was likely to fare. 
I own, for my part,” continued the squire, “that though I like 
Eickey hockey very much, I never suspected that Jemima Avas 
caught Avith his long face; hut there’s no accounting for 
tastes. My Harry, indeed, was more shrewd, and gave me 
many a hint, for Avhich I only laughed at her. Still I ought 
to have thought it looked queer when Mounseer took to dis- 
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guising himself by leaving off his glasses, ha, ha ! I wonder 
what Harry will say; let’s go and talk to her.” 

The parson, rejoiced at this easy way of taking the matter, 
hooked Ids arm into the squire’s, and they walked amicably 
towards the Hall. But on coming hrst into the gardtais they 
found aMrs. Hasceldean herself, clipping dead loaves or fading 
dowers from her rose-trees. The squire, stole slyly behind 
her, and startled her in her turn by putting his arm round her 
waist, and saluting her smooth cheek with one of his hearty 
kisses; which, by the way, from some association of ideas, 
was a conjuga,! freedom that he usually indulged whenever a 
wedding was going on in the village. 

“'Me, William!” said Mrs. Hazeldean, coyly, and blushing 
as she saw the parson. “Well, who’s going to be married 
now?” 

“Lord! was there ever such a woman? — she’s guessed 
it I ” cried the squire, in great admiration. “Tell her all 
about it. Parson.” 

The parson obeyed. 

Mrs. Hasieldean, as the reader may suppose, showed much 
less surprise than her husband had done; but she took the 
news graciously, and made much the same answer as that 
which had occurred to the squire, only with somewhat more 
qualification and reserve. “Signor Eioeabo(*,ca had bidiaved 
very handsomely ; and though a daughter of the TTazfddeaus 
of Haseldeaii might expect a much better marria,ge in ii 
worldly point of view, yet as the lady in question laid de- 
ferred finding one so long, it would be e(pially idle and 
impertinent now to quarrel with her choice, — if indeed she 
should decide on accepting iSignor Riecabocea. As for for- 
tune, that was a consideration for the two contracting parties. 
Still, it ought to be pointed out to Miss .Jemima tliat tlie 
interest of her fortune would afford but a very sina.ll iuconun 
That Dr. Riccabocca was a widower was another nuittm* for 
deliberation; and it seemed rather suspicious that ho should 
have been hitherto so close upon all matters connected with 
his former life. Certainly his manners were in his favour, 
and as long as he was merely an acquaintance, and at most a 
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tenant., no one had a right to institute inq^uiries of a strictly 
private nature ; but that, when he was about to marry a Hazel- 
clean of Hazeldean, it became the squire at least to know a 
little more about him, — who and what he was. Why did he 
leave his own country? English people went abroad to save: 
no foreigner would choose England as a country in which to 
save money ! She supposed that a foreign doctor was no very 
great things , probably he had been a professor in some Italian 
university. At all events, if the squire interfered at all, it 
was on such points that he should request information.” 

“My dear madam,” said the parson, “what you ssay is 
extremely just. As to the causes which have induced our 
friend to expatriate himself, I think we need not look far for 
them. He is evidently one of the many Italian refugees whom 
political disturbances have driven to a land of which it is the 
boast to receive all exiles of whatever party. For his respect- 
ability of birth and family he certainly ought to obtain some 
vouchers. And if that be the only objection, I trust we may 
soon congratulate Miss Hazeldean on a ma,rriage with a man 
who, though certainly very poor, has borne privations with- 
out a murmur; has preferred all hardship to debt; has scorned 
to attempt betraying the young lady into any clandestine con- 
nection; who, in short, has shown himself so upright and 
honest, that I hope my dear Mr. Hazeldean will forgive him 
if he is only a doctor — probably of Laws and not, as most 
foreigners pretend to be, a marquis or a baron at least.” 

“ As to. that,” cried the squire, “'tis the best thing I know 
about Eickeybockey that he don’t attempt to humbug us by 
any such foreign trumpery. Thank Heaven, the Hazeldeans 
of Hazeldean were never tuft-hunters and title -mongers; 
and if I never ran after an English lord, I should certainly 
be devilishly ashamed of a brother-in-law whom I was forced 
to call .markee or count! I should feel sure he was a courier, 
or runaway valley-de-sham. Turn up your nose at a doctor, 
indeed, Harry! — pshaw, good English style that! Doctor! 
my aunt married a Doctor of Divinity— -excellent man — 
wore a wig and was made a dean! So long as Eickeybockey 
is not a doctor of physic, I don’t care a button. If he ’s that, 
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indeed, it would be suspicious ; because, you see, tliose foreign 
doctors of pbysic are quacks, and tell fortunes, and go about 
on a vStage with a Merry-Andrew.” 

“Lord! Hazeldean, where on earth did you pick up that 
idea? ” said .Marry, laiigliing. 

“ Pick it up ! — why, I saw a felloAV myself at th.c cattle fair 
last year — when I was buying short-horns — witlv a red 
waistcoat and a cocked hat, a little like the parson’s shovel. 
He called himself Hr. Phoscophornio, and sold pills. The 
Merry-Andrew was the funniest creature, in salmon-coloured 
tights, turned head over heels, and said he came, from Tim- 
buctoo. No, no : if Rickeybockey ’s a physic .Doctor, we shall 
have Jemima in a pink tinsel dress tramping about the coun- 
try in a caravan 1 ” 

At this notion both the squire and his wife laughed so 
heartily that the parson felt the thing was si'ttled, and 
slipped away, with the intention of making hi.s report to 
lliccabooca. 


CHAPTER XXVI. 

It was with a slight disturbance of his ordinary suave and 
well-bred equanimity that the Italian receivt^l tin', informa- 
tion that he need apprehend no obsta(}lG to his suit from the 
insular prejudices or the worldly vi{}ws of tlni lady’s fiunily. 
Not that he was mean and cowardly enough tf) r(?(a)il from the 
near and unclouded prospect of that felicity which he? liad left 
off his glasses to behold with unblinking, naked eyi'.s, — no, 
there his mind was made up; but he had met in life with 
much that inclines a man towards misanthropy, and he wms 
touched not only hy the interest in his welfare testified by a 
heretical priest, but by the generosity with whicdi he was ad- 
mitted into a well-born and wealthy family, despite his noto- 
rious poverty and his foreign descent. He conceded the 
propriety of the only stipulation, which was conveyed to liim 
by the parson with all the delicacy that became one long pro- 
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fessionally habituated to deal with the subtler susceptibilities 
of inaukiud, — namely, that, amongst Iticcabocca’s friends or 
kindred, some person should be found whose report would 
confirm the persuasion of his respectability entertained by 
his neighbours, — he assented, I say, to the propriety of this 
condition; but it was not with alacrity and eagerness. His 
]3row became clouded. The parson hastened to assure him 
that the squhe was not a man qui stupet in titulis,^ 
neither expected nor desired to find an origin and rank for 
his brother-in-law above that decent mediocrity of condition 
to which it was evident from Hiccabocca’s breeding and 
accomplishments he could easily establish his claim. “And 
though,” said he, smiling, “the squire is a warm politician in 
his own country, and would never see his sister again, I fear, if 
she married some convicted enemy of our happy constitution, 
yet for foreign politics he does not care a straw ; so that if, as I 
suspect, your exile arises from some quarrel with your govern- 
ment, — which, being foreign, he takes for granted must be in- 
supportable, — he would but consider you as he would a Saxon 
who fled from the iron hand of William the Conqueror, or a Lan- 
castrian expelled by the Yorkists in our Wars of the Loses,” 

The Italian smiled. “Mr. Hazeldean shall be satisfied,” 
said he, simply. “ I see, by the squire’s newspaper, that an 
English gentleman who knew me in my own country has just 
arrived in London. I will write to him for a testimonial, at 
least to my probity and character. Probably he may be 
known to you by name, — nay, he must be, for he was a 
distinguished officer in the late war. I allude to Lord 
L’Estrange.” 

The parson started. 

“You know Lord L’Estrange? — profligate, had man, I 
fear.” , ' ' ■ 

“Profligate! bad!” exclaimed Biccabocca. “Well, calum- 
nious as the world is, I should never have thought that such ex- 
pressions would be applied to one who, though I knew him but 
little, — knew him chiefly by the service he once rendered to 
me, — first taught me to love and revere the English name! ” 

1 " Who besotted with, titleg.” 
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“ He may be changed since — ” the parson paused. 

“Since when?” asked Riccabocca, with evident curiosity. 

Mr. Dale seemed embarrassed. “Excuse me,” said he, “it 
is many years ago; and in short the opinion I then formed of 
the nobleman you named was based upon circumstances which 
I cannot communicate.” 

The punctilious Italian bowed in silence, but he still looked 
as if he should have liked to luosecute inquiry. 

After a pause he said, “Whatever your impression respect- 
ing Lord L’Estrange, there is nothing, I suppose, which would 
lead you to doubt his honour, or reject his testimonial in my 
favour?” 

“According to fashionable morality,” said Mr. Dale, rather 
^>reeisely, “I know of nothing that could induce me to suppose 
that Lord L’Estrange would not, in this instance, speak the 
iruth. And he has unquestionably a high reputation as a 
soldier, and a considerable position in the world.” There- 
with the parson took his leave. A few days afterwards, Dr. 
Riccabocca inclosed to the squire, in a blank envelope, a letter 
he had received from Harley L’Estrange. It was evidently 
intended for the sqiiire^s eye, and to serve as a voxicher for 
the Italian’s respectability ; but this object was fulfilled, not 
in the coarse form of a direct testimonial, but with a tact and 
delicacy which seemed to show more than the line breeding 
to be expected from one in Lord L’Estrange’s station. It 
evinced that most exquisite of all politeness which comes 
from the heart; a certain tone of affectionate respect (which 
even the homely sense of the squire felt, intuitively, proved 
far more in favour of Riccabocca than the most elaborate cer- 
tificate of his qualities and antecedents) pervaded the wiiole, 
and would have sufficed in itself to remove all scruj)les from 
a mind much more suspicious and exacting than that of the 
Squire of Hazeldean. But, lo and behold! an obstacle 
now occurred to the parson, of which he ought to have 
thought long before, — namely, the Papistical religion of the 
Italian. Dr. Riccabocca was professedly a Roman Catholic. 
He so little obtruded that fact — and, indeed, had assented so 
readily to any animadversions upon the superstition and 
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priestcraft whicli, according to Protestants, are the essential 
characteristics of Papistical communities — that it was not 
till the hymeneal torch, which brings all faults to light, was 
fairly illumined for the altar, that the remembrance of a 
faith so cast into the shade burst upon the conscience of the 
parson. The first idea that then occurred to him was the 
proper and professional one, — namely, the conversion of Dr, 
Biccabocca. He hastened to his study, took down from his 
shelves long neglected volumes of controversial divinity, 
armed himself with an arsenal of authorities, arguments, 
and texts j then, seizing the shovel-hat, posted off to the 
Casino. 


CHAPTER XXVII. 

The parson burst upon the philosopher like an avalanche ! 
He was so full of his subject that he could not let it out in 
prudent driblets. Ho, he went souse upon the astounded 
Eiocabocca— 

“ Tremendo 
Jupiter ipse ruens tumultu,'* 

The sage — shrinking deeper into his armchair, and draw- 
ing his dressing-robe more closely round him — suffered the 
parson to talk for three quarters of an hour, till indeed he 
had thoroughly proved his case; and, like Brutus, “paused 
for a reply.” 

Then said Riccabocca mildly: “In much of what you have 
urged so ably, and so suddenly, I am inclined to agree. But 
base is the man who formally forswears the creed he has 
inherited from his fathers, and professed since the cradle up 
to years of maturity, when the change presents itself in the 
guise of a bribe; when, for such is human nature, he can 
hardly distinguish or disentangle the appeal to his reason 
from the lure to his interests, — here a text, and there a 
dowry! — here Protestantism, there Jemima! Own, my 
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frieud; that the soberest casuist would see double under the 
inebriating eltects produced by so mixing his poleniioal 
liquors. Appeal, my good Mr. Dale, from Philip drunken 
to Philip sober! — ^from Kiccabocca intoxicated with the 
assiiraiKje of 3n)ur excellent lady, that he is about to be. 
‘the happiest of men,’ to Kiccabocca ac(}ustonuMl to his iiap- 
piiiess, and carrying it oif with the seasoned equability of one; 
grown familiar with stimulants, — in a word, a.ppeal from 
Kiccabocca the wooer to Kiccabocca the spouse, 1 may be 
convertible, but conversion is a slow progress; courtship 
should be a quick one, — ask Miss Jemima. Final'niente, 
marry me first, and convert me afterwards ! ” 

“You take this too jestingly,” began the parson; “and I 
don’t see why, with your excellent understanding, truths so 
plain and obvious should not strike you at once.” 

“Truths,” interrupted Kiccabocca., profoundly, “are the 
slowest growing things in the world! It took fifteen hun- 
dred year,s from the date of the Christian era to produce your 
own Luther, and then he flung his Kible at Satan (I have seen 
the mark made by tbe book on the wall of his prison in Cer- 
many), besides running off with a nun, wdiich no Protc'staut 
clergyman would think it proper and right to do nowa<la.ys.” 
Then he added, with s(u*iousness, “Look you, my dear sir, I 
should lose my own esteem if I were even, to listen to you 
now with becoming atte.ntion, — now, I say, when you hint 
that the creed I have professed may be in I'.ho way of my 
advantage. If so, I must keep the creed ii.nd re, sign tlu' 
advantage. But if, as I trust not only as a (Jbrist.ian but a 
man of honour, you will defer this discussion, I will prmuise. 
to listen to you hereafter; and though, to say truth, T bi'lieve 
that you will not convert me, I will promise you (’aiiihl.'ully 
never to interfere with my wife’s religion,” 

“ And any cdiildren you may have? ” 

“Children!” said Dr. Kiccabocca, recoiling; “you are 7iot 
contented with firing yonr pocket-pistol right in Tuy face ! you 
must also pepper me all over with small shot. Children! 
well, if they are girls, let them follow the faith of their 
mother; and if boys, while in childhood, let them be con- 
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tented with learning to be Christians; and when they grow 
into men, let them choose for themselves which is the best 
form for the practice of the great principles which all sects 
have in (iominon.” 

“Ihit,” began Mr. Dale again, pulling a large book from 
his pocket. 

Dr. iticcabocca flung open the window, and jumped out 
of it. 

It was the rapidest and most dastardly flight you could 
possibly conceive; but it was a great compliment to the 
argumentative powers of the parson, and he felt it as such. 
Nevertheless, Mr. Dale thought it right to have a long con- 
versation, both with the squire and Miss Jemima herself, 
upon the subject which his intended convert had so ignomini- 
ously escaped. 

The squire, though a great foe to Popery, politically con- 
sidered, had also quite as great a hatred to renegades and 
apostates. And in his iieart he would have despised Riooa- 
bocca if he could have thrown off his religion as easily as he 
had done his spectacles. Therefore he said simply, “Well, 
it is certainly a great pity that Itickeybockey is not of the 
Church of England; though, I take it, that would be unrea- 
sonable to exjiect in a man born and bred under the nose of 
the Inquisition (the squire flnuly believed that the Inquisi- 
tion was in full force in all the Italian States, with whips, 
racks, and thumbscrews; and, indeed, his chief information 
of Italy was gathered from a perusal he had given in early 
youth to “The One-Handed Monk”); “but I think he speaks 
very fairly, on the whole, as to his wife and children. And 
the thing’s gone too far now to retract. It’s all your fault 
for not thinking of it before; and I ’vo now just made up my 
mind as to the course to pursue respecting the d-— d stocks! ” 

As for Miss Jemima, the parson left her with a pious 
thanksgiving that Ricoabocca at least was a Christian, and 
not a Pagan, M.ahometan, or Jew! 


Mi: JSIOVJbiL; OK, 




CHAPTER XXVIII, 

There is that in a wedding which appeals to a universal 
sympathy. No other event in the lives of their superiors in 
rank creates an equal sensation amongst the humbler classes. 

Prom the moment the news that Miss Jemima was to be 
married had spread throughout the village, all the old affec- 
tion for the squire and his House burst forth the stronger for 
its temporary suspension. Who could think of the stocks in 
such a season? The .stocks were swept out of fashion, — 
hunted from remembrance as completely as the question of 
Repeal or the thought of Rebellion from the warm Irish 
heart, when the fair young face of the Royal Wife beamed on 
the sister isle. 

Again cordial courtesies were dropped at the thresholds by 
which the squire passed to his own farm; again the sun- 
burned brows uncovered — no more with sullen ceremony — 
were smoothed into cheerful gladness at his nod. Nay, the 
little ones began again to assemble at their ancient rendeiivouB 
by the stocks, as if either familiarized with the phenomenon, 
or convinced that, in the general sentiment of good-will, its 
powers of evil were annulled. 

The squire tasted once more the sweets of the only popu- 
larity which is much worth having, and the loss of wliich a 
wise man would reasonably deplore, — namely, the pojmlarity 
which arises from a persuasion of our goodness, and a reduc- 
tance to recall our faults. Like all blessings, the more sensi- 
bly felt from previous interruption, the squire enjoyed thi.s 
restored poimlarity with an exhilarated sense of existence; his 
stout heart beat more vigorously; his stalwart step trod more 
lightly; his comely English face looked comelier and more 
English than ever, — you would have been a merrier man for 
a week to have come within hearing of his jovial laugh. 
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He felt grateful to Jeiuima and to Eiccabocca as the special 
agents of Providence in this general integratio amoris. To 
have looked at him, you would suppose that it was the squire 
who was going to be married a second time to his Harry ! 

One may well conceive that such would have been an 
inauspicious moment for Parson Dale's theological scruples. 
To have stopped that marriage, chilled all the sunshine it 
dilfused over the village, seen himself surrounded again by 
long sulky visages, — I verily believe, though a better friend 
of Church and State never stood on a hustings, that, rather 
than court such a revulsion, the squire would have found 
Jesuitical excuses for the marriage if Eiccabocca had been 
discovered to be the Pope in disguise! As for the stocks, its 
fate was now irrevocably sealed. In short, the marriage was 
concluded, — first privately, according to the bridegroom's 
creed, by a Eoman Catholic clergyman, who lived in a town 
some miles off, and next publicly in the village church of 
Hazeldean. 

It was the heartiest rural wedding! Village girls strewed 
flowers on the way; a booth was placed amidst the prettiest 
scenery of the Park on the margin of the lake, — for there 
was to be a dance later in the day; an ox was roasted whole. 
Even Mr. Stirn — no, Mr. Stirn was not present; so much 
happiness would have been the death of him! And the 
Papisher too, who had conjured Lenny out of the stocks; 
nay, who had himself sat in the stocks for the very purpose 
of bringing them into contempt, — the Papisher! he had as 
lief Miss Jemima had married the devil ! Indeed he was per- 
suaded that, in point of fact, it was all one and the same. 
Therefore Mr. Stirn had asked leave to go and attend his 
uncle the pawnbroker, about to undergo a torturing operation 
for the stone! Prank was there, summoned from Eton for 
the occasion — having grown two inches taller since he left, 
— for the one inch of which nature was to be thanked, for 
the other a new pair of resplendent Wellingtons. But the 
boy’s joy was less apparent than that of others. Por Jemima 
was a special favourite with him, as she would have been with 
all boys, — for she was always kind and gentle, and made 
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hirxi many pretty presents whenever she came from the water- 
ing-places; anrl. Frank knew that he should miss her sadly, 
and thoiiglit she had made a very queer choice. 

C/a])tain Higginbotham had been invited; but to the aston- 
ishment of Jemima, he had lajplied to tlic invitation by a 
letter to herself, mai’ked “jirivate and conjidenfud. " 

“ She must have long known,” said the letter, “ of Jus devoted at- 
tachnieut to lior ! umtivtis of delieaey, arising froni the Tiarrowiiess of 
his iucoino and the magnanimity of his soutimeiits, had alonis prevented 
his formal propt)sals ; hut now that he was informed (he could scarcely 
believe his senses or command his passions) that her relations wished to 
force her into a barbarous marriage with a foreigner of most for- 
bidding APPEARANCE, aud inost adject ci'rcuinstances, ho lost not a 
inomeut in laying at her feet his own hand and fortune. And he did 
this the more conlidiaitly, inasmuch as Ik; could not hut he avuiro of 
Miss Jemima’s secret feelings towards him, while las was 'proud, and 
happy to say, that his dear and distingiiislied cousin, Mr. Sliarpe Chirrie, 
laid honoured him with a warintli of rc'gard which justilifal the most 
hvilliant expectations, — likely to ho mm. Dualized, as his eminent 
relative had contracted a very bad liver complaint in the stjrvice of his 
country, and could not last long ! ” 

In all the yCcars they hail known each other, Miss Jemima, 
strange as it may appear, had never once suspected the cap- 
tain of any other feelings to her than those of a brother. To 
say that she was not gratified by learning her mistakii would 
be to say that she was more than woman. Iiuhiod, it must 
have been a source of no ignoble triumph to think that she 
could prove her disinterested affection to her dear Jliciiabocca 
by a prompt rejection of this more brillia.nt offer. Slio 
couched the rejection, it is true, in the most soothing tmuns. 
But the captain evidently considered himself ill used; he did 
not reply to the letter, and did not come to the wedding. 

To let the reader into a secret, never known to Miss 
Jemima, Captain Higginbotham was much less influenced ])y 
Oupid than hy Plutus in the offer he had made. The caxdain 
was one of that class of gentlemen who read their accounts by 
those corpse-lights, or will-o’-the-wisps, called expectations. 
Ever since the squire’s grandfather had left him — then, in 
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sRort clotlics — a legacy of £500, the captain had peopletl the 
future with expectations ! He talked of his expectations as a 
man talks of shares in a Tontine; they might fluctuate a 
little, — be now up and now down, — but it was morally 
impossible, if ho lived on, but that he should be a m.iUion- 
naire one of these days. Now, though Miss Jemima was a 
good iift(;en years younger than himself, yet she always stood 
for a good round sum in the ghostly books of the captain. 
She was an eximctatibn to the full amount of her £4000, 
seeing that Frank was an only child, and it would be carry- 
ing coals to Newcastle to leave /ww anything. 

Rather than see so considerable a cipher suddenly sponged 
out of his visionary ledger, rather than so much money should 
vanish clean out of the family, Captain Higginbotham had 
taken what he conceived, if a desperate, at least a certain, 
step for the preservation of his property. If the golden horn 
could uot be had without the heifer, why, he must take the 
heifer into the bargain. He had never formed to himself an 
idea that a heifer so gentle would toss and fling him over. 
The blow was stunning. But no one compassionates the mis- 
fortunes of the covetous, though few perhaps are in greater 
need of compassion. And leaving poor Captain Higgin- 
botham to retrieve his illusory fortunes as he best may 
among “the expectations which gathered round the form 
of Mr. Sharpe Currie, who was the Grossest old tyrant ima- 
ginable, and nevmr allowed at his table any dishes not com- 
pounded with rice, u'-hich played Old Nick with the captain’s 
(ionstitutioiial functions, I return to the wedding at Hazel- 
dean, just in time to see the bridegroom — who looked singu- 
larly well on the occasion — hand the bride (who, between 
sunshiny tears and affectionate smiles, was really a very inter- 
esting and even a pretty bride, as brides go) into a carriage 
which the squire had presented to them, and depart on the 
orthodox nuptial excursion amidst the blessings of the assem- 
bled crowd. 

It may be thought strange by the unreflective that these 
rural spectators sliould so have approved and blessed the mar- 
ria,ge of a Hazeldean of Hazeldean with a poor, outlandish. 
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long-haired foreigner; but besides that Siccabocca, after all, 
had become one of the neighbourhood, and was proverbially 
“a civil-spoken gentleman,” it is generally noticeable that on 
wedding occasions the bride so monoijolizes interest, curi- 
osity, and admiration that the bridegroom himself goes for 
little or notliing. He is merely the passive agent in the 
affair, — the unregarded cause ol: the general satisfaction. It 
was not Riccabocca himself that they approved and blessed, ■ — 
it was the gentleman in the white waistcoat who had made 
Miss Jemima Madam Riekeybockey ! 

Leaning on his wife’s arm (for it was a habit of the squire 
to lean on his wife’s arm rather than she on his, when he was 
specially pleased; and there was something touching in the 
sight of that strong sturdy frame thus insensibly, in hours of 
happiness, .seeking dependence on the frail arm of woman), ■— 
leaning, I say, on his wife’s arm, the squire, about the hour 
of sunset, walked down to the booth by the lake. 

All the parisli — young and old, man, woman, and child — 
were assembled there, and their faces seemed to bear one 
family likeness, in the common emotion which animated all, 
as they turned to his frank, fatherly smile. Squire Hazeldean 
stood at the head of the long table : he filled a horn with ale 
from the brimming tankard beside him. Then he looked 
round, and lifted his hand to request silence; and ascending 
the chair, rose in full view of all. Every one felt that the 
squire was about to make a speech, and the earnestness of the 
attention was proportioned to the rarity of the event; for 
(though he was not unpractised in the oratory of the hustings) 
only thrice before? had the squire made what could fairly be 
called “a speech” to the villagers of Hazeldean, — once on a 
kindred festive occasion, when he had presented to them his 
bride; once in a contested election for the shire, in which he 
took more than ordinary interest, and was not quite so sober 
as he ought to have been; once in a time of great agricultural 
distress, when in spite of reduction of rents, the farmers had 
been compelled to discard a large number of their customary 
labourers, and when the squire had said, “I have given up 
keeping the hounds because I want to make a fine piece of 
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water (that was the origin of the lake), and to drain all the 
low lands round the Park, Let every man who wants work 
come to me ! ” And that sad year the parish rates of Hazel- 
dean were not a penny the heavier. 

Now, for the fourth time, the squire rose, and thus he 
spoke, — at his right hand, Harry; at his left, Frank; at the 
bottom of the table, as vice-president, Parson Dale, his little 
wife behind him, only obscurely seen. She cried readily, and 
her handkerchief was already before her eyes. 


CHAPTEB XXIX. 

THE squire’s speech. 

“ Friends and neighbours, I thank you kindly for coming 
round me this day, and for showing so much interest in me 
and mine. My cousin was not born amongst you as I was, 
but you have known her from a child. It is a familiar face, 
and one that never frowned, which you will miss at your cot- 
tage doors, as I and mine will miss it long in the old Hall — ” 

Here there was a sob from some of the women, and nothing 
was seen of Mrs. Dale but the white handkerchief. The 
squire himself paused, and brushed away a tear with the 
back of his hand. Then he resumed, with a sudden change 
of voice that wnis electrical, — 

“For we none of us prize a blessing till we have lost it! 
Now, friends and neighbours, a little time ago, it seemed as 
if some ill-will had crept into the village, — ill-will between 
you and me, neighbours! — why, that is not like Hazeldean!” 

The audience hung their heads! You never saw people 
look so thoroughly ashamed of themselves. The squire 
proceeded, — 

“I don’t say it was all your fault; perhaps it was mine.” 

“Noa, noa, noa,” burst forth in a general chorus. 
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“Nay, friends/’ continued tlie squire, and in one 

of tliose illustrative apliorLsms which, if less subtle than 
Itieoabucea’s, were more within reach of the i)opular compre- 
hension, — ‘‘nay, we are all human, and every man lias ids 
hobby; sojuefcimcas ho breaks in the hobby, and sometinu's the 
hobby, if it is very hard in tlie mouth, breaks in him. One 
man's hobby has an ill habit of always stopping- at the public- 
house! [Laughter.] Another man's hobby refuses to stir a 
peg beyond the door where some buxom lass patted its neck 
the week before, — a hobby I rode pretty often when I went 
courting my good wife here! [Much laughter and applause.] 
Others have a lazy hobby that there 's no getting on; others, 
a runaway hobby that there’s no stopping: but to cut the 
matter short, my favourite hobby, as you well know, is 
always trotted out to any place on my property which seems 
to want the eye and hand of the master. 1 hate, ” cried the 
squire, warming, “to see things neglected and decayed, and 
going to the dogs ! This land we live in is a good mother to 
us, and we can’t do too much for her. It is very true, neigh- 
bours, that I owe her a good many acres, and ouglit to speak 
well of her; but what then? I live amongst you, and what 
I take from the rent with one hand, I divithi amongst you 
with the other. [Low but assenting murmurs.] Now tln^ 
more I improve my property, the more iiumtlia it feeds. My 
great-grandfather kept a Jfield-book in whieli were imterivl 
not only the names of all the farmers and the tpmntity of 
land they held, but the average number of the labourers each 
enqiloycd. My grandfather and fatln'i- followed Ins (ixanxjde: 
I have done the same. I find, neighbours, that our rents liave, 
doubled since my great-grandfather began to make the book. 
Ay, — but there are more than four times the number cd! 
labourers employed on the evstate, and at much bctt(m wages 
tool Well, my men, that says a great deal in favour of 
improving property, and not letting it go to the dogs. [Ap- 
plause.] And therefore, neighbours, you will kindly excuse 
my hobby: it carries grist to your mill. [Reiterated ap- 
plause.] Well, but you will say, ‘ What’s the squire driving 
at?’ Why this, my friends: There was only one worn-out. 
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dilapidated^ tumble-down thing in the parish of Hazeldean, 
and it became an eyesore to me; so I saddled my hobby, and 
rode at it. Oh, ho! you know what I mean now! Yes, but, 
neighbours, you need not have taken it so to heart. That was 
a scurvy trick of some of you to hang me in effigy, as they 
call it.” 

“It v/arnT you,” cried a voice in the crowd, “it war Nick 
Stirn.” 

The squire recognized the voice of the tinker; but though 
he now guessed at the ringleader, on that day of general 
amnesty he had the prudence and magnanimity not to say, 
“Stand forth, Sprott: thou art the man.” Yet his gallant 
English spirit would not- suffer him to come off at the expense 
of his servant. • 

“If it was Nick Stirn you meant,” said he, gravely, “more 
shame for you. It showed some pluck to hang the master; 
but to hang the poor servant, who only thought to do his duty, 
careless of what ill-will it brought upon him, was a shabby 
trick, — so little like the lads of Hazeldeau, that I suspect the 
man who taught it to them was never born in the parish. But 
let bygones be bygones. One thing is clear, — you don’t take 
kindly to my new pair of stocks! The stocks has been a 
stumbling-block and a grievance, and there ’s no denying that 
we went on very pleasantly without it. I may also say that, 
in spite of it, we have been coming together again Intely. 
And I can’t tell you wluit good it did me to see your children 
playing again, on the green, and your honest faces, in spite of 
tlu'. stocks, and those diabolical . tracts you’ve been reading 
lately, lighted up at the thought that something pleasant was 
going on. at the Hall. Do you know, neighbours, you put me 
in mind of an old story which, besides applying to the parish, 
all who are married, and all who intend to many, will do 
well to recollect. A worthy couple, named John and Joan, 
had lived happily together many a long year, till one unlucky 
day tliey bought a new bolster. Joan said the holster was 
too hard, and John that it was too soft. So, of course, they 
quarrelled. After sulking all day, they agreed to put the 
bolster between them at night.” (Roars of laughter amongst 
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the men ; tlie women did not know which way to look, except, 
indeed, Mirs. Hazeldean, who, though she was more than 
usually rosy, maintained her innocent genial sniihi, as much 
as to say, “There is no harm in the squire’s jests.”) The 
orator resumed, “After they had thus lain apart for a little 
time, very silent and sullen, John sneezed. ‘ God bless you! ’ 
says Joan, over the bolster. ‘Bid you say God bless me?’ 
ories John, ‘ then here goes the bolster! ’ ’’ 

Prolonged laughter and tumultuous a];)j)lause. 

“Friends and neighbours,” said the squire, when silence 
was restored, and lifting the horn of ale, “ I have the pleas- 
ure to inform you that I have ordered the stocks to be taken 
down, and made into a bench for the chimney-nook of our old 
friend Gaffer Solomons yonder. But mind me, lads, if ever 
you make the parish regret the loss of the stociks, and the 
overseers come to me with long faces, and say, ‘ The stocks 
must be rebuilded, ’ why — ” Here from all the youth of the 
village rose so deprecating a clamour, that the squire would 
have been the most bungling orator in the world, if he said a 
word further on the subject. He elevated the horn over his 
head — “ Why, that ’s my old Hazeldean again! Health and 
long life to you all ! ” 

The tinker had sneaked out of the assembly, and did not 
show his face in the village for the next six months. And 
as to those poisonous tracts, in spite of their salubrious labels, 
“The Poor Man’s Friend,” or “The Rights of Labour,” you 
could no more have found one of them lurking in the drawers 
of the kitchen dressers in Hazeldean than you would have 
found ■ the deadly nightshade on the flower-stands in the 
drawing-room of the Hall. As for the revolutionary beer- 
house, there was no need to apply to the magistrates to shut 
it up, — it shut itself up before the week was out. 

0 young head of the great House of Hapsburg, what a 
Hazeldean you might have made of Hungary ! What a 
“Moriamur pro rege nostro!” would have rung in your 
infant reign, — if you had made such a speech as the 
squire’s! 




BOOK FOURTH. 


INITIAL CHAPTEE. 


COMPEISING MB. CAXTON’s OPINIONS ON THE MATRIMONIAL 
STATE, SUPPORTED BY LEARNED AUTHORITIES. 


“It was no bad idea of yours, Pisistratus,” said my father, 
graciously, “to depict the heightened affections and the seri- 
ous intention of Signor Eiccabocca by a single stroke, — He 
left off his spectacles ! Good.” 

“Yet,” quoth my uncle, “I think Shakspeare represents a 
lover as falling into slovenly habits, neglecting his person, 
and suffering his hose to be ungartered, rather than paying 
that attention to his outer man which induces Signor Eicca- 
bocca to leave off his spectacles, and look as handsome as 
nature will permit him.” 

“ There are different degrees and many phases of the pas- 
sion,” replied my father. “Shakspeare is speaking of an 
ill-treated, pining, woe-begone lover, much aggrieved by the 
cruelty of his mistress, — a lover who has found it of no avail 
to smarten himself up, and has fallen despondently into the 
opposite extreme. Whereas Signor Eiccabocca has nothing 
to complain of in the barbarity of Miss Jemima.” 

“Indeed he has not!” cried Blanche, tossing her head, — ■ 
“forward creature! ” 

“Yes, my dear,” said my mother, trying her best to look 
stately, “I am decidedly of opinion that, in that respect, 
Pisistratus has lowered the dignity of the sex. Not inten- 
tionally,” added my mother, mildly, and afraid she had said 
something too bitter; “but it is very hard for a man to de- 
scribe us women.” 

VOI,, I..-— 16 
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Tlie captain nodded ai)provingly; Mr. Squills smiled; my 
father quietly resumed the thread of his discourse. 

“To continue,” quoth he. “Kiceahoeca has no reason to 
despair of success in his suit, nor any object in moving his 
mistress to compassion. He may, therefore, very prop(!rly 
tie u]j his garters and leave off his spectacles. What do you 
say, Mr. Squills? — for, after all, since love-making ('.annot 
fail to be a great constitutional derangement, the expericmce 
of a medical man must be the best to consult.” 

“Mr. Caxton,” replied Squills, obviously flattered, “you 
are quite right: when a man makes love, the organs of self- 
esteem and desire of applause are greatly stimulated, and 
therefore, of course, he sets himself off to the best advantage. 
It is only, as you observe, when, like Shakspeare’s lover, he 
has given up making love as a bad job, and has received that 
severe hit on the ganglions which the cruelty of a mistress 
inflicts, that he neglects his personal appearance : lie neglects 
it, hot because he is in love, hut because his nervous system 
is ‘ depressed. That was the cause, if you remember, with 
poor Major Prim. He wore his wig all awry when Susan 
Smart jilted him; but I set it right for him.” 

“ By shaming Miss Smart into repentance, or getting him 
a new sweetheart? ” asked my uncle. 

“Pooh!” answered Squills, “by quinine and cold bathing.” 

“We may therefore grant,” renewed my father, “ that, as a 
general rule, the process of courtship tends to the spnieeness, 
and even foppery, of the individual engaged in the experi- 
ment, as Voltaire has very prettily proved somewhere. Hay, 
the Mexicans, indeed, were of opinion that the lady at least 
ought to continue those cares of her x)erson even after mar- 
riage. There is extant, in Sahagiin’s ‘ History of .'New Spa, in,’ 
the advice of an Aztec or Mexican mother to her daugliter, in 
which she says, ‘ That your husband may not take you in dis- 
like, adorn yourself, wash yourself, and let your garments be 
clean.’’ It is true that the good lady adds, ‘ Do it in modera- 
tion; since if every day you are washing yourself and yoar 
clothes, the world will say that you are over-delicate; and 
particular people will call you — tapktzon ttxbmaxooh/^ 
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What those words precisely mean,” added my father, mod- 
estly, “I Gaiinot say, since I never had the opportunity to 
acquire the ancient Aztec language, — but something very 
opprobrious and horrible, no doubt.” 

“1 dare say a philosopher like Signor Eiccabocca, ” said my 
uncle, “was not himself very tapetaon tine — what d’ye call 
it? — and a good healthy English wife, that poor affectionate 
Jemima, was thrown away upon him.” 

“.Roland,” said my father, “you don’t like foreigners} a 
respectable prejudice, and quite natural in a man who has 
been trying his best to hew them in pieces and blow them 
up into splinters. But you don’t like philosophers either, — 
and for that dislike you have no equally good reason.” 

“I only implied that they are not much addicted to soap 
and water,” said my uncle. 

“A, notable mistake. Many great philosophers have been 
very great beaux. Aristotle was a notorious fop. Buffon put 
on his best laced ruffles when he sat down to write, which 
implies that he washed his hands first. Pythagoras insists 
greatly on the holiness of frequent ablutions; and Horace — 
who, in his own way, was as good a philosopher as any the 
Romans produced — takes care to let us know -what a neat, 
well-dressed, dapper little gentleman he was. But I don’t 
think you ever read the ‘Apology ’ of A.puleius?” 

“jN'ot I; what is it about?” asked the captain. 

“About a great many things. It is that Sage’s vindication 
from several malignant charges, — amongst others, and prin- 
cipally indeed, that of being much too refined and effeminate 
for a philosopher. Nothing can exceed the rhetorical skill 
with which he excuses himself for using — tooth-powder. 
‘Ought a philosopher,’ he exclaims, ‘to allow anything 
unclean about him, especially in the mouth, — the mouth, 
which is the vestibule of the soul, the gate of discourse, the 
portico of thought! Ah, but .^milianus [the accuser of 
Apuleius] never opens his mouth but for slander and cal- 
umny, — tooth-powder would indeed be unbecoming to Mm ! 
Gr, if he use any, it will not be my good Arabian tooth- 
powder, but charcoal and cinders. Ay, his teeth should be as 
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foul as his language ! And yet even the croeodilo likos to have 
his teeth cleaned; insects get into them, and, horrible reptile 
thougli he be, he opens his jaws inoffensively to a faith tul dou- 
tistical bird, who volunteers his beak for a tooth})ic'k.’ ” 

M’y father was now warm in the subje(*t he had starttul, a,nd 
soarfid miles away from Biccaboeca and “My Novel.” “And 
observe,” he exclaimed, observe with wind; gravity this 
eminent Platonist pleads guilty to the charge of ha.ving a, 
mirror. ‘Why, what,’ he exclaims, ‘more worthy of the 
regards of a human creature than his own image’ (iiihil 
rcs^ieatahilius homini qiuvm. formanv sutwi) ! Is not that one 
of our children the most dear to us who is called ‘ the picture 
of his father ’? But take what pains you will with a picture, 
it can never be so like you as the face in your mirror! Think 
it discreditable to look with proper attention on one’s self in 
the glass ! Bid not Socrates recommend such attention to his 
disciples, — did he not make a, great moral agent of the ttpecu- 
lum ? The handsome, in admiring their beauty therein, were 
admonished that handsome is who handsome does; and the 
more the ugly stared at themselves, the more tliey becumie 
naturfilly anxious to hide the disgra.ee of their features in the 
lovediness of tlieir merits. Was not Demosthenes always at 
his speGvkmi? Did he not rehearse his causes before it as 
before a master in the art? He learned his eloquence from 
Plato, his dialectics from Eulmlides; but as for his delivery 
— there, he came to the mirror! 

“Therefore,” concluded Mr. Oaxton, returning unexpecttully 
to the subject, — “tlierofore, it is no rea.son to suppose that 
Dr. Biccahocca is averse to cleanliness and decent care of the 
person because he is a philosopher; and, all things consid- 
ered, he never showed himself more a philosopher than when 
he left off his spectacles and looked his best.” 

“Well,” said my mother, kindly, “I only hope it may turn 
out happily. But I should have been better pleased if Pisis- 
tratus had not made Dr. Biccabocca so reluctant a wooer.” 

“Very true,” siiid the captain; “the Italian does not shine 
as a lover. Throw a little more fire into him, Pisistratus, — 
aomethmg gallant and chivalrous.” 
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“Fire! gallantry! chivalry!” cried my father, who had 
taken Eiccabocca under his special protection; “why, don’t 
you see that the man is described as a philosopher? — and I 
should like to know when a philosopher ever plunged into 
matrimony without considerable misgivings and cold shivers! 
Indeed, it seems that — x^sAaps before he was a philosopher 
— Eiccabocca had tried the experiment, and knew what it 
was. Why, even that plain-speaking, sensible, practical man, 
Metellus Kuniidicus, who was not even a philosopher, but only 
a Eonian censor, thus expressed himself in an exhortation to 
the people to perpetrate matrimony: ‘ If, 0 Qiiirites, we could 
do without wives, we should all dispense with that subject of 
care (ea molestia careremus) ; but since nature has so managed 
it that we cannot live with women comfortably, nor without 
them at all, let us rather provide for the human race than our 
own temporary felicity.’ ” 

Here the ladies set up such a cry of indignation, that both 
Eoland and myself endeavoured to appease their wrath by 
hasty assurances that we utterly repudiated the damnable 
doctrine of Metellus Niimidicus. 

My father, wliolly unmoved, as soon as a sullen silence was 
established, recommenced. “Bo not think, ladies,” said he, 
“that you were without advocates at that day: there were 
many Eornans gallant enough to blame the censor for a mode 
of exx^ressing himself which they held to be equally impolite 
and injudicious, ‘ Surely, ’ said they, with some plausibility, 

‘ if Humidicus wished men to marry, he need not have referred 
so peremx3torily to the disquietudes of the connection, and thus 
have made them more inclined to turn away from matrimony 
than give them a relish for it.’ But against these critics one 
hon<3st man (whose name of Titus Castricius should not be 
forgotten by posterity) maintained that Metellus Eumidicus 
could not have spoken more properly; ‘ For remark,’ said he, 
‘that Metellus was a censor, not a rhetorician. It becomes 
rhetoricians to adorn and disguise and make the best of things ; 
hut Metellus, sawcifMS -yir, — a holy and blameless man, grave 
and sincere to wit, and addressing the Eoman people in the 
solemn capacity of Censor, — was bound to speak the plain 
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truth, especially as he was treating of a subject on whicli the 
observation of every day, and tho experience of every life, 
could not leave the least doubt upon the mind of his audi- 
ence.’ Still, Eieoabocca, having decided to nmrry, has n<j 
doubt prepared himself to bear all the coneomitaut (.'.vils — as 
becomes a professed sage; and I own I admire, the art with 
which Pisistvatus has drawn the kind of woman most likely 
to suit a philosopher — ” 

Fisistratus bows, and looks round complacently; but recoils 
from two very peevish and discontented faces feminine. 

Mk. Caxtois’- (com|)leting his sentence). — “Not only as 
regards mildness of temper and other household qualifica- 
tions, but as regards the very person of the object of his 
choice. For you evidently remember, Fisistratus, the reply 
of Bias, when asked his opinion on marriage: ‘“Hrot KaX^v 

^ ‘ s-ol d Kakiiv, Koivyjv - el Sr/ alexf^av, €^fi6S 

iromjv. ” 

Fisistratus tries to look as if he had the opinion of Bias by 
heart, and nods acquiescingly. 

Me. Oaxton, — “That is, my deans, ‘The woman you 
would marry is either handsome or ugly: if handsome, she 
is Jco{7ie, — namely, you don’t have her to yourself ; if ugly, 
she is pome, — that is, a fury. ' But, as it is observed in 
Aulus Gellius (whence I borrow this citation), there is a wide 
interval between handsome and ugly. And thus Ennius, in 
his tragedy of ‘ Menalippus, ’ uses an admirable exi)ression to 
de.signate women of the proper degree of matrimonial comeli- 
ness, such as a philosopher would select. He calLs this degree 
stata form-tty — a rational, mediocre sort of beauty, which is 
not liable to be either koine or poine. And Favorinus, who 
was a remarkably sensible man, and came from Frovenee. — the 
male inhabitants of which district have always valued them- 
selves on their knowledge of love and ladies — calls this said 
stata fonna the beauty of wives, — the nxorial beauty. Jlntiius 
says that women of a stata forma are almost always safe and 
modest. No-w, Jemima, you observe, is described as possess- 
ing this stata foi'via; and it is the nicety of your observation 
in this respect, which I like the most, in the whole of your 
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description of a philosoplier’s matrimonial courtship, Pisis- 
tratus (excepting only the stroke of the spectacles), for it 
shows that you had properly considered the opinion of Bias, 
and mastered all the counter logic suggested in Book v., chap- 
ter xL, of Aulus Gellius.” 

“For all that,” said Blanche, half archly, half demurely, 
with a smile in the eye and a pout of the lip, “I don’t 
remember that Pisistratus, in the days when he wished to 
be most complimentary, ever assured me that I had a stota 
forma, — a rational, mediocre sort of beauty.” 

“And I think,” observed my uncle, “that when he comes 
to his real heroine, whoever she may be, he will not trouble 
his head much about either Bias or Aulus Gellius.” 


CHAPTER II. 

Matkimony is certainly a great change in life. One Is 
astonished not to find a notable alteration in one’s friend, 
even if he or she have been only wedded a week. In the 
instance of Dr. and Mrs. Riceabocca the change was peculiarly 
visible. To speak first of the lady, as in chivalry bound, Mrs. 
Riccabooca had entirely renounced that melancholy which had 
characterized Miss Jemima; she became even sprightly and 
gay, and looked all the better and prettier for the alteration. 
She did not scruple to confess honestly to Mrs. Dale that she 
was now of opinioiv that the world was very far from approach- 
ing its end. But, in the mean while, she did not neglect the 
duty which the belief she had abandoned serves to inculcate, 
— “She set her house in order.” The cold and penurious 
elegance that had characterized the Casino disappeared like 
enchantment, — that is, the elegance remained, but the cold 
and penury lied before the smile of woman. Like Puss-in- 
Boots, after the nuptials of his master, Jackeymo only now 
caught minnows and sticklebacks for his own amusement. 
Jackeymo looked much plumper, and so did Riccabocca. In 
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a word, tlie Mr Jemima became an excellent wife. Eicca- 
bocca secretly thought her extravagant, but, like a wise man, 
declined to look at the house bills, and ate his joint in unre- 
proachful silence. ■ , 

Indeed there was so much unaffected kindness in the nature 
of Mrs. Eiccabocca — beneath the quiet of her manner there 
beat so genially the heart of the Hazeldeaus — thiit she fairly 
justilied the favourable anticipations of Mrs. Dale. And 
though the doctor did not noisily boast of his felicity, nor, 
as some new married folks do, thrust it insultingly under the 
nimis unctis 7iaril)us, — the turned-up noses of your surly old 
married folks, — nor force it gaudily and glaringly on the 
envious eyes of the single, you might still see that he was a 
more cheerful and light-hearted man than before. His smile 
was less ironical, his politeness less distant. He did not 
study Machiavelli so intensely, — and he did not return to the 
spectacles; which last was an excellent sign. Moreover, the 
humanizing influence of the tidy English wife might be seen 
in the improvement of his outward or artificial man. Plis 
clothes seemed to fit him better; indeed, the clothes were 
new. Mrs. Dale no longer remarked that the buttons were 
off the wristbands, which was a great satisfaction to her. 
But the sage still remained faithful to the pipe, the cloak, 
and the red silk umbrella. Mrs. Eiccabocca had (to her credit 
be it spoken) used all becoming and wife-like arts against 
these three remnants of the old bachelor, Adam, but in vain. 
“Ammo, mm,” ^ said the doctor, tenderly, “I hold the cloak, 
the umbrella, and the pipe as the sole relics that remain to 
me of my native country. Eespect and spare them.” 

Mrs. Eiccabocca was touched, and had the good sense to 
perceive that man, let him be ever so much married, retains 
certain signs of his ancient independence, — certain tokens of 
his old identity, which a wife, the most despotic, will do well 
to concede. She conceded the cloak, she submitted to the 
umbrella, she overcame her abhorrence of the pipe. After 
all, considering the natural villany of our sex, she confessed 
to herself that she might have been worse off. But through 
1 " Sonl of mine.” 
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all tlie calm and cheerfnlness of E-iecabocca, a nervous per- 
turbation was suffioiently perceptible ; it commenced after tire 
second week of marriage; it went on increasing, till one 
bright sunny afternoon, as he was standing on his terrace, 
gazing down upon the road, at which J ackeymo was placed, 
lo, a stage-coach stopped ! The doctor made a bound, and put 
both hands to his heart as if he had been shot; he then leaped 
over the balustrade, and his wife from her window beheld 
him flying down the hill, with his long hair streaming in the 
wind, till the trees hid him from her sight. 

“ Ah, ” thought she, with a natural pang of conjugal jealousy, 
“ henceforth I am only second in his home. He has gone to 
welcome his child ! ” And at that reflection Mrs. Eiceabocoa 
shed tears. 

But so naturally amiable was she, that she hastened to curb 
her emotion, and efface as well as she could the trace of a 
stepmother’s grief. When this was done, and a silent, self- 
rebukiiig prayer murmured over, the good woman descended 
the stairs with alacrity, and summoning up her best smiles, 
emerged on the terrace. 

She was repaid ; for scarcely had she come into the open 
air, when two little arms were thrown around her, and the 
sweetest voice that ever came from a child’s lips sighed out 
in broken English, “ Good mamma, love me a little.” 

“Love you? with my whole heart! ” cried the stepmother, 
with all a mother’s honest passion. And she clasped the 
(diild to her breast. 

“God bless you, my wife!” said Eiceaboeca, in a husky 
tone. 

“Please take this too,” added Jackeymo, in Italian, as well 
as his sobs would let him, and he broke off a great bough full 
of blossoms from his favourite orange-tree, and thrust it into 
his mistress’s hand. She had not the slightest notion what 
he meant by it! 



248 MY NOVEL; 0R> 

a word, the fair Jemima heeame ,an oxcellcnl; wife. lUoca- 
bocoa seerctly thought her extravagant, i)ui,, like a wi.s(‘. nia.n, 
declined to look at the house bills, and aU his joint in unn- 
proacliful silence. 

Indeed there was so nmtdi uuaffee,to<l kindtie.ss in t,ho naturti 
of Mrs. Eicxvahocca — bemeath the, quit d of Inn- iu:uuhm> then', 
beat so genially the heart of tho 1 lar.id( leans ™ tlmt sli<>, fairly 
justified the favourable antieipations of Mr.s. Dnh*. And 
though the doctor did not noisily Ixnist of his ftdie.il.y, nor, 
as some new married folks do, thrust it insultingly under the 
nimis metis narikiSi — the turued-up nosc's of your surly old 
married folks, —nor force it gaudily and glaringly on the 
envious eyes of the single, you might still stu^ that In', was a 
more cheerful and light-hearted man than bei'oiv. His smile 
was less ironical, his politeness l(!.ss distant,. Ib^ did not 
study Machiavelli so intensely, — and lu> did not rt'turu to the 
spectacles; which last was an e.xnelhnit .sign, Moreovisr, the 
humanizing influence of the. tidy I'higUslt wife niigld; Iks stum 
in the improvement of his outward or :i.rtiiieial nmu. His 
clothes seemed to fit him beih'V; indeed, ihe e.lotlies were 
new. Mrs. Dale no longer remarked that, tiie Imt.tons were 
off the wristbands, which was a grejit .sat.isfaetioii to her. 
But the sage still remained faithful to the i>ip(N tlu^ e.lonk, 
and the red silk umbrella. Mrs. l{lcciaboe<ia, h:i,d (to Inu’ eredit 
be it spoken) used all beeomiug :ui(l wife-like arts against 
these three remnants of the old hae.lnditr, .A.da.ni, htu; in vain. 
“Mama said the doctor, temhwly, “I hold the cloak, 

the umbrella, and tho pipe as tin.' sole rclic.s i.hid; r«uua,iTi to 
me of my native, country. Itespect a,ud fqiarc^ t.heni.” 

Mrs. Eiccabocea was toiiehed, and Inid f,he g(sod sf'tise to 
perceive that man, let him he over so much m:i,rried, vt'tains 
certain signs of his ancient ixulep(‘nd('.uti<,\ — (certain ioloms of 
his old identity, which a wife, the most despotic,, will do well 
to concede. She conceded the Mojik, hUo suhmit.tc.d to the 
nmbrella, she overcame her abhorr(‘,n(U5 of the [upc. After 
all, considering the natural villauy of our sex, slu^ <'.onfcssed 
to herself that she might have been worse off. But through 
i Soul of mine." 


VAlilETlES m ENGLISH LIFE. 


249 


all the (3alm and cheerfulness of E,iccabocca, a nervous per- 
turbation was sufficiently perceptible ; it commenced after the 
second week of marriage; it went on increasing, till one 
bright sunny afternoon, as he was standing on his terrace, 
gazing down upon the road, at which Jackeymo was placed, 
lo, a stage-coach stopped! The doctor made a bound, and put 
both hands to his heart as if he had been shot; he then leaped 
over the balustrade, and his wife from her window beheld 
him flying down the hill, with his long hair streaming in the 
wind, till the trees hid him from her sight. 

“Ah,” thought she, with a natural pang of conjugal jealousy, 
“ henceforth I am only second in his home. He has gone to 
welcome his child! ” And at that reflection Mrs. Eiccabocca 
shed tears. 

But so naturally amiable was she, that she hastened to curb 
her emotion, and efface as well as she could the trace of a 
stepmother's grief. When this was done, and a silent, self- 
rebuking prayer murmured over, the good woman descended 
the stairs with alacrity, and summoning up her best smiles, 
emerged on the terrace. 

She was repaid ; for scarcely had she come into the open 
air, when two little arms were thrown around her, and the 
sweetest voice that ever came from a child’s lips sighed out 
in broken English, “Good mamma, love me a little.” 

“Love you? with my whole heart!” cried the stepmother, 
with all a mother’s honest passion. And she clasped the 
child to her breast. 

“God bless you, my wife!” said Eiccabocca, in a husky 
tone. 

“Please take this too,” added daekeymo, in Italian, as well 
as liis sobs would let him, and he broke off a great bough full 
of blossoms from his favourite orange-tree, and thrust it into 
his mistress’s hand. She had not the slightest notion what 
ho meant by it! 



350 


MX ]^JOVEL; OK, 


CHAPTEB III. 

ViOLANTE was indeed a bewitching child, — a child to 
whom I defy Mrs. Caudle herself (immortal Mrs. Caudle!) to 
have been a harsh stepmother. 

Look at her now, as released from those kindly arms, she 
stands, still clinging with one hand to her new mamma, and 
holding out the other to Riceabocca, with those large dark eyes 
swimming in happy tears. What a lovely smile! what an 
ingenuous, candid Ww! She looks delicate, she evidently 
requires care, she. wants the mother. And rare i,s the woman 
who would not love her the better for that ! Still, what an 
innocent, infantine bloom in those clear, sinootli cheeks 1 and 
in that slight frame, \vhat exquisite natural grace! 

“And this, I suppose, is your nurse, darling?” said Mrs. 
Riccabocca, observing a dark, foreign-looking woman, dressed 
very strangely, without cap or bonnet, but a great silver 
arrow stuck in her hair, and a filigree chain or necklace 
resting upon her kerchief., 

“Ah, good Annetta,” said Violante, in Italian. “Papa, 
she says she is to go back; hut she is not to go back, is 
she?” 

Riccabocca, who had scarcely before noticed the woman, 
started at that question, exchanged a rapid glance witli 
Jackeymo, and then, muttering some inaudible excu.se, ap- 
proached the nurse, and, beckoning her to follow him, wmit 
away into the grounds. He did not return for more than an 
hour, nor did the woman then accompany him home. He 
said briefly to his wife that the nurse was obliged to return 
at once to Itnly, and that she would stay in the village to 
catch the mail; that indeed she would be of no use in their 
establishment, as she could not speak a word of English; that 
he was sadly afraid Violante would pine for her. And Vio- 
lante did pine at first. But still, to a child it is so great a 
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thing to find a parent, to be at home, that, tender and grate- 
ful as Violante was, she could not be inconsolable while her 
father was there to comfort. 

For the first few days, liiccabocca scarcely permitted any 
one to be with his daughter but himself. He would not even 
leave her alone with his Jemima. They walked out together, 
— sat together for hours in the belvidere. Then by degrees 
he began to resign her more and more to Jemima’s eare and 
tuition, especially in English, of which language at present 
she spoke only a few sentences (previously, perhaps, learned 
by heart) so as to be clearly intelligible. 


CHAPTER IV. 

Theee was one person in the establishment of Dr. Ricca- 
bocca who was satisfied neither with the marriage of his mas- 
ter nor the arrival of Violante, — ^and that was our friend 
Lenny Fairfield. Previous to the all-absorbing duties of 
courtship, the young peasant had secured a very large share 
of Riccabocca’s attention. The sage had felt interest in the 
growth of this i-ude intelligence struggling up to light. But 
what with the wooing and what with the wedding, Lenny 
Fairfield had sunk very much out of his artificial position as 
pupil into his natural station of imder-gardener. And on the 
arrival of Vied ante, he saw, with natural bitterness, that he 
was clean forgotten, not only by Riccabocea, hut almost by 
Jackeymo. it was true that the master still lent him books, 
and the servant still gave him lectures on horticulture. But 
Riccabocca had no time nor inclination now to amuse himself 
with enlightening that tumult of conjecture which the books 
created. And if Jackeymo had been covetous of those mines 
of gold buried l)eneath the acres now fairly taken from the 
squire (and good-naturedly added rent-free, as an aid to 
Jemima’s dower), before the advent of the young lady whose 
future dowry the produce was to swell, now that she was 
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actually under the eyes of the faithful servant, such a stim- 
ulus was given to his industry that he could think of nothing 
else but the land, aiid the revolution he designed to effect in 
its natural English crops. The garden, save only the orange- 
trees, was abandoned entirely to Lenny, and additional 
labourers were called in for the field work. Jaekeynio had 
discovered that one part of the soil was suited to lavender, 
that another would grow camomile. He had in his heart 
apportioned a beautiful field of rich loam to flax ; but against 
the growth of flax the squire set his face obstinately. That 
most lucrative, perhaps, of all crops when soil and skill suit, 
was formerly attempted in England much more commonly 
than it is now, since you will find few old leases do not con- 
tain a clause prohibitory of flax as an impoverishment of the 
land. And though Jackeymo learnedly endeavoured to prove 
to the squire that the flax itself contained particles which, if 
returned to the soil, repaid all that the crop took away, Mr. 
Hazeldean had his old-fashioned prejudices on the matter, 
which were insuperable. “My forefathers,” quoth he, “did 
not put that clause in their leases without good cause; and 
as the Casino lands are entailed on Frank, I have no right to 
gratify your foreign whims at his expense.” 

To make up for the loss of the flax, J ackeymo resolved to 
convert a very nice bit of pasture into orchard ground, which 
he calculated would bring in £10 net per acre by the time 
Miss Violante was marriageable. At this the squire pished a 
little; but as it was quite clear that the land would be £ill the 
more valuable hereafter for the fruit-trees, he consented to 
permit the “ grass-land ” to be thus partially broken up. 

All these changes left poor Lenny Fairfield very much to 
himself, — at a time when the new and strange devices which 
the initiation into book knowledge creates made it most desir- 
able that he should have the constant guidance of a superior 
mmd. 

One evening after his work, as Lenny was returning to his 
mother’s cottage, very sullen and very moody, he suddenly 
came in contact with Sprott the tinker. 
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CHAPTEB V. 

The tinker was seated under a kedge, kammering away at 
an old kettle, witk a little fire burning in front of kirn, and 
tke donkey kard by, indulging in a placid doze. Mr. Sprott 
looked up as Lenny passed, nodded kindly, and said, — 

“ Good evenin’, Lenny : glad to bear you be so ’spectably 
sitivated with Mounseer.” 

“Ay,” answered Lenny, with a leaven of rancour in kis 
recollections, “you’re not ashamed to speak to me now that 
I am not in disgrace. But it was in disgrace, when it was n’t 
my fault, that the real gentleman was most kind to me.” 

“ Ar— r, Lenny, ” said the tinker, witk a prolonged rattle in 
that said Ar — r, which was not without great significance. 
“ But you sees the real gentleman, who han’t got his bread to 
get, can hafford to ’spise his c’racter in the world. A poor 
tinker must be tirnbersoine and nice in his ’sociations. But 
sit down here a bit, Lenny; I ’ve summat to say to ye! ” 

“Tome?” 

“ To ye. Give the neddy a shove out i’ the vay, and sit 
down, I say.” 

Lenny rather reluctantly, and somewhat superciliously, 
accepted this invitation. 

“I hears,” said the tinker, in a voice made rather indistinct 
by a couple of nails, which he had inserted between his teeth, 
— “ I hears as how you be unkimmon fond of reading. I ha’ 
sum nice cheap books in my bag yonder, — sum as low as a 
penny.” 

“I should like to see them,” said Lenny, his eyes 
sparkling. 

The tinker rose, opened one of the panniers on the ass’s 
back, took out a bag, which he placed before Lenny, and told 
him to suit himself. The young peasant desired no better. 
He spread all the contents of the bag on the sward, and a 
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motley collection of food for the mind was there, — food and 
poison, serp&ntes avibus good and evil. Here Milton's Para' 
(Use Lost, there “The Age of Reason; ” here Methodist Tracts, 
there “True Principles of Socialism,” — Treatises on Useful 
Knowledge by sound learning actuated by pure benevolence, 
Appeals to Operatives by the shallowest reasoiiers, instigated 
by the same ambition that had moved Eratosthenes to the 
conflagration of a temple; works of liction admirable as 
“Robinson Crusoe,” or innocent as “The Old English Baron,” 
beside coarse translations of such garbage as had rotted away 
the youth of France under Louis Quinze. This miscellany 
was an epitome, in short, of the mixed World of Books, 
of that vast city of the Press, with its palaces and hovels, its 
aqueducts and sewers, which opens all alike to the naked eye 
and the curious mind of him to whom you say, in the tinker’s 
careless phrase> “Suit yourself.” 

But it is not the first impulse of a nature healthful and 
still pure to settle in the hovel and lose itself amidst the 
sewers; and Lenny Fairfield turned innocently over the bad 
books, and selecting two or three of the best, brought them 
to the tinker, and asked the price. 

“Why,” said Mr. Sprott, putting on his spectacles, “you 
has taken the werry dearest: them ’ere be much cheaper, and 
more hinterestin’.” 

“ But I don’t fancy them, ” answered Lenny ; “ I don’t under- 
stand what they are about, and this seems to tell one how the 
steam-engine is made, and has nice plates ; and this is ‘ Robin- 
.son Crnsoe,’ which Parson Dale once said he would give me 
— I ’d rather buy it out of my own money.” 

“Well, please yourself,” quoth the tinker; “you shall have 
the books for four bob, and you can pay me next month.” 

“Four bobs, four shillings? it is a great sum,” said Lenny; 
“but I will lay by, as you are kind enough to trust me: good- 
evening, Mr. Sprott.” 

“Stay a bit,” said the tinker; “I’ll just throw you these 
two little tracts into the bargain; they be only a shilling a 
dozen, so ’tis but tuppence, — and ven you has read those, vy^ 
you ’ll he a regular customer.” 
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The tinker tossed to Lenny Nos. 1 and 2 of “ Appeals to 
Operatives,’’ and the peasant took them up gratefully. 

The young knowledge-seeker went his way across the 
green fields,' and under the still autumn foliage of the hedge- 
rows. He looked first at one hook, then at another j he did 
not know on which to settle. 

The tinker rose, and made a fire with leaves and furze and 
sticks, some dry and some green. 

Lenny has now opened No. 1 of the tracts: they are the 
shortest to read, and don’t require so much effort of the mind 
as the explanation of the steam-engine. 

The tinker has set on his grimy glue-pot, and the glue 
simmers. 



CHAPTER VI. 

As Violante became more familiar with her new home, and 
those around her became more familiar with Violante, she 
was remarked for a certain stateliness of manner and bearing, 
which, had it been less evidently natural and inborn, would 
have seemed misplaced in the daughter of a forlorn exile, and 
would have been rare at so early an age among children of the 
loftiest pretensions. It was with the air of a little princess 
that she presented her tiny hand to a friendly pressure, or 
submitted her calm clear cheek to a presuming kiss. Yet 
withal she was so graceful, and her very stateliness was so 
pretty and captivating, that she was not the less loved for all 
her grand airs. And, indeed, she deserved to be loved; for 
though she was eertainly prouder uhan Mr. Dale could ap- 
prove of, her pride was devoid of egotism, — and that is a 
pride by no means common. She had an intuitive fore- 
thought for others: you could see that she was capable of 
that grand woman -heroism, abnegation of self; and though 
she was an original child, and often grave and musing, with 
a tinge of melancholy, sweet, but deep in her character, still 
she was not above the happy genial merriment of childhood, 
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— only lier silver laugh was more attuned, and her gestures 
more composed, than those of children habituated to many 
playfellows usually are.- Mrs. Hazeldean liked her best 
when she was grave, and said “she would become a very 
sensible woman.” Mrs. Dale liked her best when she was 
gay, and said “she was born to make many a heart ache;” 
for which Mrs. Dale was properly reproved by the parson. 
Mrs. Hazeldean gave her a little set of garden tools; Mrs. 
Dale a picture-book and a beautiful doll. For a long tinui 
the book and the doll had the preference. But Mrs. Hazel- 
dean having observed to Riccabocca that the poor child looked 
pale, and ought to be a good deal in the open air, the wise 
father ingeniously pretended to Yiolante that Mrs. Riccaboeca 
had taken a great fancy to the picture-book, and that he should 
be very glad to have the doll, upon which Violante hastened 
to give them both away, and was never so happy as when 
Mamma (as she called Mrs. Eiccabocca) was admiring the 
picture-book, and Eiccabocca with austere gravity dandled 
the doll. Then Eiccabocca assured her that she could be of 
great use to him in the garden; and Violante instantly put 
into movement her spade, hoe, and wheelbarrow. 

This last occupation brought her into immediate contact 
with Mr. Leonard Fairfield ; and that personage one morning, 
to his great horror, found Miss Violante had nearly extermi- 
nated a whole celery-bed, which she had ignorantly conceived 
to be a crop of weeds. 

Lenny was extremely angry. He snatched away the hoe, 
and said angrily, “You must not do that, Miss. ITl tell 
your papa if you — ” 

Violante drew herself up, and never having been so spoken 
to before, at least since her arrival in England, there was 
something comic in the surprise of her large eyes, as well as 
something tragic in the dignity of her offended mien. “ It is 
very naughty of you. Miss,” continued Leonard, in a milder 
tone, for he was both softened by the eyes and awed by the 
mien, “and I trust you will not do it again.” 

“Non capisco,”^ murmured Violante, and the dark eyes 
' “ I don’t understand.” 
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filled with tears. At that moment up came Jackeymo : and 
Violante, pointing to Leonard, said, with an effort not to 
betray her emotion, “II fanciullo e molto grossolano.” ^ 

Jackeymo turned to Leonard with the look of an enraged 
tiger. “ How you dare, scum of de earth that you are, ” cried 
he,^ “how you dare make cry the signorina?” And his Eng- 
lish not supplying familiar vituperatives sufficiently, he poured 
out upon Lenny such a profusion of Italian abuse, that the boy 
turned red and white, in a breath, with rage and perplexity. 

Violante took instant compassion upon the victim she had 
made, and with true feminine caprice now began to scold 
Jackeymo for his anger, and, finally approaching Leonard, 
laid her hand on his arm, and said with a kindness at once 
childlike and queenly, and in the prettiest imaginable mix- 
ture of imperfect English and soft Italian, to which I cannot 
pretend to do justice, and shall therefore translate: “Don’t 
mind him. I dare say it was all my fault, only I did not 
understand you: are not these things weeds?” 

“No, my darling signorina,” said Jackeymo in Italian, 
looking ruefully at the celery-bed, “they are not weeds, and 
they sell very well at this time of the year. But still, if it 
amuses you to pluck them up, I should like to see who ’s to 
prevent it.” 

Lenny walked away. He had been called “the scum of 
the earth,” — by a foreigner too! He had again been ill- 
treated for doing what he conceived his duty. He was again 
feeling the distinction between rich and poor, and he now 
fancied that that distinction involved deadly warfare, for he 
had read from beginning to end those two damnable tracts 
which the tinker had presented to him. But in the midst f)f 
all the angry disturbance of his mind, he felt the soft touch 
of the infant’s hand, the soothing influence of her conciliat- 

1 “ He is a very rude boy.” 

2 It need scarcely be observed that .Jackeymo, in his conversations with 
his master or Viol-mte, or his conferences with himself, employs his native 
language, which is tliereforo translated without the blunders that he is driven 
to commit when compelled to trust himself to the tongue of the country ia 
which he is a sojourner. 

■ , VOL. I,'— -17 '■ 
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ing words, and he was half ashamed that he had spoken so 
roughly to a child. 

Still, not trusting himself to speak, he walked away, and 
sa,t down at a distance: “I don’t see,” thought he, “why 
there should he rich aiul poor, master and servant.” Lenny, 
he it remembered, had not heard the Parson’s I’olitioal 
Sermon. 

An hour after, having composed himself, T/cnny indurned to 
his work. Jackeymo was no longer in the garden: he had 
gone to the fields ; but Riccaboeca was standing by the cedery- 
bed, and holding the red silk umbrella over Viohinte as she 
sat on the ground, looking up at her father with those eyes 
already so full of intelligence and love and soul. 

“Lenny,” said Riccahocca, “my young lady has been telling 
me that she has been very naughty, and G-iacomo very unjust 
to you. Forgive them both.” 

Lenny’s siillenness melted in an instant: the reminiscences 
of tracts Nos. 1 and 2, — 

“ Like the baseless fabric, of a vision, 

Left not a wreck behind.” 

He raised eyes swimming with all his native goodness 
towards the wise man, and dropped them gratefully on the 
infant peace-maker. Then he turned away his head and 
fairly wept. The parson was right : “ 0 ye poor, have char- 
ity for the rich; 0 ye rich, respect the poor.” 


CHAPTER VII. 

Now from that day the humble Lenny and the regal 
Violante became great friends. With what pride he taught 
her to distinguish between celery and weeds, — and how proud 
too was she when she learned that she was useful ! There is 
not a greater pleasure you can give children, especially female 
children, than to make them feel they are already of value in 
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tlie world, and serviceable as well as protected. Weeks and 
months rolled away, and Lenny still read, not only the books 
lent him by the doctor, but those he bought of Mr, Sprott. 
As for the bombs and shells against religion which the tinker 
carried in his bag, Lenny was not induced to blow himself up 
with them. He had been reared from his cradle in simple 
love and reverence for the Divine Father, and the tender 
Saviour, whose life beyond all records of human goodness, 
whose death beyond all epics of mortal heroism, no being 
whose infancy has been taught to supplicate the Merciful and 
adore the Holy, yea, even though his later life may be entan- 
gled amidst the thorns of some desolate pyrrhonism, can ever 
hear reviled and scoffed without a shock to the conscience and 
a revolt of the heart. As the deer recoils by instinct from 
the tiger, as the very look of the scorpion deters you from 
handling it, though you never saw a scorpion before, so the 
very first line in some ribald profanity on which the tinker 
put his black finger made Lenny^s blood run cold. Safe, too, 
was the peasant boy from any temptation in works of a gross 
and licentious nature, not only because of the happy igno- 
rance of his rural life, but because of a more enduring safe- 
guard, — genius ! Genius, that, manly, robust, healthful as 
it be, is long before it lose its instinctive Dorian modesty; 
shamefaced, because so susceptible to glory, — genius, that 
loves indeed to dream, but on the violet bank, not the dung- 
hill. Wherefore, even in the error of the senses, it seeks to 
escape from the sensual into worlds of fancy, subtle and 
refined. But apart from the passions, true genius is the most 
practical of all human gifts. Like the Apollo, whom the 
Greek worshipped as its type, even Arcady is its exile, not 
its home. Soon weary of the dalliance of Tempe, it ascends 
to its mission, — the Archer of the silver bow, the guide of 
the car of light. Speaking more plainly, genius is the enthu- 
siasm for self-improvement; it ceases or sleeps the moment 
it desists from seeking some object which it believes of value, 
and by that object it insensibly connects its self-improvement 
with the positive advance of the world. At present Lenny^s 
genius had no bias that was not to the Positive and Useful. 
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It took the direction natural to its sphere, and the wants 
therein, — namely, to the arts which we call mechanical. He 
wanted to know about steam-engines and Artesian wells ; and 
to know about them it was necessary to know something of 
mechanics and hydrostatics; so he bought i3opular elementary 
works on those mystic sciences, and set all the powers of his 
mind at work on experiments. 

Noble and generous spirits are ye, who, with small care f ox- 
fame, and little reward from pelf, have opened to the intel- 
lects of the poor the portals of wisdom! I honour and revere 
ye; only do not think ye have done all that is needful. 
Consider, I pray ye, whether so good a choice from the 
tinker’s bag would have been made by a boy whom religion 
had not seared from the Pestilent, and genius had not led to 
the self-improving. And Lenny did not wholly escape from 
the mephitic portions of the motley elements from which 
his awakening mind drew its nurture. Think not it was all 
pure oxygen that the panting lip drew in. No; there were 
still those inflammatory tracts. Political I do not like to call 
them, for politics means the art of government, and the tracts 
I speak of assailed all government which mankind has hith- 
erto recognized. Sad rubbish, perhaps, were such tracts to 
you, 0 sound thinker, in your ea.sy-chair! or to you, practised 
statesman, at your post on the Treasury Bencli ; to you, calm 
dignitary of a learned Church ; or to you, my lord judge, who 
may often have sent from your bar to the dire Orcus of 
Norfolk’s Isle the ghosts of men whom that rubbish, falling 
simultaneously on the bumps of acquisitiveness and coin- 
bativeness, hath untimely slain! Sad rubbish to you! But 
seems it such rubbish to the poor man, to whom it promises a 
paradise on the easy terms of upsetting a world? For, ye see, 
those “Appeals to Operatives” represent that same world- 
upsetting as the simplest thing, imaginable, — a sort of two- 
and-two-niake-four proposition. The poor have only got to 
set their strong hands to the axle, and heave-a-hoy ! and hur- 
rah for the topsy-turvy ! Then just to put a little wholesome 
rage into the heave-a-hoy! it is so facile to accompany the 
eloquence of “ Appeals ” with a kind of stir-the-bile-up statis- 
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tics, — “ Abuses of the aristocracy,” "Jobs of the Priesthood,” 
"Expenses of the Army kept up for Peers’ younger sons,” 
"Wars contracted for the villanous purpose of raising the 
rents of the landowners,” — all arithmetically dished up, and 
seasoned with tales of every gentleman who has committed a 
misdeed, every clergyman who has dishonoured his cloth; as 
if such instances were fair specimens of average gentlemen 
and ministers of religion! All this, passionately advanced 
(and, observe, never answered, for that literature admits no 
controversialists, and the writer has it all his own way), may 
be rubbish; but it is out of such rubbish that operatives build 
barricades for attack, and legislators prisons for defence. 

Our poor friend Lenny drew plenty of this stuff from the 
tinker’s bag. He thought it very clever and very eloquent; 
and he supposed the statistics were as true as mathematical 
demonstrations. 

A famous knowledge-diffuser is looking over my shoulder, 
and tells me, "Increase education, and cheapen good books, 
and all this rubbish will disappear!” Sir, I don’t believe a 
word of it. If you printed Eicardo and Adam Smith at a 
farthing a volume, I still believe that they would be as little 
read by the operatives as they are nowadays by a very large 
proportion of highly -cultivated men. I still believe that, 
while the press works, attacks on the rich and propositions 
for heave-a-hoys will always form a popular portion of the 
Literature of Labour. There’s Lenny Fairfield reading a 
treatise on hydraulics, and constructing a model for a foun- 
tain into the bargain ; but that does not prevent his acquies- 
cence in any proposition for getting rid of a National Debt, 
which he certainly never agreed to pay, and which he is told 
makes sugar and tea so shamefully dear. No. I tell you 
what does a little counteract those eloquent incentives to 
break his own head against the strong walls of the Social 
System, — it is, that he has two eyes in that head which are 
not always employed in reading. And having been told in 
print that masters are tyrants, parsons hypocrites or drones 
in the hive, and landowners vampires and bloodsuckers, he 
looks out into the little world around him, and, first, he is 
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compelled to acknowledge that his master is not a tyrant 
(perhaps because he is a foreigner and a philosopher, and, for 
what I and Lenny know, a republican). Btit then Parson 
Pale, though High Church to the marrow, is neither hypocrite 
nor drone. He has a very good living, it is true, — much 
better than he ought to have, according to the ‘‘])olitical” 
opinions of those tracts ! but Lenny is obliged to confess that 
if Parson Pale were a penny the poorer, he would do a penny- 
worth’s less good; and comparing one parish with another, 
such as Rood Hall and Hazeldean, he is dimly aware that 
there is no greater givilizbr than a parson tolerably well off. 
Then, too, Squire Hazeldean, though as arrant a Tory as ever 
stood upon shoe-leather, is certainly not a vampire nor blood- 
sucker. He does not feed on the public; a great many of the 
public feed upon him : and, therefore, his practical experience 
a little staggers and perplexes Lenny Fairfield as to the gospel 
accuracy of his theoretical dogmas. Masters, parsons, and 
landowners ! having, at the risk of all popularity, just given 
a coxip de patte to certain sages extremely the fashion at pres- 
ent, I am not going to let yon off without an admonitory flea 
in the ear. Don’t suppose that any mere scribbling and type- 
work will suffice to answer the scribbling and typework set at 
work to demolish you, — write down that rubbish you can’t; 
live it down you may. If you are rich, like Squire Hazel- 
dean, do good with your money; if you are poor, like Signor 
Biccabocca, do good with your kindness. 

See! there is Lenny now receiving his week’s wages; and 
though Lenny knows that he can get higher wages in the very 
next parish, his blue eyes are sparkling with gratitude, not at 
the chink of the money, but at the poor exile’s friendly talk 
on things apart from all service; while Violante is descending 
the steps from the terrace, charged by her mother-in-law with 
a little basket of sago, and such-like delicacies, for Mi's. Fair- 
field, who has been ailing the last few days. 

Lenny will see the tinker as he goes home, and he will biiy 
a most Pemosthenean “Appeal;” — a tract of tracts, upon the 
propriety of Strikes and the. Avarice of Maskers. But, some- 
how or other, I think a few words from Signor Biccabocca, 
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that did not cost the signor a farthing, and the sight of his 
mother’s smile at the contents of the basket, which cost very 
little, will serve to neutralize the effects of that “ApiDeal” 
much more efficaciously than the best article a Brougham or a 
Mill could write on the subject. 



CHAPTER VIII. 

Spring had come again; and one beautiful May day, 
Leonard Fairfield sat beside the little fountain which he 
had now actually constructed in the garden. The butterflies 
were hovering over the belt of flowers which he had placed 
around his fountain, and the birds were singing overhead. 
Leonard Fairfield was resting from his day’s work, to enjoy 
his abstemious dinner, beside the cool play of the sparkling 
waters, and, with the yet keener appetite of knowledge, he 
devoured his book as he munched his crusts. 

A penny tract is the shoeing-horn of literature! it draws on 
a great many books, and some too tight to be very useful in 
walking. The penny tract quotes a celebrated writer — yon 
long to read him ; it props , a startling assertion by a grave 
authority — - you long to refer to it. During the nights of the 
past winter, Leonard’s intelligence had made vast progress; 
he had taught himself more than the elements of mechanics, 
and put to practice the principles he had acquired not only in 
the hydraulical achievement of the fountain, nor in the still 
more notable application of science, commenced on the stream 
in which Jackoymo had fished for minnows, and which Lenny 
had diverted to the purpose of irrigating two fields, bnt in 
various ingenious contrivances for the facilitation or abridg- 
ment of labour, which had excited great wonder and praise 
in the neighbourhood. On the other hand, those rabid little 
tracts, which dealt so summarily with the destinies of the 
human race, even when his growing reason and the perusal of 
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works more classical or more logical had led him to perceive 
that they were illiterate, and to suspect that they jumped 
from premises to conclusions with a celerity very dii’fereut 
from the careful ratiocination, of mechanical science, lead 
still, in the citations and references wherewith they abounded, 
lured him onto philosophers more specious and more perilous. 
Out of the tinker's bag he had drawn a translation of Con- 
dorcet’s “.Progress of Man” and another of Rousseau’s 
“Social Contract.” Works so elocpient had induc(ul him to 
.select from the tracts in the tinker’s miscellany those which 
abounded most in professions of philanthropj^ and predictions 
of some coming Golden Age, to which old Saturn’s was a 
joke, — tracts so mild and mother-like in their language, that 
it required a much more practical experience than Lenny’s to 
perceive that you would have to pass a river of blood before 
you had the slightest chance of setting foot on the flowery 
banks on which they invited you to repose; tracts which 
rouged poor Christianity on the cheeks, clapped a crown of 
innocent daffodillies on her head, and set her to dancing a 
de mphyr in the pastoral ballet in which Saint-Simon 
pipes to the flock he shears; or having first laid it down as 
a preliminary axiom that — 

“ The cloud-capped tower.?, the gorgeous palaces, 

The solemn temples, tlie great globe itself, — 

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve,” — 

substituted in place thereof M. Fourier’s symmetrical phalan- 
stere, or Mr. Owen’s architectural parallelogram. It was 
with some such tract that Lenny was seasoning his crusts and 
his radishes, when Riccahocca, bending his long dark face 
over the student’s shoulder, said abruptly, — 

Diavolo, my friend! what on earth have you got there? 
Just let me look at it, will you? ” 

Leonard rose respectfully, and coloured deeply a,s he sur- 
rendered the tract to Ricoabocca. 

The wise man read the first page attentively, the second 
more cursorily, and only ran his eye over the rest. He had 
gone through too vast a range of problems political, not to 
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have passed over that venerable Fons Asinorwn of Socialism, on 
which Fouriers and Saint-Simons sit straddling, and cry aloud 
that they have arrived at the last boundary of knowledge ! 

“All this is as old as the hills,” q^uoth Eiccabocca, irrever- 
ently; “but the hills stand still, and this — there it goes!” 
and the sage pointed to a cloud emitted from his pipe. “ Bid 
you ever read Sir David Brewster on Optical Delusions? No! 
Well, I ’ll lend it to you. You will find therein a story of a 
lady who always saw a black cat on her hearth-rug. The 
black cat existed only in her fancy, but the hallucination was 
natural and reasonable, — eh, what do you think? ” 

“Why, sir,” said Leonard, not catching the Italian’s mean- 
ing, “I don’t exactly see that it was natural and reasonable.” 

“Foolish boy, yes! because black cats are things possible 
and known. But who ever saw upon earth a community of 
men such as sit on the hearth-rugs of Messrs. Owen and 
Fourier? If the lady’s hallucination was not reasonable, 
what is his who believes in such visions as these?” 

Leonard bit his lip. 

“My dear boy,” cried Eiccabocca, kindly, “the only thing 
sure and tangible to wliich these writers would lead you lies 
at the first step, and that is what is commonly called a Eevo- 
lution. Now, I know what that is. I have gone, not indeed 
through a revolution, but an attempt at one.” 

Leonard raised his eyes towards his master with a look- of 
profound respect and great curiosity. 

“Yes,” added Eiccabocca, and the face on which the boy 
gazed exchanged its usual grotesque and sardonic expression 
for one animated, noble, and heroic. “Yes, not a revolution 
for chimeras, but for that cause which the coldest allow to 
be good, and which, when successful, all time approves as 
divine, — the redemption of our native soil from the rule of 
the foreigner! I have shared in such an attempt. And,” 
continued the Italian, mournfully, “recalling now all the evil 
passions it arouses, all the ties it dissolves, all the blood that 
it commands to flow, all the healthful industry it arrests, all 
the madmen that it arms, all the victims that it dupes, I ques- 
tion whether one man really honest, pure, and humane, who 
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lias once gone through such an ordeal, would ever hazard it 
again, unless he was assured that the victory was certain, — 
ay, and the object for which he fights not to be wrested from 
his hands amidst the uproar of the elements that the battle 
has released.” 

The Italian paused, shaded his brow with liis hand, and 
remained lung silent. Then, gradually resuming his ordinary 
tone, he continued, — ■ 

“ Revolutions that have no definite objects made clear by 
the positive experience of history; revolutions, in a word, 
that aim less at substituting one law or one dynasty for 
another, than at changing the whole scheme of society, have 
been little attempted by real statesmen. Even Lycurgus is 
proved to be a myth who never existed. Such organic 
changes are but in the day-dreams of philosophers who 
lived apart from the actual world, and whose opinions 
(though generally they were very benevolent, good sort of 
men, and wrote in an elegant poetical style) one would no 
more take on a plain matter of life, than one would look upon 
Virgil’s Eclogues as a faithful picture of the ordinary pains 
and pleasures of the peasants who tend our sheep. Read 
them as you would read poets, and they are delightful. But 
attempt to shape the world according to the poetry, and fit 
yourself for a madhouse. The farther off the age is from the 
realization of such projects, the more these poor philosophers 
have indulged them. Thus, it was amidst the saddest cor- 
ruption of court manners that it became the fashion in Baris 
to sit for one’s picture with a crook in one’s hand, as Alexis or 
Daphne. Just as liberty was fast dying out of Greece, and 
the successors of Alexander were founding their monarchies, 
and Rome was growing up to crush in its iron grasp all States 
save its own, Plato withdraws his eyes from the world, to 
open them in his dreamy “ Atlantis.” Just in the grimmest 
period of English history, with the axe hanging over his head, 
Sir Thomas More gives you his “Utopia.” Just when the 
world is to be the theatre of a new Sesostris, the sages of 
France tell you that the age is too enlightened for war, that 
man is henceforth to be governed by pure reason, and live in 
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a paradise. Very pretty reading all tliis to a man like me, 
Lenny, who can admire and smile at it. But to you, to the 
man who has to work for his living, to the man who thinks it 
would be so much more pleasant to live at his ease in a pha~ 
lanstere than to work eight or ten hours a day j to the man of 
talent and action and industry, whose future is invested in 
that traiui'nillity and order of a State in which talent and 
action and industry are a certain capital, — why, Messrs. 
Coutts, the great bankers, had better encourage a theory to 
upset the system of banking! Whatever disturbs society, yea, 
even by a causeless panic, much more by an actual struggle, 
falls first upon the market of labour, and thence affects preju- 
dicially every department of intelligence. In such times the 
arts are arrested; literature is neglected; people are too busy 
to read anything save appeals to their passions. And capital, 
shaken in its sense of security, no longer ventures boldly 
through the land, calling forth all the energies of toil and 
enterprise, and extending to every workman his reward. 
Now, Lenny, take this piece of advice. You are young, 
clever, and aspiring : men rarely succeed in changing the 
world; but a man seldom fails of success if he lets the world 
alone, and resolves to make the best of it. You are in the 
midst of the great crisis of your life; it is the struggle be- 
tween the new desires knowledge excites, and that sense of 
poverty which those desires convert either into hope and 
emulation, or into envy and despair. I grant that it is an 
up-hill work that lies before you; but don’t you think it is 
always easier to climb a mountain than it is to level it? 
These books call on you to level the mountain; and that 
mountain is the property of other people, subdivided amongst 
a great many proprietors, and protected by law. At the first 
stroke of the pickaxe, it is ten to one but what you are taken 
up for a trespass. But the path up the mountain is a right 
of way uncontested. You may be safe at the summit, before 
(even if the owners are fools enough to let you) you could 
have levelled a yard. CospettoT’ quoth the doctor, “it is 
more than two thousand years ago since poor Plato began to 
level it, and the mountain is as high as ever! ” 
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Thus saying, Kiccabocca came to the end of his pipe, and 
stalking thoughtfully away, he left Leonard Eairheld trying 
to extract light from the smoke. 


CHAPTER IX. 

Shobtly after this discourse of Riccabocoa^s, an incident 
occurred to Leonard that served to carry his mind into new 
directions. One evening, when his mother was out, he was 
at work on a new mechanical contrivance, and had the mis- 
fortune to break one of the instruments which he employed. 
Now it will be remembered that his father had been the 
squire’s head carpenter: the widow had carefully hoarded 
the tools of his craft, which had belonged to her poor Mark ; 
and though she occasionally lent them to Leonard, she would 
not give them up to his service. Amongst these Leonard 
knew that he should find the one that he wanted; and being 
mnch interested in his contrivance, he could not wait till his 
mother’s return. The tools, with other little relics of the 
lost, were kept in a large trunk in Mrs. Fairfield’s sleeping- 
room ; the trunk was not locked, and Leonard went to it with- 
out ceremony or scruple. In rummaging for the instrument 
his eye fell upon a bundle of manuscripts ; and he suddenly 
recollected that when he was a mere child, and before he 
much knew the difference between verse and prose, his mother 
had pointed to these manuscripts, and said, “One day or 
other, when you can read nicely, I ’ll let you look at these, 
Lenny. My poor Mark wrote such verses — ah, he was a 
sohollard!” Leonard, reasonably enough, thought that the 
time had now arrived when he was worthy the privilege of 
reading the paternal effusions, and he took forth the manu- 
scripts with a keen but melancholy interest. He recognized 
his father’s handwriting, which he had often seen before in 
account-books and memoranda, and read eagerly some trifling 
poems, which did not show much genius, nor much mastery 
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of language and rhytliruj — sucli poems, in short, as a self- 
educated man, with poetic taste and feeling rather than poetic 
inspiration or artistic culture, might compose with credit, but 
not for fame. But suddenly, as he turned over these “ Occa- 
sional Pieces,” Leonard came to others in a different hand- 
writing, — a woman’s handwriting, small and fine and exqui- 
sitely formed. He had scarcely read six lines of these last, 
before his attention was irresistibly chained. They were tif 
a different order of merit from poor Mark’s 5 they bore the 
unmistakable stamp of genius. Like the poetry of women 
in general, they were devoted to personal feeling, — they 
were not the mirror of a world, but reflections of a solitary 
heart. Yet this is the kind of poetry most pleasing to the 
young. And the verses in question had another attraction 
for Leonard: they seemed to express some struggle akin to 
his own, — some complaint against the actual condition of the 
writer’s life, some sweet melodious murmurs at fortune. For 
the rest, they were characterized by a vein of sentiment so 
elevated, that, if written by a man, it would have run into 
exaggeration; written by a woman, the romance was carried 
ofl’ by so many genuine revelations of sincere, deep, pathetic 
feeling, that it was always natural, though true to a nature 
for which you would not augur happiness. 

Leonard was still absorbed in the perusal of these poems 
when Mrs. Fairfield entered the room. 

“What have you been about, Lenny, — searching in my 
box?” 

“ I came to look for my father’s bag of tools, Mother, and I 
found these papers, which you said I might read some day.” 

“I doesn’t wonder yon did not hear me when I came in,” 
said the widow, sighing. “I used to sit still for the hour 
together, when my poor Mark read his poems to me. There 
was such a pretty one about the ‘ Peasant’s Fireside, ’ Lenny, 
— have yoxi got hold of that? ” 

“ Yes, dear mother ; and I remarked the allusion to you : it 
brought tears to my eyes. But these verses are not my 
father’s; whose are they? They seem in a woman’s hand- 
writing.” 


2T0 MY NOVEL; OR, 

Mrs. Fairfield looked, changed colour, grew faint and seated 
herself. 

“Poor, xjoor Nora!” said she, falteringly. “I did not 
know as they were there; Mark kep’ 'em; they got among 
his — ” 

Ltsonabd. — “ Who was Nora? ” 

Mbs. Fairb'ielb. — “Who? — child — who? Nora was — 
was my own — own sister,” 

Leonard (in great amaze, contrasting his ideal of the 
writer of these musical lines, in that graceful hand, with 
his homely uneducated mother, who could neither read nor 
write). — “Your sister! is it possible ! My aunt, then. How 
comes it you never spoke of her before? Oh, you should be 
so proud of her. Mother!” 

Mrs. Fairfield (clasping her hands). — “We were proud 
of her, all of us, -—father, mother, all! She was so beautiful 
and so good, and not proud she ! though she looked like the 
first lady in the land. Oh, Nora, Nora! ” 

Leonard (after a pause). — “But she must have been 
highly educated?” 

Mrs. Fairfield. — “ ’Deed she was! ” 

Leonard. — “How was that?” 

Mrs. Fairfield (rocking herself to and fro in her chair). 
— “ Oh, my Lady was her godmother, — Lady Lansmere 1 
mean, — and took a fancy to her when she was that high, 
and had her to stay at the Park, and wait on her Ladyship; 
and then she put her to school, and Nora was so clever that 
nothing would do hut she must go to London as a governess. 
But don’t talk of it, boy! don’t talk of it! ” 

Leonard. — “ Why not. Mother? What has become of 
her; where is she?” 

Mr.s Fairfield (bursting into a paroxysm of tears). — “In 
her grave, — in her cold grave! Dead, dead! ” 

Leonard was inexi3i'essibly grieved and shocked. It is the 
attribute of the poet to seem always living, always a friend. 
Leonard felt as if some one very dear had been suddenly torn 
from his heart. He tried to console his mother; but her 
emotion was contagious, and he wept with her. 
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‘^And how long has she been dead?” he asked at last, in 
mournful accents. 

“Many’s the long year, many; but,” added Mrs. Fairfield, 
rising, and putting her tremulous hand on Leonard’s shoulder, 
“you’ll just never talk to me about her; I can’t bear it, it 
breaks my heart. I can bear better to talk of Mark ; come 
downstairs, — come.” 

“May I not keep these verses, Mother? Do let me.” 

“Well, well, those bits o’ paper be all she left behind her, 

— yes, keep them, but put back Mark’s. Are they all here, 
•—sure?” And the widow, though she could not read her 
husband’s verses, looked jealously at the manuscripts written 
in his irregular, large scrawl, and, smoothing them carefully, 
replaced them in the trunk, and resettled over them some 
sprigs of lavender, which Leonard had unwittingly disturbed. 

“But,” said Leonard, as his eye again rested on the beauti- 
ful handwriting of his lost aunt, — “ but you called her Nora 

— I see she signs herself L.” 

“ Leonora was her name. I said she was my Lady’s god- 
child. We call her Nora for short — ” 

“Leonora — and I am Leonard — is that how I came by the 
name? ” 

“Yes, yes; do hold your tongue, boy,” sobbed poor Mrs. 
Fairfield ; and she could not be soothed nor coaxed into con- 
tinuing or renewing a subject which was evidently associated 
with insupportable pain. 


CHAPTER X. 

Ir is difficult to exaggerate the effect that this discovery 
produced on Leonard’s train of thought. Some one belonging 
to his own humble race bad, then, preceded him in his strug- 
gling flight towards the loftier regions of Intelligence and 
Desire. It was like the mariner amidst unknown seas, who 
finds carved upon, some desert isle a familiar household name. 
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And this creature of genius and of sorrow — whose existence he 
had only learned by her song, and whose death created, in 
the simple heart of her sister, so passionate a grief, after the 
lapse of so many years — supplied to the romance awaking in 
his young heart the ideal which it unconsciously sought. He 
was pleased to hear that she had been beautiful and good. 
He paiised from his books to muse on her, and picture her 
image to his fancy. That there was some mystery in lier fate 
■was evident to him; and while that conviction deepened his 
interest, the mystery itself by degrees took a charm which he 
was not anxious to dispel. He resigned himself to Mrs. Fair- 
field’s obstinate silence. He was contented to rank the dead 
amongst those holy and ineffable images which we do not 
seek to unveil. Youth and Fancy have many secret hoards 
of idea which they do not desire to impart, even to those 
most in their confidence. I doubt the depth of feeling in any 
man who has not certain recesses in his soul into which none 
may enter. 

Hitherto, as I have said, the talents of Ijeonard K'airfield 
had been more turned to things positive than to the ideal, — 
to science and investigation of fact than to poetry, and that 
airier truth in which poetry has its element. He had read 
our greater poets, indeed, but without thought of imitating; 
and rather from the general curiosity to inspect all celebrated 
monuments of the human mind than from that especial predi- 
lection for verse which is too common in cliildliood and youth 
to be any sure sign of a poet. But now these melodies, un- 
known to all the world beside, rang in his ear, mingled with 
iiis thoughts, — set, as it were, his whole life to music. He 
read poetry with a different sentiment, — it seemed to him 
that he had discovered its secret. And so reading, the pas- 
sion seized him, and “the numbers came.” 

To many minds, at the commencement of our grave and 
earnest pilgrimage, I am Vandal enough to think that the 
indulgence of poetic taste and revery does great and lasting 
harm; that it serves to enervate the character, give false ideas 
of life, impart the semblance of drudgery to the noble toils 
and duties of the active man. All poetry would not do this, 
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— not, for instance, the Classical, in its diviner masters; not 
the poetry of Homer, of Virgil, of Sophocles; not, perhaps, 
even that of the indolent Horace. But the poetry which 
youth usimlly loves and appreciates the best — the poetry of 
more sentiment — does so in minds already over-predisposed 
to the sentimental, and which require bracing to grow into 
hi^althful manhood. 

On the other hand, even this latter kind of poetry, which is 
peculiarly modern, does suit many minds of another mould, 
— minds which our modern life, with its hard positive forms, 
tends to produce. And as in certain climates plants and 
herbs, peculiarly adapted as antidotes to those diseases most 
prevalent in the atmosphere, are jmofusely sown, as it were, 
by the benignant providence of Nature, so it may be that the 
softer and more romantic species of poetry, which comes forth 
in harsh, money-making, unromantic times, is intended as 
curatives and counter-poisons. The world is so much with 
us, nowadays, that we need have something that jDrates to 
us, albeit even in too fine a euphuism, of the moon and stars. 

Certes, to Leonard Fairfield, at that period of his intellec- 
tual life, the softness of our Helicon descended as healing 
dews. In his turbulent and unsettled ambition, in his vague 
grapple with the giant forms of political truths, in his bias 
towards the application of science to immediate practical pur- 
poses, this lovely vision of the Muse came in the white robe 
of the Peacemaker; and with upraised hand pointing to serene 
skies, she opened to him fair glimpses of the Beautiful, which 
is given to Peasant as to Prince, — showed to him that on the 
surface of earth there is something nobler than fortune, that 
he who can view the world as a poet is always at soul a king; 
while to practical purpose itself, that larger and more pro- 
found invention, which poetry stimulates, supplied the grand 
design and the subtle view, — leading him beyond the mere 
ingenuity of the mechanic, and habituating him to regard the 
inert force of the matter at his command with the ambition 
of the Discoverer. But, above all, the discontent that was 
within him finding a vent, not in deliberate war upon this 
actual world, hut through the purifying channels of song, 
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in the vent itself it evaporated, it -was lost. By accustoming 
ourselves to survey all things with the spirit that retains and 
rej)ro(luoes them only in their lovelier or grander aspects, a 
vast philosophy of toleration for what we before gazed on 
with scorn or hate insensibly grows upon us. Leonard looked 
into his heart after the Enchantress had breathed upon it; and 
through the mists of the fleeting and tender melancholy which 
betrayed where she had been, he beheld a new sun of delight 
and joy dawning over the landscape of human life. 

Thus, though she was dead and gone from his actual know- 
ledge, this mysterious kinswoman — “a voice, and nothing 
more” — had spoken to him, soothed, elevated, cheered, 
attuned each discord into harmony; and if now permitted 
from some serener sphere to behold the life that her soul thus 
strangely influenced, verily with yet holier joy the saving 
and lovely spirit might have glided onward in the Eternal 
Progress. 

We call the large majority of human lives obscure. Pre- 
sumptuous that we are! How know we what lives a single 
thought retained from the dust of nameless graves may have 
lighted to renown? 


CHAPTER XI. 

Ir was about a year after Leonard’s discovery of the family 
manuscripts that Parson Dale borrowed the quietest pad-mare 
in the squire’s stables, and set out on an equestrian excur- 
sion. He said that he was bound on business connected with 
his old parishioners of Lansmere; for, as it has been inciden- 
tally implied in a previous chapter, he had been connected 
with that borough town (and, I may here add, in the capacity 
of curate) before he had been inducted into the living of 
Hazeldean. 

It was so rarely that the parson stirred from home, that 
this journey to a town more than twenty miles off was 
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regarded a,s a most dariug adventure, both, at the Hall and 
at the .Parsonage, Mrs. Dale could not sleep the whole pre- 
vious ni.ght with thinking of it; and though she had naturally 
one of iier worst nervous headaches on the eventful morn, she 
yet surCered no hands less thoughtful than her own to pack 
up the saddle-bags which the parson had borrowed along with 
the pad. lN’a,y, so distrustful was she of the possibility of 
the good man’s exerting the slightest common-sense in her 
absence, that she kept him close at her side while she was 
engaged in that same operation of packing-up, — showing him 
the exact spot in which the clean shirt was put, and iiow 
nicely the old slippers were packed up in one of his own ser- 
mons. She implored him not to mistake the sandwiches for 
his shaving-soap, and made him observe how carefully she 
had provided against such confusion, by placing them as far 
apart from each other as the nature of saddle-lxigs will admit. 
The poor parson — who was really by no means au absent 
man, but as little likely to shave himself with sandwiches 
and lunch upon soap as the most commonplace mortal may be 
— ■ listened with conjugal patience, and thought that man never 
had such a wife before; nor was it without tears in his own 
eyes that he tore himself from the farewell embrace of his 
weeping Carry. 

I confess, however, that it was with some apprehension that 
he set his foot in the stirrup, and trusted his person to the 
mercies of an unfamiliar animal. For, whatever might be 
Mr. .Dale’s minor accomplishments as man and parson, horse- 
.manship was not forte. Indeed, I doubt if he had taken 
the reins in his hand more than twice since he had been 
married. 

The squire’s surly old groom, Mat, was in attendance with 
the pad ; and, to the parson’s gentle inquiry whether Mat was 
quite sui'P that the pad Avas quite safe, replied laconically, 
“Oi, oi; give her her head.” 

“Give her her head!” repeated Mr. Dale, rather amazed, 
for he had not the slightest intention of‘ taking away that part 
of the beast’s frame, so essential to its vital economy, — 
“giv(> her her head! ” 
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“Oi, oi; and don’t jerk lier up like that, or she’ll fall a 
doincing on her hind-legs.” 

The parson instaiitly slackened the reins ; and Mrs. Bale 
who had tarried behind to control her tears — now running to 
the door for “ more last words, ” he waved his hand with cour- 
ageous amenity, and ambled forth into the lane. 

Our equestrian was absorbed at fir.st in studying the idiosyn- 
crasies of the pad-mare, and trying thereby to arrive at some 
notion of her general character; guessing, for instance, why 
she raised one ear and laid down the other; why she kept 
bearing so close to the left that she brushed his leg against 
the hedge ; and why, when she arrived at a little side-gate in 
the fields, which led towards the home-farm, she came to a 
full stop, and fell to rubbing her nose against the rail, — an 
occupation from which the parson, finding all civil remon- 
strances in vain, at length diverted her by a timorous appli- 
cation of the whip. 

This crisis on the road fairly passed, the pad seemed to 
comprehend that she had a journey before her, and giving a 
petulant whisk of her tail, quickened her amble into a short 
trot, which soon brought the parson into the high road, and 
nearly opposite the Casino. 

Here, sitting on the gate which led to his abode, and shaded 
by his umbrella, he beheld Br. Riecabocca. 

The Italian lifted his eyes from the book he was reading, 
and stared hard at the parson; and he — not venturing to 
withdraw his whole attention from the pad (who, indeed, set 
up both her ears at the apparition of Eiccabocca, and evinced 
symptoms of that surprise and superstitious repugnance at 
unknown objects which goes by the name of “ shying ”) — 
looked askance at Eiccabocca. 

“Bon’t stir, please,” said the jjarson, “or I fear you’ll 
alarm the creature; it seems a nervous, timid thing; — soho, 
gently, gently.” 

And he fell to patting the mare with great unction. 

The pad, thus encouraged, overcame her first natural aston- 
ishment at the sight of Eiccabocca and the red umbrella; and 
having before been at tbe Casino on sundry occasions, and 
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sagaciously preferring places within the range of her experi- 
ence to bourns neither cognate nor conjecturable, she moved 
gravely up towards the gate on which the Italian sat; and, 
after eying him a moment, — as much as to say, “ I wish you 
would get off, ” — came to a deadlock. 

“ Well,” said Eiccaboeca,, “since your horse seems more 
disposed to be polite to me than yourself, Mr. Dale, I take 
tlie opportunity of your present involuntary pause to congrat- 
ulate you oil your elevation in life, and to breathe a friendly 
prayer that pride may not have a fall ! ” 

“Tut,” said the parson, affecting an easy air, though still 
ctontemplating the pad, who appeared to have fallen into a 
quiet doze, “it is true that I have not ridden much of late 
years, and the squire’s horses are very high-fed and spirited; 
but there is no more harm in them than their master when 
one once knows their ways.” 

“ ‘ Chi vh piano va sano, 

E chi va sano vh lontano/ ” 

said Biccabocca, pointing to the saddle-bags. “You go 
slowly, therefore safely; and he who goes safely may go 
far. You seem prepared for a journey?” 

“I am,” said the parson; “and on a matter that concerns 
you a little.” 

“ Me ! ” exclaimed Biccabocca, — “concerns me! ” 

“Yes, so far as the chance of depriving you of a servant 
whom you like and esteem affects you.” 

“ Oh,” said Biccabocca, “ I understand : you have hinted to 
me very often that I or Knowledge, or both together, have 
unfitted Leonard Ifairfield for service.” 

“ I did not say that exactly ; I said that you have fitted him 
for something higher than service- But do not repeat this to 
him. And I cannot yet say more to you, for I am very doubt- 
ful as to the success of my mission ; and it will not do to 
unsettle poor Leonard until we are sure that we can improve 
his condition.” 

“Of that you can never be sure,” quoth the wise man, 
shaking his head; “and I. can’t say that I am unselfish 
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euough not to bear you a grudge for seeking to decoy away 
from me an invaluable servant, — faithful, steady, intelli- 
gent, and ” (added lliccabouca, warming as he approached the 
ulimaoteric adjective) “exceedingly cheap! Nevertheless go, 
and Heaven speed you. I am not an Alexander, to stand 
between iiiaii and the sun.” 

“You are a noble, great-hearted creature, Signor llic.oa- 
boeca, in spite of your cold-blooded proverbs and villanous 
books.” The parson, as he said this, brought down the whip- 
hand with so indiscreet an enthusiasm on the pad’s shoulder, 
that the poor beast, startled out of her innocent doze, made a 
bolt forward, which nearly precipitated lliecabooca from his 
seat on the stile, and then turning round — as the parson 
tugged desperately at the rein — caught the bit between her 
teeth, and set off at a canter. The parson lost both his stir- 
rups ; and when he regained them (as the pad slackened her 
pace), and had time to breathe and look about him, llicca- 
bocca and the Casino were both out of sight. 

“Certainly,” exuoth Parson Dale, as lie resettled himself 
with great complacency, and a coi]S(‘.ious triumph that he was 
still on the pad’s back, — “certainly it is true ‘ that the noblest 
conquest ever made by man was that of the liorsc : ’ a fine 
creature it is, — a very fine creature, — and une.ouimonly diffi- 
cult to sit on, especially without stirrups.” Firmly in hi'i 
stirrups the parson planted liis feet; and the heart within him 
was very proud. ^ 


CHAPTER XII. 

Thr borough town of Lansmere was situated in the county 
adjoining that which contained the village of Hazeldean. 
Late at noon the parson crossed the little stream wliich 
divided the two shires, and came to an inn, which was placed 
at an angle, where the great main road branched off into two 
directions, the one leading towards Lansmere, the other going 
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more direct to Tjondon. At this inn the pad stopped, and put 
down Ijotli ears witli the air of a pad who has made up her 
mind t(j ijait. And the parson himself, feeling very wann 

and somewhat sore, said to the pad, benignly, “It is just, 

thou sh alt have corn and wa, ter ! ” 

Dismounting, therefore, and finding himself very stiff as 
soon as he reafihed tarm firma, the parson consigned the pad 
1,0 the hostler, and walked into the sanded parlour of the inn, 
to repose himself on a very hard Windsor chair. 

He had been alone rather more than half-an-hour, reading 
a county newspaper which smelled much of tobacco, and try- 
ing to keep off the flies that gathered round him in swarms, 
as if they had never before seen a parson, and were anxious 
to ascertain how the flesh of him tasted, — when a stage- 
coach stopped at the inn. A traveller got out with his carpet- 
bag in his hand, and was shown into the sanded parlour. 

The parson rose politely, and made a bow. 

The traveller touched his hat, without taking it off, looked 
at Mr. Dale from top to toe, then walked to the window, and 
whistled a lively, im}.)atient tune, then strode towards the fire- 
place and rang the bell; then stared again at the parson; and 
that gentleman having courteously laid down the newspaper, 
the traveller seized it, threw himself into a chair, flung one 
of his legs over the table, tossed the other up on the mantel- 
piece, and began reading the paper, while he tilted the chair 
on its hind-legs with so daring a disregard to the ordinary 
position of chairs and their occupants, that the shuddering 
parson expected every moment to see him come down on the 
back of liis skull. 

Mbved, therefore, to compassion, Mr. Dale said mildly, — ■ 

“ Those chaii’s are very treacherous, sir, I hn afraid you T 1 
be down.” 

“Eh,” said the traveller, looking up much astonished. 
“Eh, down? — oh, you ’re satirical, sir.” 

“Satirical, sir? upon my word, no!” exclaimed the parson, 
earnestly. 


“I think every freeborn man has a right to sit as he pleases 
in his own house,” resumed the traveller, with warmth; “and 
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an inn is his own housej I guess, so long as he pays his score. 
Betty, my dear.” 

For the chambermaid had now replied to the bell. 

“I han’t Betty, sir; do you want she?” 

“No, Sally; cold brandy and water— and a biscuit.” 

“I han’t Sally, either,” muttered the chambermaid; but the 
traveller, turning round, showed so smart a neckcloth and so 
comely a face, that she smiled, coloured, and went her way. 

The. traveller now rose, and flung down the paper. He 
took out a penknife, and began paring his nails. Suddenly 
desisting from this elegant occupation, his eye caught sight 
of the parson’s shovel-hat, which lay on a chair in the corner. 

“You’re a clergyman, I reckon, sir,” said the traveller, 
with a slight sneer. 

Again Mr. Dale bowed, — bowed in part deprecatingly, in 
part with dignity. It was a bow that said, “No offence, .sir, 
but I am a clergyman, and I ’m not ashamed of it. ” 

“ Groing far? ” asked the traveller. 

I* ARSON. — “ Not very.” 

Traveller. — “In a chaise or fly? If so, and we Jire going 
the same way, halves.” 

Parson. — “ Halves? ” 

Traveller. — “Yes, I’ll pay half the damage, pike« 
inclusive,” 

Parson. — “You are very good, sir. But” (spoken with 
pride) “I am on horseback.” 

Traveller. — “On horseback! Well, I should not have 
guessed that! You don’t look like it. Where did you say 
you were going? ” 

“I did not say where I was going, sir,” said the parson, 
^ryly? much offended at that vague and ungram- 

matical remark applicable to his horsemanship, that “ he did 
not look like it.” 

“Close!” said the traveller, laughing; “ an old traveller, I 
reckon.” 

The parson made no reply, but he took up his shovel -hat, 
and, with a bow more majestic than the previous one, walked 
out to see if his pad had finished her corn. 



VARIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 


281 


The animal had indeed finished all the corn afforded to her, 
which was not much, and in a few minutes more Mr. Dale 
resumed his journey. He had performed about three miles, 
when the sound of wheels behind him made him turn his head, 
and he perceived a chaise driven very fast, while out of the 
windows thereof dangled strangely a pair of human legs. The 
pad began to curvet as the post-horses rattled behind, and the 
jjarson had only an indistinct vision of a human face supplant- 
ing those human legs. The traveller peered out at him as he 
whirled by, — saw Mr. Dale tossed up and down on the saddle, 
and cried out, “How ’s the leather?” 

“ Leather ! ” soliloquized the parson, as the pad recomposed 
herself, “ what does he mean by that? Leather! a very vulgar 
man- But I got rid of him cleverly.” 

Mr. Dale arrived without further adventure at Lansmere. 
He put up at the principal inn, refreshed himself by a general 
ablution, and sat down with good appetite to his beefsteak 
and pint of port. 

The parson was a better judge of the physiognomy of man 
than that of the horse; and after a satisfactory glance at the 
civil smirking landlord, who removed the cover and set on 
the wine, he ventured on an attempt at conversation. “Is 
my Lord at the Park? ” 

Landlord (still more civilly than before). — “No, sir, his 
Lordship and my Lady have gone to town to meet Lord 
L^Estrange ! ” ■ 

“Lord L’ Estrange! He is in England, then? ” 

“Why, so I heard,” replied the landlord, “but we never 
see him here now . I remember him a very pretty young man. 
Every one was fond of him and proud of him. But what 
pranks he did play when he was a lad! We hoped he would 
come ill for our boro’ some of these days, but he has taken to 
foren parts, — more ’s the pity. I am a reg’lar Blue, sir, as 
I ought to be. The Blue candidate always does me the hon- 
our to come to the Lansmere Arms. ’T is only the low party 
puts up with the Boar,” added the landlord, with a look of 
ineffable disgust. “I hope you like the wine, sir?” 

“Very good, and seems old.” 
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“ Bottled these eighteen years, sir. I had in the cask for 
the great election of Dashmore and Egerton. I have little 
left of it, and I never give it but to old friends like, — for, I 
think, sir, though you be grown stout, and look more grand, 
I may say that I ’ve had the pleasure of seeing you before.^’ 

^‘That’s true, I dare say, though I fear I was never a very 
good customer.” 

“Ah, it is Mr. Dale, then! I thought so when you came 
into the hall. I hope your lady is quite well, and the squire 
too; fine pleasant-spoken gentleman; no fault of his if Mr. 
Egerton went wrong. Well, we have never seen him — I 
mean Mr. Egerton — since that time. I don’t wonder he 
stays away; but my Lord’s son, who was brought up here, 
it an’t nat’ral like that he should turn his back on us! ” 

Mr. Dale made no reply, and the landlord was about to 
retire, when the parson, pouring out another glass of the port, 
said, “There must be great changes in the parish. Is Mr. 
Morgan, the medical man, still here?” 

“hFo, indeed! he took out his ’ploma after you left, and 
became a real doctor; and a pretty practice he had too, when 
he took, all of a sudden, to some new-fangled way of physick- 
ing, — I think they calls it homy — something.” 

“ Homoeopathy? ” 

“That’s it; something against all reason: and so he lost 
his practice here and went up to Lunnuu. I ’ve not heard of 
him since.” 

“ Do the Avenels still reside in their old house? ” 

“Oh, yes! — and are pretty well off, I hear say. John is 
always poorly, though he still goes now and then to the Odd 
Eellows, and takes his glass ; but his wife comes and fetches 
him away before he can do himself any harm.” 

“Mrs. Avenel is the same as ever?” 

“She holds her head higher, I think,” said the landlord, 
smiling. “She was always — not exactly proud like, hut 
what I calls gumptious.” 

“I never heard that word before,” said the parson, laying 
down his knife and fork. “Bumptious indeed, though I 
believe it is not in the dictionary, has crept into familiar 
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parlance, especially amongst young folks at sciiool and 
college.” 

“Bumptious is bumi^tious, and gumptious is gumijtious,” 
said tlio landlord, delighted to puzzle a parson. “Now the 
town beadle is bumptious, and Mrs. Avenel is gumptious.” 

“She is a very respectable woman,” said Mr. Dale, some- 
what rebukingly. 

“In course, sir, all gumptious folks are; they value them- 
selves on their respectability, and looks down on their 
neighbours.” 

Parson (still philologieally occupied). — Gumptious — 
gumptious. I think I remember the substantive at school, 
— not that my master taught it to me. ‘ Gumption ’ — it 
means cleverness.” 

Landlord (doggedly). — “There’s gumption and gump- 
tious! Gumption is knowing; but when I say that sum ’un is 
gumptious, I mean — though that ’s more vulgar like — sum ’un 
who does not think small beer of hisself. You take me, sir?” 

“I think I do,” said the parson, half smiling. “I believe 
the Avenels have only two of their children alive still, — their 
daughter who married Mark Fairfield, and a son who went off 
to America? ” 

“Ah, but he made his fortune there and has come back.” 

“Indeed! I’m very glad to hear it. He has settled at 
Lansmere? ” 

“No, sir. I hear as he ’s bought a property a long way oif. 
But he comes to see his parents pretty often — so John tells 
me — but I can’t say that I ever see him. I fancy Dick 
does n’t like to be seen by folks who remember him playing 
in the kennel.” 

“Not unnatural,” said the parson, indulgently; “but he 
visits his parents; he is a good son at all events, then? ” 

“I’ve nothing to say against him. Dick was a wild chap 
before he took himself off. I never thought he would make 
his fortune; but the Avenels are a clever set. Do you remem- 
ber poor Nora — the Rose of Lansmere, as they called her? 
Ah, no, I think she went up to Lunnun afore your time, sir.” 

“Humph!” said the parson, dryly. “Well, I think you 
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may take away now. It will be dark soon, and I dl just stroll 
out and look about me.” 

“There ’s a nice tart coming, sir. 

“ Thank you, I ’ve dined.” 

The parson put on his hat and sallied forth into the streets. 
He eyed the houses on either hand with that melancholy and 
wistful interest with which, in middle life, men revisit .scenes 
familiar to , them in youth, — ^.surprised to find either so 
little change or so much, and recalling, by fits and snatches, 
old associations and past emotions. The long High Street 
which he threaded now began to change its bustling charac- 
ter, and .slide, as it were gradually, into the high road of a 
suburb. On the left, the houses gave way to the moss-grown 
pales of Lansmere Park; to the right, though houses still 
remained, they were separated from each other by gardens, 
and took the pleasing appearance of villas, — such villas as 
retired tradesmen or their widows, old maids, and half-pay 
officers .select for the evening of their days. 

Mr. Dale looked at these villas with the deliberate atten- 
tion of a man awakening his power of memory, and at last 
stopped before one, almost the last on the road, and which 
faced the broad patch of sward that lay before the lodge of 
Lansmere Park. An old pollard-oak stood near it, and from 
the oak there came a low discordant sound; it was the hungry 
cry of young ra vens, awaiting the belated return of the parent 
bird! Mr. Dale put his hand to his brow, paused a moment, 
and then, with a ..hurried step, passed through the little gar- 
den, and knocked at the door. A light was burning in the 
parlour, and Mr. Dale’s eye caught through the window a 
vague outline of three forms. There was an evident bustle 
within at the sound of the knock. One of the forms roses and 
disappeared. A very prim, neat, middle-aged maid-servant 
now appeared at the threshold, and austerely inquired the 
visitor’s business. 

“ I want to see Mr. or Mr.s. Avenel. Say that I have come 
many miles to see them; and take in this card.” 

The maid-servant took the card, and half closed the door, 
At least three minutes elapsed before she reappeared. 



VARIETIES m ENGLISH LIFE. 


285 


“Missis it ’s late, sir; but walk in.” 

The parson accepted the not very gracious invitation, stepped 
across the little hall, and entered the parlour. 

Old John Avenel, a luild-looking man, who seemed slightly 
paralytic, rose slowly fi-om his armcliair. Mrs. Avenel, in an 
awfully stiff, clean, Cal vinistioal cax3, and a gray dress, every 
fold of wliich bespoke respc(^tability and staid repute, stood 
erect on the floor, and fixing on the parson a cold and cautious 
eye, said, — 

“ You do the like of us great honour, Mr. Dale; take a 
chair. You call upon business?” 

“Of which I apprised Mr. Avenel by letter.” 

“My husband is very poorly.” 

“ A poor creature! ” said John, feebly, and as if in compas- 
sion of himself. “ I can’t get about as I used to do. But it 
ben’t near election time, be it, sir? ” 

“No, John,” said Mrs. Avenel, placing her husband’s arm 
within her own. “You must lie down a bit, while I talk 
to the gentleman.” 

“I’m a real good Blue,” said poor John; “but I ain’t quite 
the man I was; ” and leaning heavily on his wife, he left the 
room, turning round at the threshold, and saying, with great 
urbanity, “Anything to oblige, sir! ” 

Mr. Dale was much touched. He had remembered John 
Avenel the oomeliest, the most active, and the most cheerful 
man in Ijansmere; great at glee club and cricket (though then 
somewhat stricken in years), greater in vestries; reputed 
greatest in elections. 

“Last scene of all,” murmured the parson; “and oh, well, 
turning from the poet, may we cry with the disbelieving 
philosopher, ‘ Boor, poor humanity !’” ‘ 

In a few minutes Mrs. Avenel returned. She took a chair 
at some distance from the parson’s, and resting one hand on 
the elbow of the chair, while with the other she stiffly 
smoothed the stiff gown, she said, — 

1 Mr. Dale probably here alludes to Lord Boliugbroke's ejaculatioa as he 
stood by the dying Pope ; but his memory does not serve him with the exact 

■'.words. .... 
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“Now, sir.” 

That “Now, sir,” had in its sound something sinister and 
warlike. This the shrewd parson recognisied with his usual 
tact. He edged his chair nearer to Mrs. Avenel, and placing 
his hand on hers, — 

“ YeS; now then, and as friend to friend.” 


CHAPTER XIII. 

Mb. Dali: had been more than a fpiarter of an hour 
conversing with Mrs. Avenel, and had seemingly made little 
progress in the object of his diplomatic mission, for now, 
slowly drawing on his gloves, he said, — 

“I grieve to think, Mrs. Avenel, that you should have so 
hardened your heart — yes, you must pardon me, — it is my 
vocation to speak stern truths. You cnnnot say that I have 
not kept faith with you, but I must now invite 5nm to remem- 
ber that I specially reserved to myself the right of exercising 
a discretion to act as I judged best for the child’s interest on 
any future occasion ; and it was upon this understanding that 
you gave me the promise, which you would now evade, of pro- 
viding for him when he came to manhood.” 

“ I say I will provide for him. I say that you may ’prentice 
him in any distant town, and by and by we will stock a shop 
for him. What would you have more, sir, from folks like ns, 
who have kept shop ourselves? It ain’t reasonable what you 
ask, sir.” 

“My dear friend,” said the parson, “what I ask of you at 
present is but to see him, to receive him kindly, to listen to 
his conversation, to judge for yourselves. We can have but a 
common object, — that your grandson should su(iceed in life, 
and do yon credit. Now, I doubt very much whether we can 
effect this by making him a small shopkeeper.” 

“And has Jane Eairfield, who married a common carpenter, 
brought him up to despise small shopkeepers?” exclaimed 
Mrs. Avenel, angrily. 



VARIETIES m ENGLISH LIFE. 


287 


“IleaTeii forbid! Some of tbe first men in England have 
been tlie sons of small shopkeepers. But is it a crime in them, 
or in their parents, if their talents have lifted them into such 
rank or renown as the haughtiest duke might envy? England 
■were not England if a man must rest where his father began.” 

“Good!” said, or rather grunted, an approving voice, but 
neither Mrs. Avenel nor the parson heard it. 

“ All very fine, ” said Mrs. Avenel, bluntly. “ But to send 
a boy like that to the University — where’s the money to 
come from?” 

“My dear Mrs. Avenel,” said the parson, coaxingly, “the 
cost need not be great at a small college at Cambridge; find if 
you will pay half the expense, I will pay the other half. I 
have no children of my own, and can afford it.” 

“That’s very handsome in you, sir,” said Mrs. Avenel, 
somewhat touched, yet still not graciously. “But the money 
is not the only point.” 

“ Once at Cambridge,” continued Mr. Dale, speaking rapidly, 
“at Cambridge, where the studies are mathematical, — that 
is, of a nature for which he has shown so great an aptitude, — 
and I have no doubt he will distinguish himself ; if he does, 
he will obtain, on leaving, what is called a fellowship, — that 
is, a collegiate dignity accompanied by an income on which 
he could maintain himself until he made his way in life. 
Come, Mrs. Avenel, you are well off; you have no relations 
nearer to you in want of your aid. Your son, I hear, has been 
very fortunate,” 

“Sir,” said Mrs. Avenel, interrupting the parson, “it is not 
because my son Bichard is an honour to us, and is a good son, 
and has made his fortin, that we are to rob him of what we 
have to leave, and give it to a boy whom we know nothing 
about, and who, in spite of what you say> can’t bring upon us 
any credit at all,” 

“Why? I don’t see that.” 

“Why!” exclaimed Mrs. Avenel, fiercely, — “why! you, 
know why. No, I don’t want him to rise in life: I don’t 
want folks to be speiring and asking about him. I think it 
is a very wicked thing to have put fine notions in his head, 
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“Nothing refines us like education, sir. I believe your 
sister Nora had received much instruction, and had the tal- 
ents to profit by it: it is the same with your nejjhew.” 

“I’ll see him,” said Eiohard, stamping his foot firmly on 
the ground, “and if I like him, I ’ll be as good as a father to 
him. Look you, Mr. — what ’s your name, sir?” 

“Dale.” 

“ Mr. Dale, look you, I ’m a single man. Perhaps I may 
marry some day ; perhaps I sha’ n’t. I ’m not going to throw 
myself away. If T can get a lady of quality, why — but 
that’s neither here nor there; meanwhile I should be glad 
of a nephew whom I need not be ashamed of. You see, sir, 
I am a new man, the builder of my own fortunes ; and though 
I have picked up a little education — I don’t well know how, 
— as I scramble on still, now I come back to the old country^ 
I ’m well aware that I ’m not exactly a match for those d — d 
aristocrats; don’t show so well in a drawing-room as I could 
wish. I could be a parliament man if I liked, but I might 
make a goose of myself; so, all things considered, if I can 
get a sort of junior partner to do the polite work, and show 
ofi the goods, I think the house of Avenel & Co. might become 
a pretty considerable honour to the Britishers. You under- 
stand me, sir? ” 

“Oh, very well,” answered Mr. Dale, smiling, though rather 
gravely. 

“Now,” continued the New Man, “I’m not ashamed to 
have risen in life by my own merits; and I don’t disguise 
what I’ve been. And, when I’m in my own grand house, 
I ’m fond of saying, ‘ I landed at New York with £1.0 in my 
purse, and here I am ! ’ But it would not do to have the old 
folks with me. People take you with all your faults if you ’re 
rich; but they won’t swallow your family into the bargain. 
So if I don’t have at my house my own father and mother, 
whom I love dearly, and should like to see sitting at table, 
with my servants behind their chairs, I could still less have 
sister Jane. I recollect her very well, but she can’t have got 
genteeler as she ’s grown older. Therefore I beg you ’ll not 
set her on coming after me f it would not do by any manner 
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of means. Don’t say a word about me to her. But send tlie 
boy down here'- to liis grandfather, and I ’ll see him quietly, 
you understand.” 

'‘Yes, but it \vill be bard to separate her from the boy.” 

“ Stuff ! all boys Lire separated from their parents when they 
go into the world. So that ’s settled, Now, just tell me. I 
know the old folks always snubbed Jane, — that is, Mother 
did. My pO(jr dear father never snubbed any of us. Perhaps 
Mother has not behaved altogether well to Jane. But we 
must not blame her for that; you see this is how it happened. 
Tliere were a good many of us, while Father and Mother kept 
shop in the High Street, so we were all to he provided for 
anyhow; and Jane, being very useful and handy at work, 
got a place when she was a little girl, and had no time for 
learning. Afterwards my father made a lucky hit, in getting 
my Lord Lansmere’s custom after an election, in which he 
did a great deal for the Blues (for he was a famous elec- 
tioneerer, my poor father). My Lady stood godmother to 
Nora; and then all my brothers, and two of my sisters, died 
off, and Father retired from business; and when he took Jane 
from service, she was so common-like that Mother could not 
help contrasting her Avith Nora. You see Jane was their child 
when they were poor little shop-people, with their heads 
scarce above Avater; and Nora Avas their child Avhen they were 
well off, and had retired from trade, and lived genteel: so 
that makes a great difference. And Mother did not quite 
look on her as on her own child. But it was Jane’s own 
fault : for Mother Avould have made it up with her if she had 
married the son of our neighbour the great linendraper, as she 
might have done ; but she Avould take Mark Fairfield, a com- 
mon carpenter. Parents like best those of their children 
Avho succeed best in life. Natural. Why, they did not care 
for me till I came back the man I am. But to return to Jane; 
I ’m afraid tliey ’ve neglected her. How is she off? ” 

“She earns her livelihood, and is poor, bnt contented.” 


“ Ah, just be good enough to give her this ” (and Richard 
took a bank-note of £50 from his pocket-book). “You 
can say the old folks sent it to her; or that it is a 
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present from Dick, without telling her he has come hack from 
America.” 

“My dear sir/’ said the parson, “I am more and more 
thankful to have made your acquaintance. This is a very 
liberal gift of yours j but your best plan will be to send it 
through your mother. For, though I don’t want to betray 
any confidence you place in me, I should not know what to 
answer if Mrs. Fairfield began to question me about her 
brother. I never had but one secret to keep, and I hope I 
shall never have another. A secret is very like a lie ! ” 

“You had a secret then?” said Richard, as he took back 
the bank-note. He had learned, perhaps in America, to be a 
very inquisitive man. He added point-blank, “Pray, what 
was it? » 

“Why, what it would not be if I told you,” said the parson, 
with a forced laugh, — “a secret! ” 

“Well, I guess we ’re in a land of liberty. Do as you like. 
Kow, I dare say you think me a very odd fellow to come out 
of my shell to you in this off-hand way; but I liked the look 
of you, even when we were at the inn together. And just 
now I was uncommonly pleased to find that, though you are a 
parson, you don’t want to keep a man’s nose down to a shop- 
board, if he has anything in him. You’re not one of the 
aristocrats — ” 

“Indeed,” said the parson, with imprudent warmth, “it is 
not the character of the aristocracy of this country to keep 
people down. They make way amongst themselves for any 
man, whatever his birth, who has the talent and energy to as- 
pire to their level. That ’s the especial boast of the British 
constitution, sir I ” 

“Oh, you think so, do you?” said Mr. Richard, looking 
sourly at the parson. “ I dare say those are the opinions in 
which you have brought up the lad. Just keep him yourself 
and let the aristocracy provide for him ! ” 

The parson’s generous and patriotic warmth evaporated at 
once, at this sudden inlet of cold air into the conversation. 
He perceived that he had made a terrible blunder; and as it 
was not his business at that moment to vindicate the British 
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constitution, but to serve Leonard Fairfield, lie abandoned the 
cause of tlie aristocracy with the most poltroon and scandalous 
abruptness. Catching at the arm which Mr. Avenel had 
withdrawn from him, he exclaimed, — 

" Indeed, sir, you are mistaken; I have never attempted to 
intiuence your nephew’s political opinions. On the contrary, 
if, at his age, he can be said to have formed any opinions, 1 
am greatly afraid — that is, I think his opinions are by no 
means sound — that is, constitutional. I mean, I mean — ” 
And the poor parson, anxious to select a word that would not 
offend his listener, stopped short in lamentable confusion of 
idea. 

Mr. Avenel enjoyed his distress for a moment, with a 
saturnine smile, and then said, — 

“Well, I calculate he ’s a Kadical. Natural enough, if he 
has not got a sixpence to lose — all come right by and by. 
I hn not a Eadical, — at least not a Destructive — much too 
clever a man for that, I hope. But I wish to see things very 
different from what they are. Don’t fancy that I want the 
common people, who ’ve got nothing, to pretend to dictate to 
their betters, because I hate to see a parcel of fellows who are 
called lords and squires trying to rule the roast. I think, 
sir, that it is men like me who ought to be at the top of the 
tree ! and that ’s the long and the short of it. What do you 
say? ” 

“I’ve not the least objection,” said the crestfallen parson, 
basely. But, to do him justice, I must add that he did not 
the least know what he was saying ! 


CHAPTER XV. 

Unconscious of the change in his fate which the diplomacy 
of the parson sought to effect, Leonard Fairfield was enjoying 
the first virgin sweetness of fame; for the principal town in 
his neighbourhood had followed the then growing fashion of 
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the age, and set up a Mechanics’ Institute, and some worthy 
persons interested in the formation of that provincial Athen-* 
amm laid offered a prize for the best Essay on the Diffusion 
of Ivnowledge, — a very trite subject, on whi(di persons seem : 

to think they caii never say too much, and on which there is, ' 

nevertheless, a great deal yet to be said. This prize Leonard ; 

Eairfield had recently won. His Essay had been publicly [ 

complimented by a full meeting of the Institute; it had been ? 

printed at the expense of the Society, and had been rewarded ' 

by a silver medal, — delineative of Apollo crowning Merit 
(poor Merit had not a rag to his back; but Merit, left only to 
the care of Apollo, never is too good a customer to the tailor !) f 

And the County Gazette had declared that Britain had pro- [ 

duced another prodigy in the person of Dr. Eiccabocca’s self- i 

educated gardener. | 

Attention was now directed to Leonard’s mechanical con- | 

trivances. The squire, ever eagerly l.)cnt on imjuovements, | 

had brought an engineer to inspect the lad’s system of irriga- | 

tion, and the engineer had bc.en greatly struck by the simple | 

means liy which a very considerable technical difficulty had | 

been overcome. The neighbouring farmers now called Leon- t 

ard “Mr. Eairfield,” and invited him on equal terms to their \ 

houses. Mr. Stirn had met him on the high road, touched | 

his hat, and hoped that “he bore no malice.” All this, I say, I 

was the first sweetness of fame; and if Leonard Fairfield ^ 

comes to be a great man, he will never find such sweets in i 

the after fruit. It was this success which had <let('i;miued 
tlie parson on the step which he had just taken, and which he : 

had long before anxiously meditated. For, during the last [ 

year or so, he had renewed his old intimacy with the widow ! 


and the boy ; and he had noticed, with great hope and great 
fear, the rapid growth of an intellect, whioh now stood out 
from the lowly circumstances that surrounded it in bold and 
unharmonizing relief. 

It was the evening after his return home that the parson 
strolled up to the Casino. He put Leonard Fairfield’s Prize 
Essay iu his pocket; for he felt that he could not let the 
young man go forth into the world without a preparatory 
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lecturer, and ho iiitondod to scourge poor Merit with the very 
laurel ^vroatll whicdi it Ixad received froiu Apollo. But in this 
he wanted Riccabocoa’s assistance; or rather he feared that, 
if he did not got the philosopher on his side, the philosopher 
might undo all the work of the parson. 


CHAPTER XVI. 

A SWEET sound came through the orange boughs, and floated 
to the ears of the parson, as he wound slowly up the gentle 
ascent, — so sweet, so silvery, he paused in delight — unaware, 
wretched man ! that he was there]>y conniving at Papistical 
errors. Soft it came and sweet; softer and sweeter , — “Ave 
Maria ! ” Violante was chanting the evening hymn to the 
Virgin Mother. The parson at last distinguished the sense 
of the words, and shook his head with the pious shake of an 
orthodox Protestant. He broke from the spell resolutely, 
and walked on with a sturdy step. Gaining the terrace, he 
found the little family seated under an awning, — Mrs. Ricca- 
boeca knitting; the signor with his arms folded on his breast; 
the book he had been reading a few moments before had fallen 
on the ground, and his dark eyes were soft and dreamy. Vio- 
lante had iinished lier hymn, and seated herself on the ground 
between the two, pillowing her head on her stepmother’s lap, 
but with her hand resting on her father’s knee, and her gaze 
fixed fondly on his face. 

“ Good-evening, ” said Mr. Dale. Violante stole up to him, 
and, pulling him so as to bring his ear nearer to her lip, whis- 
pered, “Talk to Papa, do, — and cheerfully; he is sad.” 

She escaped from him as she said this, and appeared to busy 
herself with watering the flowers arranged on stands round 
the awning. But she kept her swimming lustrous eyes wist- 
fully on her father. 

“How fares it with you, my dear friend?” said the parson, 
kindly, as he rested his hand on the Italian’s shoulder, “You 
must not let him get out of spirits, Mrs. Riccabocca.” 


296 


MY NOVEL; OR, 


“I am very ungrateful to lier if I ever am so,” vsaid tlie poor 
Italian, with all his natural gallantry. Many a good wife, 
who thinks it is a reproach to her if her husband is ever “ out 
of sjnrits,” might have turned peevishly from that speech, 
more elegant than sincere, and so have made bad wcjrse; but 
Mrs. Riccabocca took her husband's proffered haud affec- 
tionately, and said with great naivete, — 

“You sec I am so stupid, Mr. Dale; I never knew I was so 
stupid till I marricid. l>ut I am very glad you are come. 
You can get on some learned subject together, and then he 
will not miss so much his — ” 

“ His what? ” asked Eiceaboeca, inquisitively. 

“ His country. Do you think that I cannot sometimes read 
your thoughts? ” 

“ Very often. But you did not read them just then. The 
tongue touches where the tooth aches, but the best dentist 
cannot guess at the tooth unless one open one's mouth. — 
Basta I Can we offer you some wine of our own making, Mr, 
Dale? — it is pure.” 

“I 'd rather have some tea,” quoth the parson, hastily. 

Mrs. Eiccaboeca, too pleased to be in her natural element 
of domestic use, hurried into the house to prepare our national 
beverage. And the parson, sliding into her chair, said, — 

“But you are dejected then? Eie! If there’s a virtue in 
the world at which we should always aim, it is cheerfulness.” 

“I don't dispute it,” said Riccabocea, with a heavy sigh. 
“But though it is said by some Greek, who, I think, is quoted 
by your favourite Seneca, that a wise man carries his country 
with him at the soles of his feet, he can’t carry also the sun- 
shine over his head.” 

“I tell you what it is,” said the parson, bluntly; “you 
would have a much keener sense of happiness if you liad 
much less esteem for philosophy.” 

“Cospettof’’ said the doctor, rousing himself. “Just 
explain, will you?” 

“Does not the search after wisdom induce desires not 
satisfied in this small circle to which your life is confined? 
It is not so much your country for which you yearu, as it is 
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for spa<3e to your intellect; employment for yonr thonglitS; 
career for your aspirations.” 

“You liav(', guessed at tlie tooth which aches,” said Kicea- 
bocca, with admiration. 

“Easy to do tluit,” answered the parson. “Our wisdom 
teeth ooiLM last and give us the most painj and if you would 
just starve the mind a little, and nourish the heart more, you 
would be less of a philosopher and more of a — ” The par- 
son had the word “Christian” at the tip of his tongue; lie- 
suppressed a word that, so spoken, would have been exceed- 
ingly irritating, and substituted, with elegant antithesis, “ and 
more of a happy man ! ” 

“I do all I can with my heart,” quoth the doctor. 

“Not you! For a man with such a heart as yours should 
never feel the want of the sunshine. My friend, we live in 
an age of over mental cultivation. We neglect too much the 
simple healthful outer life, in which there is so much positive 
joy. In turning to the world within us, we grow blind to 
this beautiful world without; in studying ourselves as men, 
we almost forget to look up to heaven, and warm to the smile 
of God.” 

The philosopher mechanically shrugged his shoulders, as 
he always did when another man moralized, — especially if 
the moralizer were a priest; but there was no irony in his 
smile, as he answered thoughtfully, — 

“ There is some truth in what you say. I own that we live 
too mu(}h as if we were all brain. Knowledge has its penal- 
ties and pains, as well as its prizes.” 

“That is just what I want you to say to Leonard.” 

“How have you settled the object of your journey?” 

“1 will tell you as we walk down to him after tea. At 
present, I am rather too much occupied with you.” 

“Me? TTie tree is formed — try only to bend the young 
twig!” 

“ Trees are trees, and twigs twigs,” said the parson, dog- 
matically; “but man is always growing till he falls into the 
grave. I think T have heard you say that you once had a 
narrow escape of a prison? ” 
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heard, afar the stroke of the distant clmrch-elock, and Mr, 
Dale started up and cried, "Bixt we shall be too late for 
Leonard. Gome, naughty little girl, get your father his 
hat.” 

“.A.nd umbrella!” said Riceabocca, looking up at the cloud- 
less, moonlit sky, 

“Umbrella against the stars?” asked the parson, laughing. 

“The stars are no friends of mine,” said liiccabocca, “and 
one never knows what may happen ! ” 

The philosopher and the parson walked on amicably. 

“ You have done me good, ” said Riceabocca, “ but I hope I 
am not always so unreasonably melancholic as you seem to 
suspect. The evenings will sometimes appear long, and dull 
too. to a man whose thoughts on the past are almost his sole 
companions.” 

“Sole companions? — your child?” 

“She is so young.” 

“Your wife?” 

“She is so — ” the bland Italian appeared to check some 
disparaging adjective, and mildly added, “so good, I allow; 
but yon must own that she and I cannot have much in 
common.” 

“I own nothing of the sort. Yon have your house and 
your interests, yoiir happiness and your lives, in common. 
We men are so exacting, we expect to find ideal nymphs and 
goddesses when we condescend to marry a mortal; and if we 
did, our chickens would be boiled to rags, and our mutton 
come up as cold as a stone.” 

“ Far BcwcOi you are an oracle,” said Riccabocca, laughing. 
“But I am not so sceptical as you are. I honour the fair sex 
too much. There are a great many women who realize the 
ideal of men, to be found in— the poets !” 

“ There ^s my dear Mrs, Dale,” resumed the parson, not 
heeding the sarcastic compliment to the sex, but sinking his 
voice into a whisper, and looking round cautiously, ■ — “there ’s 
my dear Mrs. Dale, the best woman in the world, — an angel 
I would say, if the word were not profane; but — ” 

“What’s the but?” asked the doctor, demurely. 
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“But 1 too iniglit say that ‘she and I have not much in 
common,’ if I were only to compare mind to mind, and when 
my poor Carry says something less profound than Madame de 
Stacil might have said, smile on her in contempt from the ele- 
vation of logic and Latin. Yet when I remember all the little 
sorrows and joys that we have shared together, and feel how 
solitary 1 should have been without her — oh, then, I am 
instantly aware that there is between us in common some- 
thing infinitely closer and better than if the same course of 
study had given us the same equality of ideas; and I was 
forced to brace myself for a combat of intellect, as I am when 
I fall in with a tiresome sage like yourself. I don’t pretend 
to say that Mrs. Eiccabocca is a Mrs. Dale,” added the par^ 
son, with lofty candour, — “there is but one Mrs. Dale in the 
world ; but still, you have drawn a prize in the wheel matri' 
monial ! Think of Socrates, and yet he was content even 
with his — Xantippe ! ” 

Dr. Eiccabocca called to mind Mrs. Dale’s “little tempers,” 
and inly rejoiced that no second Mrs. Dale had existed to fall 
to his own lot. His placid J emima gained by the contrast. 
Nevertheless he had the ill grace to reply, “ Socrates was a 
man beyond all imitation ! — Yet I believe that even he spent 
very few of his evenings at home. But revmons a nos mou~ 
tons, Ave are nearly at Mrs. Fairfield’s cottage, and you have 
not yet told me what you have settled as to Leonard.” 

The parson halted, took Eiccabocca by the button, and 
informed him, in very few words, that Leonard was to go to 
Lansmere to see some relations there, who had the fortune, if 
they had the will, to give full career to his abilities. 

“The great thing, in the mean while,” said the parson, 
“would be to enlighten him a little as to what he calls — 
enlightenment.” 

“ Ah ! ” said Eiccabocca, diverted, and rubbing his hands, 
“I shall listen with interest to what you say on that subject.” 

“And must aid me: for the first step in this modern march 
of enlightenment is to leave the poor parson behind; and if 
one calls out ‘ Hold! and look at the sign-post,’ the traveller 
hurries on the faster, saying to himself, ‘Pooh, pooh! — that 
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is only the cry of the parson ! ’ But luy gentleman, when he 
doubts me, will listen to you, — you ’re a philosopher ! ” 

“We philosophers are of some use now and tlren, even to 
parsons ! ” 

“ If you were not so conceited a set of deluded poor creatures 
already, 1 would say ‘ Yes,’” replied the parson, generously; 
aufl, taking hold of Eiccabocca’s . unrbrella, he applied the 
brass handle thereof, by way of a knocker, to the cottage 
door. 



CHAPTEIi XVIII. 

Certainly it is a glorious fever, — that desire To Know ! 
And there are few sights in the moral world more sublime 
than that which many a garret might afford, if Asmodeus 
would bare the roofs to our survey, — namely, a brave, 
patient, earnest human being toiling his own arduous way, 
athwart tlie iron walls of jienury, into the magnilioent Infinite, 
which is luminous with starry souls. 

So there sits Leonard the Self-tuiiglit in the little cottage 
alone : for, though scarcely past the hour in which grciit folks 
dine, it is the hour in which small folks go to bed, and Mrs. 
Fairfield has retired to rest, wdiile Leonard has settled to his 
books. ** 

He had placed his bable under the lattice, and from time to 
time he looked up and enjoyed the stillness of the moon. 
Well for him that, in reparation for those hours stolen from 
night, the hardy physical labour commenced with dawn. 
Students would not be the sad dyspeptics they are, if they 
worked as many hours in the open air as my scholar-peasant. 
But even in him you could see that the mind had begun a 
little to affect the frame. They who task the intellect must 
pay the penalty with the body. Ill, believe me, would this 
work-day world get on if all within it were bard-reading, 
studious animals, playing the deuce with the ganglionic 
apparatus. 
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Leonard started as he heard the knock at the doorj the 
parson’s well-known voice reassured him. In some surprise 
he admitted his visitors. 

“We are come to talk to you, Leonard,” said Mr. Dale; 
“but I fear we shall disturb Mrs. Fairfield.” 

“Oh, no, sir! the door to the staircase is shut, and she 
sleeps soundly.” 

“Why, this is a French book! Do you read French, 
Leonard ‘f ” asked Eiceabocca. 

“1 have not found French difficult, sir. Once over the 
grammar, and the language is so clear; it seems the very 
language for reasoning.” 

“True. Voltaire said justly, ‘Whatever is obscure is not 
French, ’ ” observed Eiccabocca. 

“I wish 1 could say the same of English,” muttered the 
parson. 

“But what is this, — Latin too? — Virgil?” 

“Yes, sir. But I find I make little way there without a 
master. I fear I must give it up” (and Leonard sighed). 

The two gentlemen exchanged looks, and seated themselves. 
The young peasant remained standing modestly, and in his 
air and mien there was something that touched the heart 
while it pleased the eye. He was no longer the timid boy 
who had shrunk from the frown of Mr. Stirn, nor that rude 
personation of simple physical strength, roused to undisci- 
plined bravery, which had received its downfall on the village 
green of Hazcldean, The power of thought was on his brow, 
— somewhat unquiet still, but mild and earnest. The feat- 
ures had attained that refinement which is often attributed to 
race, but comes, in truth, from elegance of idea, whether 
caught from our parents or learned from books. In his rich 
brown hair, thrown carelessly from his temples, and curling 
almost to the shoulders; in his large blue eye, which ^vas deep- 
ened to the hue of the violet by the long dark lash; iu that 
firmness of lip, which comes from the grapple with difficulties, 
there 'was considerable beauty, but no longer the beauty of 
the mere peasant. And yet there was still about the whole 
countenance that expression of goodness and purity which a 
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painter would give to Ms ideal of the peasant lover, — such as 
Tasso would have placed in the “Aminta,” or .Fletcher have 
admitted to the side of the Faithful Shepherdess. 

“You must draw a chair here, and sit down between us, 
Leonard, ” said the parson. 

“If any one,” said Riccahocca, “has a right to sit, it is the 
one who is to hear the sermon; and if any one ought to stand, 
it is the one who is about to preach it.” 

“ Don’t be frightened, Leonard,” said the parson, graciously; 
“it is only a criticism, not a sermon;” and he pulled out 
Leonard’s Prize Essay. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

Parsoj^. — “You take for your motto this aphorism,^ — 
‘Knowledge is Fower.’ — Bacon.” 

Riccabooca. — “Bacon make such an aphorism! The last 
man in the world to have said anything so pert and so 
shallow ! ” 

Leonaru (astonished). — “Do you mean to say, sir, that 
that aphorism is not in Lord Bacon? Why, I have seen it 
quoted as his in almost every newspaper, and in almost every 
speech in favour of popular education.” 

Riccabooca. — “Then that should be a warning to you 
never again to fall into the error of the would-be scholar, — 

1 This aphorism has been probably assigned to Lord Bacon upon the mere 
authority of the index to his works. It is the aphorism of the index-maker, 
certainly not of the great master of inductive philosophy. Bacon has, it is 
true, repeatedly dwelt on the power of knowledge, but with so many explana- 
tions and distinctions that nothing could be more unjust to his general moan- 
ing than the attempt to cramp into a sentence what it costs him a volume to 
define. Thus, if on one page ho appears to confound knowledge with power, 
in another he sets them in the strongest antithesis to each other ; as follows ; 

Adeo signanter Deus opera potentiae et sapientias discriminavit." But it 
would be AS unfair to Bacon to convert into an aphorism the sentence that 
di.scriminates between knowledge and power as it is to convert into an aphor- 
ism, any sentence that confounds them. 
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namely, quote second-liand. Lord Bacon wrote a great book 
to show in what knowledge is power, how that power should 
he defined, in what it might be mistaken. And, pray, do you 
think so sensible a man ever would have taken the trouble to 
write a great book upon the subject, if he could have packed 
up all he had to say into the portable dogma, ‘ Knowledge is 
power’? Pooh! no such aphorism is to be found in Bacon 
from the first page of his writings to the last.” 

Parson (candidly). —“Well, I supposed it was Lord 
Bacon’s, and I am very glad to hear that the aphorism has 
not the sanction of his authority.” 

Leonard (recovering his surprise). — “But why so?” 

Parson. — “Because it either says a great deal too much, 
or just — nothing at all.” 

Leonard. — “At least, sir, it seems to me undeniable.” 

Parson. — “Well, grant that it is undeniable. Does it 
prove much in favour of knowledge? Pray, is not ignorance 
power too? ” 

Riccabocca. — “ And a power that has had much the best 
end of the quarter-staff.” 

Parson. — “ All evil is power, and does its power make it 
anything the better? ” 

Riooabogca. — “ Fanaticism is power, — and a power that 
has often swept away knowledge like a whirlwind. The 
Mussulman burns the library of a world, and forces the 
Koran and the sword from the schools of Byzantium to 
the colleges of Hindostan.” 

Parson (bearing on with a new column of illustration). — 
“ Hunger is power. The barbarians, starved out of their for- 
ests by their own swarming population, swept into Italy and 
annihilated letters. The Romans, however degraded, had 
more knowledge at least than the Ganl and the Visigoth.” 

RrccABOcoA (bringing np the reserve). — “And even in 
Greece, when Greek met Greek, the Athenians — our masters 
in all knowledge — were heat by the Spartans, who held learn- 
ing in contempt.” 

Parson. — “ Wherefore you see, Leonarc]^ that though 
knowledge be power, it is only owe of the" powers of the 

' VOL. I. ^ — 20 
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world; that there are others as strong, and often much 
stronger; and the assertion either means but a barren tru- 
ism, not worth so frequent a repetition, or it means some- 
thing that you would find it very difficult to prove.” 

Leoxaku. — “One nation may be beaten l)y another 
that has more physical strength and more milittiry divsoi- 
pline; which last, permit me to say, sir, is a species of 
knowledge- — ” 

Eiccaboooa. — “Yes; but your knowledge-mongers at pres- 
ent call upon us to discard military discipline, and the quali- 
ties that produce it, from the list of the useful arts. And in 
your own Essay, you insist upon knowledge as the great dis- 
bander of armies, and the foe of all military discipline ! ” 
Parson-. — “ Let the young man proceed. Nations, you say, 
may be beaten by other nations less learned and civilized?” 

Leonard. — “But knowledge elevates a class. I invite the 
members of my own humble order to knowledge, because 
knowledge will lift them into power.” 

Riooabocca. — “What do you say to that, Mr. Dale? ” 
Parson. — “In the first place, is it true that the class 
which has the most knowledge gets the most power? I sup- 
pose philosophers, like my friend Dr. Eiccabocca, think they 
have the most knowledge. And pray, in what age have phil- 
osophers governed the world? Are they not always grum- 
bling that nobody attends to them?” 

ErcoABOCcA. — “Per Bacco, if people had attended to us, it 
would have been a droll sort of world by this time ! ” 

Parson. — “Very likely. But, as a general rule, those have 
the most knowledge who givo themselves np to it the most. 
Let us put out of the question philosophers (who are often 
hut ingenious lunatics), and speak only of erudite scholars, 
men of letters and practical science, professors, tutors, and 
fellows of colleges. I fancy any member of parliament would 
tell us that there is no class of men which has less actual 
influence on public affairs. These scholars have more 
knowledge than manufacturers and shipowners, squires and 
farmers ; but do you find that they have more power over the 
Government and the votes of the House of Parliame ’ 
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**Th 0 y ought to have,” said Leonard. 

“ Ought they? ” said the parson; “we ’ll consider that later. 
Meanwhile, you must not escape from your own proposition, 
which is, that knowledge is power, — not that it our/M to be. 
Now, even granting your corollary, that the power of a class 
is therefore proportioned to its knowledge, pray, do you sup- 
pose that while your order, the operatives, are instructing 
themselves, all the rest of the community are to he at a stand- 
still? Diffuse knowledge as you may, you will never pro- 
duce equality of knowledge. Those who have most leisure, 
application, and aptitude for learning will still know the 
most. Nay, by a very natural law, the more general the 
appetite for knowledge, the more the increased competition 
will favour those most adapted to excel by circumstance and 
nature. At this day, there is a vast increase of knowledge 
spread over all society, compared with that in the Middle 
Ages; but is there not a still greater distinction between the 
highly educated gentleman and the intelligent mechanic, than 
there was then between the baron who could not sign his name 
and the churl at the plough ; between the accomplished states- 
man, versed in all historical lore, and the voter whose politics 
are formed by his newspaper, than there was between the 
legislator who passed laws against witches and the burgher 
who defended his guild from some feudal aggression; between 
the enlightened scholar and the dunce of to-day, than there 
was between the monkish alchemist and the blockhead of yes- 
terday? Peasant, voter, and dunce of this century are no 
doubt wiser than the churl, burgher, and blockhead of the 
twelfth. But the gentleman, statesman, and scholar of the 
present age are at least quite as favourable a contrast to 
the alchemist, witch-burner, and baron of old. As the prog- 
ress of enlightenment has done hitherto, so will it ever do. 

“ Knowledge is like capital : the more there is in a country, 
the greater the disparities in wealth between one man and 
another. Therefore, if the working class increase in know- 
ledge, so do the other classes; and if the working class rise 
peaceably and legitimately into power, it is not in proportion 
to their own knowledge alone, hut rather according as it seems 
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to the knowledge of the other orders of the community, that 
such augmentation of proportional power is just and safe and 
wise.” 

Placed between the parson and the philosopher, Leonard 
felt that his position was not favourable to the display of liis 
forces. Insensibly he edged his chair somewhat away, and 
said mournfully, — 

“ Then, according to you, the reign of knowledge would be 
no great advance in the aggregate freedom and welfare of 
man?” 

Parson. — “ Let us define. By knowledge, do you mean 
intellectual cultivation; by the reign of knowledge, the 
ascendency of the most cultivated minds?” 

Leonard (after a pause). ~ “Yes.” 

Ricoabogca. — “ Oh, indiscreet young man ! that is an 
unfortunate concession of yonrs; for the ascendency of the 
most cultivated minds would be. a terrible oligarchy ! ” 

Parson. — “Perfectly true; and we now reply to your 
assertion that men who, by profession, have most learning, 
ought to have more influence than squires and merchants, 
farmers and mechanics. Observe, all the knowledge that we 
mortals can acquire is not knowledge positive and perfect, 
but knowledge comparative, and subject to the errors and pas- 
sions of humanity. And suppose that you could establish, as 
the sole regulators of affairs, those who had the most mental 
cultivation, do you think they would not like that power well 
enough to take all means which their superior intelligence 
could devise to keep it to themselves? The experiment was 
tried of old hy the priests of Egypt; and in the empire of 
China, at this day, the aristocracy are elected from those who 
have most distinguished themselves in learned colleges. If I 
may call myself a member of that body, ‘ tbe people, ’ I would 
rather be an Englishman, however much displeased with dull 
ministers and blundering parliaments, than I would be a 
Chinese under the rule of the picked sages of the Ce.lestial 
Empire. Happily, therefore, my dear Leonard, nations are 
governed hy many things besides what is commonly called 
knowledge; and the greatest practical ministers, who, like 
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Themistoeles, liave made small States great, and the most 
dominant races, who, like the Romans, have stretched their 
rule from a village half over the universe, have been distin- 
guished by various qualities which a philosopher would sneer 
at, and a knowledge-monger would call ‘ sad prejudices ’ and 
‘ lamentable errors of reason. ’ ” 

Leonard (bitterly). —“Sir, you make use of knowledge 
itself to argue against knowledge.” , 

Parson. — “I make use of the little I know to prove the 
foolishness of idolatry. I do not argue against knowledge; I 
argue against knowledge-worship. For here, I see in your 
Essay, that you are not contented with raising human know- 
ledge into something like divine omnipotence, — you must also 
confound her with virtue. According to you, it is hut to 
diffuse the intelligence of the few among the many, and all 
at which we preachers aim is accomplished. Nay, more; for, 
whereas we humble preachers have never presumed to say, 
with the heathen Stoic, that even virtue is sure of happiness 
below (though it be the best road to it), you tell us plainly 
that this knowledge of yours gives not only the virtue of a 
saint, but bestows the bliss of a god. Before the steps of 
your idol, the evils of life disappear. To hear you, one has 
but ‘ to know, ’ in order to be exempt from the sins and sor- 
rows of the ignorant. Has it ever been so? Grant that you 
diffuse amongst the many all the knowledge ever attained by 
the few. Have the wise few been so unerring and so happy? 
You supposed that your motto was accurately cited from 
Bacon. What was Bacon himself? The poet tells you — 

The wisest, brightest, meanest of mankind ! ' 

“Can you hope to bestow upon the vast mass of your order 
the luminous intelligence of this ‘ Lord Chancellor of Nature ’? 
Grant that you do so, and what guarantee have you for the 
virtue and the happiness which you assume as the concomi- 
tants of the gift? See Bacon himself : what black ingrati- 
tude ! what miserable self-seeking ! what truckling servility ! 
what abject and pitiful spirit! So far from intellectual 
knowledge, in its highest form and type, insuring virtue and 
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bliss, il IS by no means uneommou to find great mental enl- 
tiyation combined with great moral corruption.” CAside to 
liiecabocca. — “ Push on, will you ? ”) 

_ Riccabocoa.— «A combination remarkable in eras as in 
individuals. Petronius shows us a state of morals at which 
a commonplace devil would blush, in the midst of a societv 
more intellectually cultivated than certainly was that which 
producted Regulus or the Horatii. And the most learned eras 
ui modern Italy were precisely those which brought the vices 

into the most ghastly refinement.” 

Leo-vaud (rising in great agitation, and clasping his hands! 
- I cannot contend with you, who produce against iuforma- 
tron so slender and crude as mine the stores which have been 
locked from my reach; but I feel that there must be another 
side to this shield, —a shield that you will not even allow to 
be silver; And, oh, if you thns speak of knowledge, why 
have you encouraged me to know?” ^ . J 


CHAPTER XX. 

«Ah my son!” said the parson, “if I wished to prove the 
value of religion, would you think I served it much if I took 
as my motto, Religion is power ’? Would not that be a Lse 
sordid view of its advantages? And would you not say 
as a power intends to abuse it 

“ W ell put I ” said Riceabocca. 

LeZrt " Ah, I see, sir!” said 

PAES0N.-.“.Tf the cause he holy, do not weigh it in the 

arm it with the weapons of strife; if it is to be the cement of 

Leonaeu (ingenuously). -“You correct me nobly, sir 
Knowledge is power, but not in the sense in which f hlve 
interpreted the saying.” 
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Parson. — “Knowledge is <me of the powers in the moral 
world, but one that, in its immediate result, is not always of 
the most worldly advantage to the possessor. It is one of the 
slowest, because one of the most durable, of agencies. It may 
take a thousand years for a thought to come into power ; and 
the thinker who originated it might have died in rags or in 
chains.” 

lIiccABOccA. — “ Our Italian proverb saith that the teacher 
is like the candle, which lights others in consuming itself, ’ ” 

Parson. — “ Therefore he who has the true ambition of 
knowledge should entertain it for the power of his idea, not 
for the power it may bestow on himself: it should be lodged 
in the conscience, and, like the conscience, look for no cer- 
tain reward on this side the grave. And since knowledge is 
compatible with good and with evil, would not it be better to 
say, ‘ Knowledge is a trust ’ ? ” 

“You are right, sir,” said Leonard, cheerfully; “pray 
proceed.” 

Parson. — “You ask me why we encourage you to know. 
First, because (as you say yourself in your Essay) knowledge, 
irrespective of gain, is in itself a delight, and ought to be 
something far more. Like liberty, like religion, it may be 
abused ; but I have no more right to say that the poor shall 
be ignorant than I have to say that the rich only shall be free, 
and that the clergy alone shall learn the truths of redemption. 
You truly observe in your treatise that knowledge opens to us 
other excitements than those of the senses, and another life 
than that of the moment. The difference between us is this, 
— that you forget that the same refinement which brings us 
new pleasures exposes us to new pains; the horny hand of the 
peasant feels not the nettles which sting the fine skin of the 
scholar. Yon forget also, that whatever widens the sphere of 
the desires opens to them also new temptations. Vanity, the 
desire of applause, pride, the sense of superiority, gnawing 
discontent where that superiority is not recognized, morbid 
susceptibility, which comes with all new feelings, the under- 
rating of simple pleasures apart from the intellectual, the 
chase of the imagination, often unduly stimulated, for thin^ 
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unattainable below, — all these are surely amongst the first 
temptations that beset the entrance into knowledge. ” 

Leonard shaded his face with his hand. 

‘‘Hence,” continued the parson, benignantly, — “hence, so 
far from considering that we do all that is needful to accom- 
plish ourselves as men, when we cultivate only the intellect, 
we should remember that we thereby continually increase the 
range of our desires, and therefore of our temptations; and 
we should endeavour, simultaneously, to cultivate both those 
affections of the heart which prove the ignorant to be God’s 
children no less than the wise, and those moral qualities 
which have made men great and good when reading and writ- 
ing were scarcely known; to wit, — patience and fortitude 
under poverty and distress; humility and beneficence amidst 
grandeur and wealth, and, in counteraction to that egotism 
which all superiority, mental or worldly, is apt to inspire, 
Justice, the father of all the more solid virtues, softened by 
Charity, which is their loving mother. Thus accompanied, 
knowledge indeed becomes the magnificent crown of humanity, 
— not the imperious despot, but the checked and tempered 
sovereign of the soul.” 

The parson paused, and Leonard, coming near him, timidly 
took his hand, with a child’s affectionate and grateful 
impulse. 

Riccaeocca. — “ And if, Leonard, you are not satisfied with 
our parson’s excellent definitions, you have only to read what 
Lord Bacon himself has said upon the true ends of knowledge 
to comprehend at once how angry the poor great man, whom 
Mr. Dale treats so harshly, would have been with those who 
have stinted his elaborate distinctions and provident cautions 
into that coxcombical little aphorism, and then misconstrued 
all he designed to prove in favour of the commandment, and 
authority of learning. Dor,” added the sage, looking up as a 
man does when he is tasking his memory, “ I think it is thus 
that after saying the greatest error of all is the mistaking or 
misplacing the end of knowledge, and denouncing the various 
objects for which it is vulgarly sought, — I think it is thus 
that Lord Bacon proceeds : ‘ Knowledge is not a shop for 
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profit or sale, but a rich storehouse for the glory of the 
Creator, and the relief of men’s estate.’”^ 

Parson (remorsefully). — “Are those Lord Bacon’s T7ords? 
I am very sorry I spoke so uncharitably of his life. I must 
examine it again. I may find excuses for it now that I could 
not ^Yh6n I first formed my judgment. I was then a raw lad 
at Oxford. But I see, Leonard, there is still something on 
your mind.” 

Leonard.^ — “It is true, sir: I would but ask whether it is 
not by knowledge that we arrive at the qualities and virtues 
you so well describe, but which you seem to consider as com- 
ing to us through channels apart from knowledge? ” 

Parson. — “ If you mean by the word ‘ knowledge ’ some- 
thing very different from what you express in your Essay — 
and which those contending for mental instruction, irrespective 
of religion and ethics, appear also to convey by the word — 
you are right; but, remember, we have already agreed that 
by the word ‘ knowledge ’ we mean culture purely intellectual.” 

Leonard. — “That is true, — we so understood it.” 

Parson. — “ Thus, when this great Lord Bacon erred, you 
may say that he erred from want of knowledge, — the know- 
ledge which moralists and preachers would convey. But Lord 
Bacon had read all that moralists and preachers could say on 
such matters ; and he certainly did not err from want of intel- 
lectual cultivation. Let me here, my child, invite you to 

1 “ But the greatest error of all the rest is the mistaking or misplacing of 
the last or farthest end of knowledge : for men have entered into a desire of 
learning and knowledge, sometimes upon a natural curiosity and inquisitive 
appetite ; sometimes to entertain their minds with variety and delight ; some- 
times for ornament and reputation ; and sometimes to enable them to victory 
of wit and contradiction ; and most times for lucre and profession ” — [that is, 
for most of those objects which are meant by the ordinary citers of the saying, 
“ Knowledge is power ” ] — “ and seldom sincerely to give a true account of 
these gifts of reason to the benefit and nse of men, as if there were sought in 
knowledge a couch whereupon to rest a searching and restless spirit ; or a 
terrace for a wandering and variable mind to walk up and down, with a fair 
prospect ; or a tower of state for a proud mind to raise itself upon ; or a fort 
or commanding ground for strife and contention; or a shop for profit or 
sale, — ' and not a rich storehouse for the glory of the Creator, and the relief 
of men’s estate.” — Advancement of Learning, Book I. 
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observe, that Pie who knew most of onr human hearts and our 
immortal destinies did not insist on this intellectual culture 
as essential to the virtues that form our well-being here, and 
conduce to our salvation hereafter. Had it been essential, 
the All-wise One would not have selected humble fishermen 
for the teachers of His doctrine, instead of culling His disci- 
ples from Roman portico or Athenian academe. And this, 
which distinguishes so remarkably the Gospel from the ethics 
of heathen philosophy, wherein knowledge is declared to be 
necessary to virtue, is a proof how slight was the heathen 
sage’s insight into the nature of mankind, when compared 
with the Saviour’s; for hard indeed would it be to men, 
whether high or low, rich or poor, if science and learning, 
or contemplative philosophy, were the sole avenues to peace 
and redemption ; since, in this state of ordeal requiring active 
duties, very few in any age, whether they be high or low, rich 
or poor, ever are or can be devoted to pursuits merely mental. 
Christ does not represent Heaven as a college for the learned. 
Therefore the rules of the Celestial Legislator are rendered 
clear to the simplest understanding as to the deepest.” 

Riccabooca. — “And that which Plato and Zeno, Pytha- 
goras and Socrates could not do, was done by men whose igno- 
rance would have been a by-word in the schools of the Greek. 
The gods of the vulgar were dethroned ; the face of the world 
was changed! This thought may make us allow, indeed, that 
there are agencies more powerful than mere knowledge, and 
ask, after all, what is the mission which knowledge should 
achieve?” 

Parson. — “The Sacred Book tells us even that; for after 
establishing the truth that, for the multitude, knowledge is 
not essential to happiness and good, it accords still to know- 
ledge its sublime part in the revelation prepared and announced. 
When an instrument of more than ordinary intelligence was 
required for a purpose divine; when the Gospel, recorded by 
the simple, was to be explained by the acute, enforced by the 
energetic, carried home to the doubts of the Gentile, tlxe 
Supreme Will joined to the zeal of the earlier apostles 
the learning and genius of Saint. Paul, — not holier than the 
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others, eallmg himself the least, yet lahoaring more abun- 
dantly than they all, making himself all things unto all men 
so .hat some might be saved. The ignorant may be saved no 
less suiely than the wise; but here comes the wise man who 
help, to save. And how the fulness and animation of this 
graml Presence, of this indomitable Energy, seem to vivify 
the toll and to speed tlie work!-' In journeyings often, in 
penis of waters, in perils of robbers, in perils of mine own 
countrymen, in perils by the heathen, in perils in the city, in 
perils in the wilderness, in perils in the sea, in perils amongst 
false brethren. Behold, my son I does not Heaven here seem 
to reveal the true type of Knowledge, - a sleepless activity, 
a pervading agency, a dauntless heroism, an all-supporting 
taith?--a power, a power indeed; a power apart from the 
aggrandizement of self; a power that brings to him who owns 
and transmits it but ‘ weariness and painfulness ; in watchings 
often, m hunger and thirst, in fastings often, in cold and 
nakedness,’ — but a power distinct from the mere circum- 
stance of the man, rushing from him as rays from the snn- 
borne through the air, and clothing it with light, piercing 
under earth, and calling forth the harvest. Worship not 
knowledge, worship not the sun, 0 my child! Let the sun 
but proclaim the Creator; let the knowledge but illumine the 
worship!” 

The good man, overcome by his own earnestness, paused; 
his head drooped on the young student’s breast, and all three 
were long silent. 


CHAPTER XXL 

Whatever ridicule may be thrown upon Mr. Dale’s disser- 
tations by the wit of the enlightened, they had a considerable, 
and I think a beneficial, effect upon Leonard Fairfield, — an 
effect which may perhaps create less surprise, when the reader 
remembers that Leonard was unaccustomed to argument, and 
still retained many of the prejudices natural to his rustic 
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breeding. Nay, be actually thought it possible that, as both 
Riccabocca aud Mr. Dale were more tlian double bis age, and 
had bad opportunities not only of reading twice as many 
books, but of gathering up experience in wider ranges of 
life, — he actually, I say, thought it possible that they might 
be better acquainted with the properties and distinctions of 
knowledge than himself. At all events, the parson’s words 
were so far well-timed, that they produced in Leonard very 
much of that state of mind which Mr. Dale desired to effect, 
before communicating to him the startling intelligence that 
be was to visit relations whom he had never seen, of whom he 
had heard but little, and that it was at least possible that the 
result of that visit might be to open to him greater facilities 
for instruction, and a higher degree in life. 

Without some such preparation, I fear that Leonard would 
have gone forth into the world with an exaggerated notion of 
his own acquirements, and with a notion yet more exagger- 
ated as to the kind of power that such knowledge as he pos- 
sessed 'would obtain for itself. As it was, when Mr. Dale 
broke to him the news of the experimental journey before 
him, cautioning him against being over sanguine, Leonard 
received the intelligence with a serious meekness, and 
thoughts that were nobly solemn. 

When the door closed on his visitors, he remained for some 
moments motionless, and in deep meditation; then he un- 
closed the door and stole forth. The night was already far 
advanced, the heavens were luminous with all the host of 
stars. “I think,” said the student, referring, in later life, to 
that crisis in his destiny, — ‘*1 think it was then, as I stood 
alone, yet surrounded by worlds so numberless, that I first 
felt the distinction between mind and sowL” 

“Tell me,” said 'Riccaboeca, as he parted company with 
Mr. Dale, “whether you would have given to Frank Hazel- 
dean, on entering life, the same lecture on the limits and 
ends of knowledge which you have bestowed on Leonard 
Fairfield?” 

“My friend,” quoth the parson, with a touch of human 
conceit, “ I have ridden on horseback, and I know that some 
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horses should he guided by the bridle, and some should be 
urged by the spur.” 

Cospetto ! said Riccabocca, “you contrive to put every 
experience of yours to some use, — even your journey on Mr. 
Hazeldean’s pad. And I now see why, in this little world of 
a village, you have picked up so general an acquaintance with 
life.” 

“ Did you ever read White’s ‘ Natural History of Selborne ’ ? ” 

“No.” 

“ Do so, and you will find that you need not go far to learn 
the habits of birds, and know the difference between a swal- 
low and a swift. Learn the difference in a village, and you 
know the difference wherever swallows and swifts skim the 
air.” 

“ Swallows and swifts! — truej but men — ” 

“ Are with us all the year round, — which is more than we 
can say of swallows and swifts.” 

“ Mr. Dale, ” said Riccabocca, taking off his hat with great 
formality, “ if ever again I find myself in a dilemma, I will 
come to you instead of to Machiavelli.” 

“Ah! ” cried the parson, “if I could but have a calm hour’s 
talk with you on the errors of the Papal relig — ” 

Riccabocca was off like a shot. 


'"1 

CHAPTER XXII. 

Tub next day Mr. Dale had a long conversation with Mrs. 

Fairfield. At first he found some difficulty in getting over 
her pride, and inducing her to accept overtures from parents 
who had so long slighted both Leonard and herself. And it 
woidd have been in vain to have put before the good woman 
the worldly advantages which such overtures implied. But 
when Mr. Dale said, almost sternly, “ Your parents are old, 
your father infirm; their least wish should be as binding 
to you as their command,” the widow bowed her head, and 
said, — 
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‘‘ God bless tliem, sir, I was very sinful — ■ Honour youi: 
father and mother.’ I’m no schollard, but I know tiie Gom- 
niandments. Let Lenny go. But he ’ll soon forget me, and 
mayhap he ’ll learn to be ashamed of me.” 

“ There I will trust him, ” said the parson ; and he contrived 
easily to reassure and soothe her. 

It was not till all this was settled that Mr. Dale drew forth 
an unsealed letter, which Mr. Eiehard Avenel, taking his 
hint, had given to him, as from Leonard’s grandparents, and 
said, “ This is for you, and it contains an inclosure of some 
value.” 

“Will you read it, sir? As I said before, I ’m no 
schollard.” 

“But Leonard is, and he will read it to you.” 

When Leonard returned home that evening, Mrs. Fairfield 
showed him the letter. It ran thus : — 

Deae Jane, — Mr. Dale will tell you that we wish Leonard to come 
to us. We are glad to hear you are well. We forward, by Mr. Dale, 
a bank-note for £50, which comes from Richard, your brother. So no 
more at present from your affectionate parents, 

John and Margaebt Avenel. 

The letter was in a stiff female scrawl, and Leonard observed 
that two or three mistakes in spelling had been corrected, 
either in another pen or in a different hand. 

“ Dear brother Dick, how good in him ! ” cried the widow. 
“ When I saw there was money, I thought it must be him. 
How I should like to see Dick again ! But I s’pose he ’s still 
in Amerikay. Well, well, this will buy clothes for you.” 

“No; you must keep it all. Mother, and put it in the 
Savings Bank.” 

“I’m not quite so silly as that,” cried Mrs. Fairfield, with 
contempt; and she put the £60 into a cracked teapot. 

“It must not stay there when I ’m gone. You may be 
robbed, Mother,” 

“Dear me, dear me, that ’s true. What shall I do with it? 
What do I want with it, too? Dear me I I wish they had n’t 
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sent it. I sha’ n’t sleep in. peace. You must e’en put it in 
your own pouch, and button it up tight, boy.” 

Lenny smiled, and took the note; but he took it to Mr. 
Dale, and begged him to put it into the Savings Bank for his 
mother. 

The day following he went to take leave of his master, of 
Jackeymo, of the fountain, the garden. But after he had 
gone through the first of these adieus with J ackeymo — who, 
poor man, indulged in all the lively gesticulations of grief 
which make half the eloquence of his countrymen, and then, 
absolutely blubbering, hurried away — Leonard himself was so 
affected that he could not proceed at once to the house, but 
stood beside the fountain, trying hard to keep back his tears. 

“You, Leonard — and you are going!” said a soft voice; 
and the tears fell faster than ever, for he recognized the voice 
of Violante. 

“Do not cry,” continued the child, with a kind of tender 
gravity. “ You are going, but Papa says it would be selfish 
in us to grieve, for it is for your good; and we should be 
glad. But I am selfish, Leonard, and I do grieve. I shall 
miss you sadly.” 

“You, young lady, — you miss me?” 

“Yes; but I do not cry, Leonard, for I envy you, and I 
wish I were a boy : I wish I could do as you. ” 

The girl clasped her hands, and reared her slight form, with 
a kind of passionate dignity. 

“ Do as me, and part from all those you love ! ” 

“ But to serve those you love. One day you will come back 
to your mother’s cottage, and say, ‘ I have conquered fortune.’ 
Oh that I could go forth and return, as you will ! But my 
1 father has no country, and his only child is a useless girl.” 

As Violante spoke, Leonard had dried his tears : her emo- 
tion distracted him from his own. 

“Oh,” continued Violante, again raising her head loftily, 
“what it is to be a man! A woman sighs, ‘ I wish,’ but a man 
should say, ‘ I will.’ ” 

Occasionally before Leonard had noted fitful flashes of a 
nature grand and heroic in the Italian child, especially of 
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late, — flashes the more remarkable from the contrast to a 
form most exquisitely feminine, and to a sweetness of temper 
which made even her pride gentle. But now it seemed as if 
the child spoke with the command of a queen, — almost with 
the inspiration of a Muse. A strange and new sense of cour- 
age entered within him. 

“May I remember these words!” he murmured, half 
audibly. 

The girl turned and surveyed him with eyes brighter for 
their moisture. She then extended her hand to him, with a 
quick movement, and as he bent over it, with a grace taught 
to him by genuine emotion, she said, “ And if you do, then, 
girl and child as I am, I shall think I have aided a brave 
heart in the great strife for honour ! ” 

She lingered a moment, smiled as if to herself, and then, 
gliding away, was lost amongst the trees. 

After a long pause, in which Leonard recovered slowly 
from the surprise and agitation into which Violante had 
thrown his spirits — previously excited as they were — he 
went, murmuring to himself, towards the house. But Ricca- 
bocca was from home. Leonard turned mechanically to the 
terrace, and busied himself with the flowers; but the dark 
eyes of Violante shone on his thoughts, and her voice rang in 
his ear. 

At length Eiccabocca appeared on the road, attended by a 
labourer, who carried something indistinct under his arm. 

The Italian beckoned to Leonard to follow him into the 
parlour, and after conversing with him kindly, and at some 
length, and packing up, as it were, a considerable provision 
of wisdom in the portable shape of aphorisms and proverbs, 
the sage left him alone for a few moments. Eiccabocca then 
returned with his wife, and bearing a small knapsack : — ■ 

“ It is not much we can do for you, Leonard, and money is 
the worst gift in the world for a keepsake; but my wife and 
I have put our heads together to furnish you with a little 
outfit. Giacomo, who was in our secret, assures us that the 
clothes will fit; and stole, I fancy, a coat of yours, to have 
the right measure. Put them on when you go to your rela- 
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tions : it is astonishing what a difference it makes in the ideas 
people I'onn of us, according as our coats are cut one way or 
another. I should not be presentable in London thus; and 
nothing is more true than that a tailor is often the making of 
a man.” 

“The shirts, too, are very good holland,” said Mrs. Bicca- 
bocca, about to open the knapsack. 

“Never mind details, my dear,” cried the wise man ; “shirts 
are comprehended in the general principle of clothes. And, 
Leofiard, as a remembrance somewhat more personal, accept 
this, which I have worn many a year when time was a thing 
of importance to me, and nobler fates than mine hung on a 
moment. We missed the moment, or abused it; and here I 
am a waif on a foreign shore. Methinks I have done with 
Time.” 

The exile, as he .thus spoke, placed in Leonard’s reluctant 
hands a watch that would have delighted an antiquary, and 
shocked a dandy. It was exceedingly thick, having an outef 
case of enamel and an inner one of gold. The hands and the 
figures of the hours had originally been formed of brilliants; 
but the brilliants had long since vanished. Still, even thus 
bereft, the watch was much more in character Avith the giver 
than the receiver, and was as little suited to Leonard as would 
have been the red silk umbrella. 

“It is old-fashioned,” said Mrs. Kiccabocca; “but it goes 
better than any clock in tbe county. I really think it will 
last to the end of the world.” 

“ Carissivia nita ! ” cried the doctor, “ I thought I had 
convinced you that the world is by no means come to its 
last legs.” 

“Oh, I did not mean anything, Alphonso,” said Mrs. 
jiiccabocca, colouring. 

“And that is all we do mean when we talk about that 
of which we can know nothing,” said the doctor, less gallantly 
than usual, for he resented that epithet of “old-fashioned,” 
as applied to the watch. 

Leonard, we see, had been silent all this time ; he could not 
speak, — literally and truly, he could not speak. How he got 
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out of his embarrassment and how he got out of the room, he 
never explained to my satisfaction. But a few minutes after- 
wards, he was seen hurrying down the road very briskly. 

Eiceabocca and his wife stood at the window gazing after 
him. 

“There is a depth in that boy^s heart,” said the sage, 
“which might float an argosy.” 

“Poor dear boy! I think we have put everything into the 
knapsack that he can possibly want,” said good Mrs. Eicca- 
booca, musingly. 

The Doctor (continuing his soliloquy). — ^ “They are strong, 
but they are not immediately apparent.” 

Mrs. Eigcabogca (resuming hers). — “They are at the 
bottom of the knapsack.” 

The Doctor. — “They will stand long wear and tear.” 

Mrs. Eiogabogga. — “A year, at least, .with proper care at 
the wash.” 

The Doctor (startled). — “Care at the wash! What on 
earth are you talking of, ma’am? ” 

Mrs. Eicgabocca (mildly). — “The shirts, to be sure, my 
love! And you?” 

The Doctor (with a heavy sigh). — “ The feelings, ma’am ! ” 
Then, after a pause, taking his wife’s hand affectionately, 
“But you did quite right to think of the shirts : Mr. Dale said 
very truly—” 

Mrs. Eicgabocca. — “What?” 

The Doctor. — “That there was a great deal in common 
between us — even when I think of feelings, and you but of — 
shirts!” 


CHAPTEE XXIII. 

Mr. and Mrs. Avenel sat within the parlour, Mr. Eichard 
stood on the hearthrug, whistling “Yankee Doodle.” “The 
parson writes word that the lad will come to-day,” said 
Eichard, suddenly; “let me see the letter, — ay, to-day. If 
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he took the coach as far as , he might waJk the rest of 

the way in two or three hours. He should be pretty nearly 
here. I have a great mind to go and meet him: it will save 
his asking questions, and hearing about me. I can clear the 
town by the back way, and get out at the high road.” 

“You’ll not know him from any one else,” said Mrs. 
Avenel. 

“Well, that is a good one! Not know an Avenel! We’ve 
all the same cut of the jib, — have we not, Father?” 

Poor John laughed heartily, till the tears rolled down his 
cheeks. 

“We were always a well-favoured fam’ly,” said John, 
recomposing himself. “There was Luke, but he’s gone; 
and Harry, but he ’s dead too ; and Dick, but he ’s in 
Amerikay — no, he’s here; and my darling Nora, but — ” 

“Hush!” interrupted Mrs. Avenel; “hush, John!” 

The old man stared at her, and, then put his tremulous 
hand to his brow. “And Nora’s gone too!” said he, in a 
voice of profound woe. Both hands then fell on his knees, 
and his head drooped on his breast. 

Mrs. Avenel rose, kissed her husband on the forehead, and 
walked away to the window. Ricdiard took up his hat and 
brushed the nap carefully with his handkerchief; but his lips 
quivered. 

“I’m going,” said he, abruptly. “Now mind, Mnther, not 
a word about uncle Bichard yet; we must first see how we 
like each other, and — [in a whisper] you ’ll try and get that 
into my poor father’s head?” 

“Ay, Bichard,” said Mrs. Avenel, quietly. Bichard put 
on his hat and went out by the back way. He stole along the 
fields that skirted the town, and had only once to cross the 
street before he got into the high road. 

He walked on till he came to the first milestone. There 
he seated himself, lighted his cigar, and awaited his nephew. 
It was now nearly the hour of sunset, and the road before him 
lay westward. Richard, from time to time, looked along the 
road, shading his eyes with his hand; and at length, just 
as the disk of the sun had half sunk down the horizon, a 
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solidary figure eame up the way. It emerged suddenly from 
the turn ixi the road; the reddening beams eoloured all the 
atmosphere around it. Solitary and silent it came' as from a 
Land of Light. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

“You have been walking far, young man?” said Richard 
Avenel. 

“No, sir, not very. That is Lansmere before me, is it 
not?” 

“Yes, it is Lansmere; you stop there, I guess?” 

Leonard made a sign in the affirmative, and walked on a 
few paces ; then, seeing the stranger who had accosted him 
still by his side, he said, — 

“If you know the town, sir, perhaps you will have the 
goodness to tell me whereabouts Mr. Avenel lives?” 

“I can put you into a straight cut across the fields, that 
will bring you just behind the house.” 

“You are very kind, but it will take you out of your way.” 

“No, it is in my way. So you are going to Mr. AvenePs? 
— a good old gentleman.” 

“ I Ve always heard so ; and Mrs. Avenel — ” 

“A particular superior woman,” said Richard. “Any one 
else to ask after? — I know the family well.” 

“No, thank you, sir.” 

“They have a son, I believe; but he’s in America, is he 
not?:” ■' 

“ I believe he i.s, sir.” 

“I see the parson has kept faith with me,” muttered 
Richard. 

“If you can tell me anything about him,” said Leonard, “I 
should be very glad.” 

“ Why so, young man? Perhaps he is hanged by this time.” 

“Hanged! ” 
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“He was a sad dog, I am told.”. 

“Then you hare been told very falsely,” said Leonard, 
colouring. 

“A sad wild dog; his parents were so glad when he cut and 
run, — went oif to the States. They say he made money; but, 
if so, he neglected his relations shamefully.” 

“Sir,” said Leonard, “you are wholly misinformed. He 
has been most generous to a relation who had little claim on 
him : and I never heard his name mentioned but with love 

and praise.” 

Pdohard instantly fell to whistling “Yankee Doodle,” and 
walked on several paces without saying a word. He then 
made a slight apology for his impertinence, hoped no offence, 
and, with his usual bold but astute style of talk, contrived to 
bring out something of his companion’s mind. He was evi- 
dently struck with the clearness and propriety with which 
Leonard expressed himself, raised his eyebrows in surprise 
more than once, and looked him full in the face with an atten- 
tive and pleased survey. Leonard had put on the new clothes 
with which Riccabocca and his wife had provided him. They 
were those appropriate to a young country tradesman in good 
circumstances ; but as Leonard did not think about the clothes, 
so he had unconsciously something of the ease of the 
gentleman. 

They now came into the fields. Leonard paused before a 
slip of ground sown with rye. 

“I should have thought grass-land would have answered 
better so near a town,” said he. 

“Ho doubt it would,” answered Richard; “but they are 
sadly behindhand in these parts. You see the great park 
yonder, on the other side of the road? That would answer 
better for rye than grass ; but then, what would become of my 
Lord’s deer? The aristocracy eat us up, young man.” 

“But the aristocracy di4 not sow this piece with rye, I 
suppose?” said Leonard, smiling. 

“And what do you conclude from that?” 

“Let every man look to his own ground,” said Leonard, 
with a cleverness of repartee caught from Dr. Riccabocca. 
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’Cute lad you are,” said E-ichard; “and we ’ll talk more of 
tiicso matters another time.” 

They now came within sight of Mr. Avenel’s house. 

“You can got through the gap in the hedge, by the old 
pollard-oak,” said iliehard; “and come round by the front of 
the house. Why, you ’re not afraid, are you? ” 

“l am a stranger.” 

“'iShall I introduce you? I told you that I knew the old 
couple.” 

“Oh, no, sir! I would rather meet them alone.” 

“Go; and — wait a bit — hark ye, young man, Mrs. Avenel 
is a cold-mannered woman; but don’t be abashed by that.” 

Leonard thanked the good-natured stranger, crossed the 
field, passed the gap, and paused a moment under the stinted 
shade of the old hollow-hearted oak. The ravens were return- 
ing to their nests. M the sight of a human form under the 
tree they wheeled round and watched him afar. From the 
thick of the boughs, the young ravens sent their hoarse 
low cry. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

The young man entered the neat, prim, formal parlour. 

“ You are welcome ! ” said Mrs. Avenel, in a firm voice. 

“The gentleman is heartily welcome,” cried poor John. 

“It is your grandson, Leonard Fairfield,” said Mrs. Avenel. 
-dut John, who had risen with knocking knees, gazed hard at 
Leonard, and then fell on his breast, sobbing aloud, “Nora’s 
eyes! — he has a blink in his eye like Nora’s,” 

Mrs. Avenel approached with a steady step, and drew away 
the old man tenderly. 

“'He is a poor creature,” she whispered to Leonard; “you 
excite him. Come away, I will show you your room.” 

Leonard followed her up the stairs, and came into a room 
neatly and even prettily furnished. The carpet and curtains 
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were farled by the sun, and of old-fashioned pattern j there 
was a look about the room as if it had been long disused, 

Mrs. Avenel sank down on the first chair on entering. 

Leonard drew his arm round her waist affectionately: “I 
fear that I have put you out sadly, my dear grandmother.” 

Mrs. Avenel glided hastily from his arm, and her counte- 
nance worked much, every nerve in it twitching, as it were ; 
then, placing her hand on his locks, she said with passion, 
“God bless you, my grandson,” and left the room. 

Leonard dropped his knapsack on the floor, and looked 
around him wistfully. The room seemed as if it had once 
been occupied by a female. There was a work-box on the 
chest of drawers, and over it hanging shelves for books, sus- 
pended by ribbons that had once been blue, with silk and 
fringe appended to each shelf, and knots and tassels here and 
there, — the taste of a woman, or rather of a girl, who seeks 
to give a grace to the commonest things around her. With 
the mechanical habit of a student, Leonard took down one or 
two of the volumes still left on the shelves. He found 
Spenser’s “Faerie Quecne,” Hacine in French, Tasso in Ital- 
ian; and on the fly-leaf of each volume, in the exquisite hand- 
writing familiar to his memory, the name “Leonora.” He 
kissed the books, and replaced them with a feeling akin both 
to tenderness and awe. 

He had not been alone in his room more than a quarter of 
an hour before the maid-servant knocked at his door and sum- 
moned him to tea. 

Poor John had recovered his spirits, and his wife sat by his 
side, holding his hand in hers. Poor John was even gay. 
He asked many questions about his daughter Jane, and did 
not wait for the answers. Then he spoke about the squire, 
whom he confounded with Audley Egerton, and talked of 
elections and the Blue party, and hoped Leonard would 
always be a good Blue; and then he fell to his tea and 
toast, and said no more, 

Mrs. Avenel spoke little, but she eyed Leonard askant, as 
it were, from time to time; and, after each glance, the nerves 
of the poor severe face twitched again. 
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A little after nine o^elock, Mrs. Aveiiel liglited a (3ai!dle, 
and placing it in Leonard’s hand, said, “You must be tired, 
— you know your own room now. Good-night.” 

Leonard took the light, and, as was liis wont with his 
mother, kissed Mrs. Avenel on the cheek. Then he took 
John’s hand and kissed him too. The old man was half 
asleep, and murmured dreamily, “That’s Nora.” 

Leona, rd had retired to his room about half an hour, when 
liiohard Avenel entered the house softly, and joined his 
parents. 

“ Well, Mother? ” said he. 

“ Well, Richard, you have seen him?” 

“xhid like him. Do you know he has a great look of poor 
Nora? — more like her than Jane.” 

“ Yes ; he is handsomer than Jane ever was, but more like 
your father than any one. John was so comely. You take 
to the boy, then?” 

“ Ay, that I do. Just tell him in the morning that he is to 
go with a gentleman who will be his friend, and don’t say 
more. The chaise shall be at the dvior a.fter Inreakfast. Let 
him get into it: I shall wait for him out of tlie town. What ’s 
the room you gave him? ” 

“The room you would not take.” 

“The room in which Nora slept? Oh, no! I could not 
have slept a wink there. What a charm there was in that 
girl ! how we all loved her ! But she was too beautiful and 
good for us, — too good to live! ” 

“None of us are too good,” said Mrs. Avenel, with great 
austerity, “ and I beg you will not talk in that way. Good- 
night, — I must get your poor father to bed.” 

When Leonard opened his eyes the next morning, they 
rested on the face of Mrs. Avenel, which was bending over 
his pillow. But it was long before he could recognize that 
countenance, so changed was its expression, — so tender, so 
mother-like. Nay, the face of his own mother had never 
seemed to him so soft with a mother’s passion. 

“Ah!” he murmured, half rising, and flinging his young 
arms round her neck. Mrs. Avenel, this time taken by sur- 
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prise, warmly returned tLe embrace; she clasped him to lier 
breast, she kissed him again and again. At length, with a 
quick start, she escaped, a.nd walked up and down the room, 
jjressing her hands tightly together. When she halted, her 
face had recovered its usual severity and cold precision. 

‘Mt is time for you to rise, Leonard,” said she. ‘tYou will 
leave us to-day. A gentleman has promised to take charge of 
you, and do for you more than we can. A chaise will be at 
the door soon, — make haste.” 

John was absent from the breakfast-table. His wdfe said 
that he never rose till late, and must nut be disturbed. 

The meal was scarcely over before a chaise and pair came 
to the door. 

“You must not keep the chaise waiting, — the gentleman is 
very punctual.” 

“But he is not come.” 

“No; he has walked on before, and will get in after you 
are out of the town.” 

“W'hat is his name, and why should he care for me, 
Grandmother? ” 

“ He will tell you himself. Be quick.” 

“But you will bless me again, Grandmother? I love you 
already.” 

“I do bless you,” said Mrs. Avenel, firmly. “Be honest 
and good, and beware of the first false step.” She pressed 
his hand with a convulsive grasp, and led him to the outer 
door. 

The postboy clanked his whip, the chaise rattled off. 
Leonard put his head out of the wdndow to catch a last 
glimpse of the old woman ; but the boughs of the pollard-oak, 
and its gnarled decaying trunk, hid her from his eye, and look 
as lie would, till the road turned, he saw but the melancholy 
tree. 


BOOK FIFTH. 


INITIAL CHAPTER. 

CONTAINING ME. GAXTOn’s UNAVAILING CAUTION NOT 
TO BE DULL. 

‘‘I HOPE, Pisistratus,” said my father, “that you do not 
intend to be dull? ” 

“Heaven forbid, sir! What could make you ask such a 
question? Intend! No! if I am dull it is from innocence.” 

“A very long discourse upon knowledge! ” said my father; 
“very long ! I should cut it out.” 

I looked upon my father as a Byzantian sage might have 
looked on a Vandal. “ Cut it out! ” 

“Stops the action, sir! ” said my father, dogmatically. 

“Action! But a novel is not a drama.” 

“No; it is a great deal longer, — -twenty times as long, I 
dare say,” replied Mr. Oaxton, with a sigh. 

“Well, sir, well! I think my Discourse upon Knowledge 
has much to do with the subject, is vitally essential to the 
subject ; does not stop the action, — only explains and eluci- 
dates the action. And I am astonished, sir, that you, a 
scholar, and a cultivator of knowledge — ” 

“There, there!” cried my father, deprecatingly. “I yield, 
I yield ! What better could I expect when I set up for a 
critic? What author ever lived that did not fly into a pas- 
sion, even with his own father, if his father presumed to say, 
‘ Cut out”! ” 

Mrs, Caxton. — “My dear Austin, I am sure Pisistratus 
did not mean to offend you, and I have no doubt he will take 
your — ” 
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PisiSTRATUs (hastily). — “Advice /or the future, certainly. 
I will quicken the action, and— ” 

“Go on with the Novel,” whispered Roland, looking up 
from his eternal account-book. “We have lost £200 by our 
barley!” 

Therewith I plunged my pen into the ink, and my thoughts 
into the “Fair Shadowland.” 


CHAPTER II. 

“Halt, cried a voice; and not a little surprised was 
Leonard when the stranger who had accosted him the pre- 
ceding evening got into the chaise. 

“Well,” said Richard, “I am not the sort of man you 
expected, eh? Take time to recover yourself.” And with 
these words Richard drew forth a book from his pocket, 
threw himself back, and began to read. Leonard stole many 
a glance at the acute, hardy, handsome face of his companion, 
and gradually recognized a family likeness to poor John, in 
whom, despite age and infirmity, the traces of no common 
share of physical beauty were still evident. And, with that 
quick link in ideas which mathematical aptitude bestows, the 
young student at once conjectured that he saw before him his 
uncle Richard. He had the dis(!retion, however, to leave that 
gentleiua,ii free to choose his own time for introducing him- 
B‘.df, and silently revolved the new thoughts produced by the 
novelty of his situation. Mr. Richard read with notable 
([uickness, — sometimes cutting the leaves of the book with 
liis penknife, sometimes tearing them open with his fore- 
finger, sometimes skipping whole pages altogether. Thus he 
galloped to the end of the volume, flung it aside, lighted his 
cigar, and began to talk. He put many questions to Leonard 
relative to his rearing, and especially to the mode by which 
he had acquired his education; and Leonard, confirmed in the 
idea that he was replying to a kinsman, answered frankly. ^ 
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Richard did not think it strange that Leonard should have 
acquired so much instruction with so little direct tuition. 
Bichard Avenel himself had been tutor to himself. He had 
lived too long with our go-ahead brethren who stride the world 
on the other side the Atlantic with the seven-leagued boots of 
the Giant-killer, not to have caught their glorious fever for 
reading. But it was for a reading wholly different from that 
which was familiar to Leonard. The books he read must 
be new ; to read old books would have seemed to him going 
back in the world. He fancied that new books necessarily 
contained new ideas, — a common mistake, — and our lucky 
adventurer was the man of his day. 

Tired with talking, he at length chucked the book he had 
run through to Leonard, and taking out a pocket-book and 
pencil, amused himself with calculations on some detail of 
his business, after which he fell into an absorbed train of 
thought, part pecuniary, part ambitious. 

Leonard found tlie book interesting: it was one of the 
numerous works, half-statistic, half-declamatory, relating to 
the condition of the working classes, which peculiarly distin- 
guish our century, and ought to hind together rich and poor, 
by ijroviiig the grave attention which modern society bestows 
upon all that can affect the welfare of the last. 

^‘Dull stuff! theory! claptrap!” said Eichard, rousing 
himself from his revery at last; “it can’t interest you.” 

“All books interest me, I think,” said Leonard, “and this 
especially; for it relates to the working class, and I am one 
of them.” 

“You were yesterday, but you mayn’t be to-morrow,” 
answered Eichard, good-humouredly, and patting him on 
the shoulder. “You see, my lad, that it is the middle class 
which ought to govern the country. What the hook says 
about the ignorance of country magistrates is very good ; but 
the man writes pretty considerable trash when he wants to 
regulate the number of hours a free-born boy should work at 
a factory, — only ten hours a day — pooh! and so lose two 
hours to the nation ! Labour is wealth; and if we could get 
men to work twenty-four hours a day, we should be just twice 
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as rich. If the march of civilization is to proceed,” con- 
tinued Eicluu'd, loftily, “men, and boys too, must not lie abed 
doing Jiothing, all nighty sir.” Then, with acoiuplaceiit tone, 

“Wo shall get to the twenty-four hours at last; and, by gad, 
we must, or we sha’n’t flog the Europeans as we do now.” 

On arriving at the inn at which Eichard had first made 
acquaintance with Mr. Dale, the coach by which he hnd 
intended to perform the rest of the journey was found to be 
full. Richard continued to perform the journe^y in jjost- 
chaises, not without some grumbling at the expense, and 
incessant orders to the post-boys to make the best of the 
way. “ Slow country this in spite of all its brag, ” said he, 

— “very slow. Time is money — they know that in the 
States; for why? they are all men of business there. Always 
slow in a country where a parcel of lazy, idle lords and dukes 
and baronets seem to think ‘ time is pleasure. ’ ” 

Towards evening the chaise approached the confines of a 
very large town, and Richard began to grow fidgety. His 
easy, cavalier air was abandoned. He withdrew his legs 
from the window, out of which they had been luxuriously 
dangling, pulled down his waistcoat, buckled more tightly 
his stock; it was clear that he was resuming the decorous 
dignity that belongs to state. He was like a monarch “who, 
after travelling happy and incognito, returns to hi.s ca]>ital. 

Leonard divined at once that they were nearing their jour- 
ney’s end. A 

Humble foot-passengers now looked at the chaise, and 
touched their hats. Richard returned the salutation with a 
nod, — a nod less gracious than condescending. The chaise 
turned ra])idly to tire left, and stopped before a small lodge, 
very new, very white, adorned with two Doric columns in 
stucco, and flanked by a large pair of gates, “Hollo! ” cried 
the post-boy, and cracked his whip. 

Two children were playing before the lodge, and some 
clothes were hanging out to dry on the shrubs and pales 
round the neat little building. 

“Hang those brats! they are actually playing,” growled 
Dick. “As I live, the jade ■has been washing again! Stop, 
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boy ! ” During this soliloquy, a good-looking young woman 
liad rushed from the door, slapped the children as, catching 
sight of the chaise, they ran towards the house, opened the 
gates, and dropping a courtesy to the ground, seemed to wish 
that she could drop into it altogether; so frightened and so 
trembling seemed she to shrink from the wrathful face which 
the master now put out of the window. 

“Did I tell you, or did 1 not,” said Dick, “that I would 
not have those horrid, disreputable cubs of yours playing just 
before my lodge gates? ” 

“Please, sir — ” 

“Don’t answer me. And did I tell you, or did I not, that 
the next time I saw you making a drying-ground of my lilacs, 
you should go out, neck and crop — ” 

“Gh, please, sir — ” 

“You leave my lodge next Saturday! drive on, boy. The 
ingratitude and insolence of those common people are dis- 
graceful to human nature,” muttered Richard, with an accent 
of the bitterest misanthroj)y. 

The chaise wheeled along the smoothest and freshest of 
gravel roads, and through fields of the finest land, in the 
highest state of cultivation. Rapid as was Leonard’s survey, 
his rural eye detected the signs of a master in the art agro- 
nomial. Hitherto he had considered the squire’s model farm 
as the nearest approach to good husbandry he had seen ; for 
Jaekeymo’s finer skill was developed rather on the minute 
scale of market-gardening than what can fairly be called hus- 
bandry. But the squire’s farm was degraded by many old- 
fashioned notions, and concessions to the whim of the eye, 
which would not be found in model farms nowadays, — large 
tangled hedgerows, which, though they constitute one of the 
beauties most picturesque in old England, make sad deduc- 
tions from produce; great trees, overshadowing the corn and 
harbouring the birds; little patches of rough sward left to 
waste; and angles of woodland running into fields, exposing 
them to rabbits and blocking out the sun. These and such like 
blots on a gentleman-farmer’s agriculture, common-sense and 
Giacomo had made clear to the acute comprehension of Leon- 
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ard. No such faults were perceptible in Richard AvenePs 
domain. The fields lay in broad divisions, the hedg(3s were 
clipped and narrowed into their proper destination of mere 
boundaries. Not a blade of wheat withered under the cold 
shade of a tree; not a yard of land lay waste; not a weed was 
to be seen, not a thistle to waft its baleful seed through the 
air : some young plantations were placed, not where the artist 
would put them, but just where the farmer wanted a fence 
from the wind. Was there no beauty in this? Yes, there 
was beauty of its kind, — beauty at once recognizable to the 
initiated, beauty of use and profit, beauty that could bear a 
monstrous high rent. And Leonard uttered a cry of admi- 
ratioii which thrilled through the heart of Richard Avenel. 

“This is farming! ” said the villager, 

“Well, I guess it is,” answered Richard, all his ill-humour 
vanishing. “ You should have seen the land when I bought it. 
But we new men, as they call us (damn their impertinence!) 
are the new blood of this country.” 

Richard Avenel never said anything more true. Long may 
the new blood circulate through the veins of the mighty 
giantess ; but let the grand heart be the same as it has beat 
for proud ages. 

The chaise now passed through a pretty shrubbery, and the 
house came into gradual view, — a house with a portico, all 
the offices carefully thrust out of sight. 

The postboy dismounted and rang the bell, 

“I almost think they are going to keep me waiting,” said 
Mr. Richard, well-nigh in the very words of Louis XIV. 

But the fear was not realized, — the door opened ; a well-fed 
servant out of livery presented himself. There was no hearty 
welcoming smile on his face, but he opened the chaise-door 
with demure and taciturn resj)ect. 

“Where’s George? Why does he not come to the door?” 
asked Richard, descending from the chaise slowly, and lean 
ing on the servant’s outstretched arm with as much precau- 
tion as if he had had the gout. 

Fortunately, George here came into sight, settling himself 
hastily into his livery coat. 
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“See to the thiugs, both of you,” said Richard, as he paid 
the postboy. 

Leonard stood on the gravel sweep, gazing at the square 
white house. 

"PTandsome elevation — classical, I take it, eh?” said 
Richard, joining him. “But you should see the offices.” 

He then, with familiar kindness, took Leonard by the arm, 
and drew him within. He showed him the hall, with a carved 
mahogany stand for hats; he showed him the drawing-room, 
and ])ointcd out all its beauties; though it was summer, the 
drawing-room looked cold, as will look rooms newly fur- 
nished, with walls newly papered, in houses newly built. 
The furniture was handsome, and suited to the rank of a rich 
trader. There was no pretence about it, and therefore no 
vulgarity, which is more than can be said for the houses of 
many an Plonourable Mrs. Somebody in Mayfair, with rooms 
twelve feet square, chokeful of buhl, that would have had its 
proper place in the Tuileries. Then Richard showed him the 
lilirary, with mahogany book-cases, and plate glass, and the 
fashionable authors handsomely bound. Your new men are 
mirch better friends to living authors than your old families 
who live in the country, and at most subscribe to a book-club. 
Then Richard took him up-stairs, and led him through the 
bedrooms, — all very clean and comfortable, and with every 
modern convenience; and pausing in a very pretty single gen- 
tleman’s chamber, said, “This is your den. And now, can 
you guess who I am? ” 

“No one hut my uncle Richard could be so kind,” answered 
Leonard. 

But the compliment did not flatter Richard. He was 
extremely disconcerted and disappointed. He had hoped 
that ho should be taken for a lord at least, forgetful of all 
that he had said iu disparagement of lords. 

“Pish!” said he at last, biting his lip, “so you don’t 
think tliat I look like a gentleman? Come, now, speak 
honestly.” 

Leonard, wondcringly, saw he had given pain, and with 
the good breeding which comes instinctively from good nature, 
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replied, “ I judge' you by your heart, sir, and your likeness to 
uiy grandfather, — otherwise I should never have presumed to 
fancy we could he relations.” 

“Hum!” answered Richard. “You can just wash your 
hands, and then come down to dinner; you will hear the gong 
in ten minutes. There ’s the hell, — ring for what you want.” 

With that, he turned on his heel; and descending the 
stairs, gave a look into the dining-room, and admired the 
plated salver on the sideboard, and the king’s pattern spoons 
and silver on the table. Then he walked to the looking- 
glass over the mantelpiece ; and, wishing to survey the whole 
effect of his form, mounted a chair. He was just getting into 
an attitude which he thought imposing, when the butler 
entered, and, being London bred, had the discretion to try 
to escape unseen; but Richard caught sight of him in the 
looking-glass, and coloured up to the temples. 

“Jarvis,” said he, mildly, “Jarvis, put me in mind to have 
these inexpressibles altered,” 


CHAPTER III. 

Apropos of the inexpressibles, Mr, Richard did not forget 
to provide his nephew with a much larger wardrobe than 
could have been thrust into Dr. Riccahocca’s knapsack. 
ITiere was a very good tailor in the town, and the clothes 
were very well made. And, but for an air more ingenuous, 
and a cheek that, despite study and night vigils, retained 
much of the sunburned bloom of the rustic, Leonard Fairfield 
might now have almost passed, without disparaging comment, 
by the bow-window at White’s. Richard burst into an im- 
moderate fit of laughter when he first saw the watch which 
the poor Italian had bestowed upon Leonard; but to atone for 
the laughter, he made him a present of a very pretty substi- 
tute, and bade him “lock up his turnip.” Leonard was more 
hurt by the jeer at his old patron’s gift than pleased by his 
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uiicie's. But Bicliard Avenel liad no conception of sentiment. 
It was not for many days tliat Leonard could recojieile him- 
self to his uncle’s manner. Not that the peasant could pre- 
tend to judge of its mere conventional defects; hut there is 
an ill breeding to which, whatever our rank and nurture, we 
are almost equally'- sensitive, — the ill breeding that comes 
from want of consideration for others. Now, the squire was 
as homely in his way as Richard Avenel, but the squire’s 
bluntness rarely hurt the feelings; and when it did so, the 
squire perceived and hastened to repair his blunder. But ]\Ir. 
Richard, whether kind or cross, was always wounding you in 
some littlii delicate fibre, — not from malice, but from the 
absence of any little delicate fibres of his own. He was 
really, in many respects, a most excellent man, and certainly 
a very valuable citizen; but his merits wanted the fine tints 
and fluent curves that constitute beauty of character. He was 
honest, but sharp in his practice, and with a keen eye to his 
interests. He was just, but as a matter of business. He 
made no allowances, and did not leave to his justice the large 
margin of tenderness and mercy. He wuis generous, but 
rather from an idea of what was due to himself than with 
much thought of the pleasure he gave to others ; and he even 
regarded generosity as a capital put out to interest. He 
expected a great deal of gratitude in return, and, when he 
obliged a man, considered that he had bought a slave. Every 
needy voter knew where to come, if he wanted relief or a 
loan; but woe to him if he had ventured to express hesitation 
when Mr. Avenel told him how^ he must vote. 

In this town Richard had settled after his return from 
America, in which country he had enriched himself, — first, 
by spirit and industry, lastly, by bold speculation and good 
luck. He invested his fortune in business, — became a part- 
ner in a large brewery, soon bought out his associates, and 
then took a principal share in a flourishing corn-mill. He 
prospered rapidly, —bought a property of some two or three 
hundred acres, built a house, and resolved to enjoy himself, 
and make a figure. He had now become the leading man of 
the town, and the boast to Audley Egerton that he could 
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return one of the members, perhaps both, was by no means 
an exaggerated estimate of his. power. Nor was his proposi- 
tion, according to his own views, so unprincipled as it ap- 
peared to the statesman. He had taken a great dislike to 
both the sitting members, — a dislike natural to a sensible 
man of moderate politics, who had something to lose. For 
Mr. Slappe, the active member, who was head-over-ears in 
debt, was one of the furious democrats rare before the Reform 
Bill, — and whose opinions were held dangerous even by the 
mass of a Liberal constituency ; while Mr. Sleekic, the gen- 
tleman member who laid by £5000 every year from his divi- 
dends in the Funds, was one of those men whom Richard 
justly pronounced to be “humbugs,”-— naen who curry favour 
with the extreme party by voting for measures sure not to be 
carried ; while if there was the least probability of coming to 
a decision that would lower the money market, Mr. Sleekie 
was seized with a well-timed influenza. Those politicians are 
common enough now. Propose to march to the Millennium, 
and they are your men. Ask them to march a quarter of a 
mile, and they fall to feeling their pockets, and trembling for 
fear of the footpads. They are never so joyful as when there 
is no chance of a victory. Hid they beat the minister, they 
would be carried out of the House in a fit. 

Richard A venel — despising both these gentlemen, and not 
taking kindly to the Whigs since the great Whig leaders 
wore lords — had looked with a friendly eye to the govern- 
ment as it then existed, and especially to xludley Egerton, 
the enlightened representative of commerce. But in giving 
Audley and his colleagues the benefit of his influeirce, through 
conscience, he thought it all fair and right to have a pro 
quo, and, as he had so frankly confessed, it was his whim to 
rise up “Sir Richard.” For this w'-orthy citizen abused the 
aristocracy much on the same principle as the fair Olivia 
depreciated Squire Thornhill, — he had a sneaking afl’eetion 
for what he abused. The society of Screwstown was, like 
most provincial capitals, composed of two classes, — the com- 
mercial and the exclusive. These last dwelt chiefly apart, 
around the ruins of an old abbey; they affected its antuputy 
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in their pedigrees, and had much of its ruin in their finances. 
AYidows of rural thanes in the neighbourhood, genteel spin- 
sters, officers retired on half -pay, younger sons of rich sguires, 
who had now become old bachelors, — in short, a very respect- 
able, proud, aristocratic set, who thought more of themselves 
than do all the Gowers and Howards, Courtenays and Sey- 
mours, put together. It had early been the ambition of 
Richard Avenel to be admitted into this sublime coterie ; and, 
strange to say, he had. partially succeeded. He was never 
more happy than when he was asked to their card-parties, 
and never more unhappy than when he was actually there. 
Various circumstanees combined to raise Mr. Avenel into this 
elevated society. First, he was unmarried, still very hand- 
some, and in that society there was a large proportion of 
nnwedded females. Secondly, he was the only rich trader 
in Sorewstown who kept a good cook, and professed to give 
dinners, and the half-pay captains and colonels swallowed the 
host for the sake of the venison. Thirdly, and principally, 
all these exclusives abhorred the two sitting members, and 
^‘idem nolle idem velle de republioa, ea firma amicitia est; ” 
that is, congeniality in politics pieces porcelain and crockery 
together better than the best diamond cement. The sturdy 
Richard Avenel, who valued himself on American indepen- 
dence, held these ladies and gentleme.n in an awe tha,t was 
truly Brahminioal. Whether it was that, in England, all 
notions, even of liberty, are mixed up historically, tr.adi- 
tionally, socially, with that fine and subtle element of aris- 
tocracy which, like the press, is the air we breathe; or 
whether Richard imagined that he really became magneti- 
cally imbued with the virtues of these silver pennies and gold 
seven-shilling pieces, distinct from the vulgar (ioinage in pop- 
ular use, it is hard to say. But the truth must be told, — 
Richard Avenel was a notable tuft-hunter. He had a great 
longing to marry out of this society; but he had not yet seen 
any one sufficiently high-born and high-bred to satisfy his 
aspirations. In the mean while, he had convinced himself 
that his way would be smootli could he offer to make his 
ultimate choice “My Lady;” and he felt that it would be a 
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proud hour in his life when he could walk before stiff Colonel 
Foinpley to the sound of “Sir Richard.” Still, however dis- 
appointed at the ill-success of his bluff diplomacy with Mr. 
Egerton, and how^ever yet cherishing the most vindictive 
resentment against that individual, he did not, as many 
would have done, throw up his political convictions out of 
personal spite. He reserved his private grudge for some 
special occasion, and continued still to support the Adminis- 
tration, and to hate one of the ministers. 

But, duly to appreciate the value of Richard Avenel, and 
in just counterpoise to all his foibles, one ought to have seen 
what he had effected for the town. Well might he boast of 
“new blood;’' he had done as much for the town as he had 
for his fields. His energy, his quick comprehension of public 
utility, backed by his wealth and bold, bullying, imperious 
character, had sped the work of civilization as if with the 
celerity and force of a steam-engine. 

If the town were so well paved and so well lighted, if half-a- 
dozen squalid lanes had been transformed into a stately street, 
if half the town no longer depended on tanks for their water, 
if the poor-rates were reduced one-third, praise to the brisk 
new blood which Richard Avenel had infused into vestry and 
corporation. And his example itself was so contagious ! 

“ There was not a plate-glass window in the town when I 
came into it, ” said Richard Avenel ; “ and now look down the 
High Street!” He took the credit to himself, and justly; 
for though his own business did not require windows of plate- 
glass, he had awakened the spirit of enterprise which adorns 
a whole city. 

Mr. Avenel did not present Leonard to his friends for more 
than a fortnight. He allowed hhn to wear off his rust. He 
then gave a grand dinner, at which his nephew was formally 
introduced, and, to his great wrath and disappointment, never 
opened his lips. How could he, poor youth, when Miss 
Clarina Mowbray only talked iipon liigh life, till proud 
Colonel Pompley went in state through the history of the 
Siege of Seringapatam? 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

While Leonard accustoms himself gradually to the splen- 
dours that surround liim, and often turns with a sigh to the 
remembrance of his mother’s cottage and the sparkling fount 
in the Italian’s flowery garden, we will make with thee, 0 
reader, a rapid flight to the metropolis, and drop ourselves 
amidst the gay groups that loiter along the dusty ground or 
loll over the roadside palings of Hyde Park. The season is 
still at its height; but the short day of fashionable London 
life, which commences two hours after noon, is in its decline. 
The crowd in Kotten How begins to thin. Hear the statue of 
Achilles, and apart from all other loungers, a gentleinaii, with 
one hand thrust into his waistcoat, and the other resting on 
his cane, gazed listlessly on the horsemen and carriages in the 
brilliant ring. He was still in the prime of life, at the age 
when man is usually the most social, — when the acquaint- 
ances of youth have ripened into friendships, and a personage 
of some rank and fortune has become a well-known feature in 
the mobile face of society. But though, when his contem- 
poraries were boys scarce at college, this gentleman had 
blazed foremost amongst the princes of fashion, and though 
he had all the qualities of nature aud circumstance which 
either retain fashion to the last, or exchange its false celeb- 
rity for a graver repute, he stood as a stranger in that throng 
of his countrymen. Beauties whirled by to the toilet, states- 
men passed on to the senate, dandies took flight to the clubs ; 
and neither nods, nor becks, nor wreathed smiles said to the 
solitary spectator, “Follow us, — thou art one of our set.” 
Kow and then some middle-aged bean, nearing the post of the 
loiterer, turned round to look again; but the second glance 
seemed to dissipate the recognition of the first, and the beau 
silently continued his way. 

“By the tomb of my fathers!” said the solitary to himself, 
“ I know now what a dead man might feel if he came to life 
again, and took a peep at the living.” 
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Time passed on, — tlie evening sliades descended fast. Our 
stranger in London had well-nigh the Park to himself. He 
seemed to breathe more freely as he saw that the space was so 
clear. 

“ There ’s oxygen in the atmosphere now, ” said he, half 
aloud; “and I can walk without breathing in the gaseous 
fumes of the multitude. Oh, those chemists — what dolts 
they are ! They tell us that crowds taint the air, but they 
never guess why! Pah, it is not the lungs that poison the 
element, — it is the reek of bad hearts. When a periwig- 
pated fellow breathes on me, I swallow a mouthful of care, 
AZZom' my friend Nero; now for a stroll.” He touched with 
his cane a large Newfoundland dog, who lay stretched near 
his feet, and dog and man went slow through the growing 
twilight, and over the brown dry turf. At length our solitary 
paused, and threw himself on a bench under a tree. “Half- 
past eight! ” said he, looking at his watch, — “one may smoke 
one’s cigar without shocking the world.” 

He took out his cigar-case, struck a light, and in another 
moment reclined at length on the bench, seemed absorbed in 
regarding the smoke, that scarce coloured ere it vanished 
into air. 

“It is the most barefaced lie in the world, my Nero,” said 
he, addressing his dog, “this boasted liberty of man! Now, 
here am I, a free-born Englishman, a citizen of the world, 
caring — I often say to myself — caring not a jot for Kaiser 
or Mob; and yet I no more dare smoke this cigar in the Park 
at half -past six, when all the world is abroad, than I dare 
pick my Lord Chancellor’s pocket, or hit the Archbishop of 
Canterbury a thump on the nose. Yet no law in England 
forbids me my cigar, Nero! What is law at half -past eight 
was not crime at six and a half! Britannia says, ‘ Man, thou 
art free, and she lies like a commonplace woman. 0 Nero, 
Nero! you enviable dog! you serve but from liking. No 
thought of the world costs you one wag of the tail. Your 
big heart and true instinct sufOiee you for reason and law. 
You would want nothing to your felicity, if in these moments 
of ennui you would but smoke a cigar. Try it, Nero 1 — try 
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it I ’* And, rising from his incumhent posture, he sought to 
force the end of the weed between the teeth of tlie dog. 

While thus gravely engaged, two figures had approached 
the place. The one was a man who seemed weak and sickly. 
His threadbare coat was buttoned to the chin, but hung large 
on his shrunken breast. The other wms a girl, who might bo 
from twelve to fourteen, on whose arm he leaned heavily. 
Her cheek was wan, and there was a ])atient, sad look on her 
face, which seemed so settled that you would think she couhl 
never have known the mirthfuluess of childhood. 

“Pray rest here, Papa,” said the child, softly; and she 
pointed to the bench, without taking heed of its pre-occupaiit, 
who now, indeed, confined to one corner of the seat, was 
aliuOvSt hidden by the shadow of the tree. 

The man sat down, with a feeble sigh, and then, observing 
the stranger, raised his hat, and said, in that tone of voice 
which betrays the usages of polished society, “ Forgive me if 
I intrude on you, sir.” 

The stranger looked up from his dog, and seeing that the 
girl was standing, rose at once, as if to make room for her on 
the bench. 

But still the girl did not heed him. She hung over her 
father, and wiped his brow tenderly with a little kerchief 
which she took from her own neck for the purpose. 

Nero, delighted to escape the cigar, had taken to some 
unwieldy curvets and gambols, to vent the excitement into 
which he had been thrown; and now returning, approached 
the bench with a low growl of surprise, and sniffed at the 
intruders of his master’s privacy. 

“Come here, sir,” said the master. “You need not fear 
him,” he added, addressing himself to the girl. 

But the girl, without turning round to him, cried in a voice 
rather of anguish than alarm, “He has fainted! Father! 
Father!” 

The stranger kicked aside his dog, which was in the way, 
and loosened the poor man’s stiff military stock. While thus 
charitably engaged, the moon broke out, and the light fell full 
on the pale, careworn face of the unconscious sufferer. 


VAEIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 346 

“This face seems not unfamiliar to me, though sadly 
changed,” said the stranger to himself ; and Lending towards 
the girl, who had sunk on her knees, and was chafing her 
father’s hand, he asked, “My child, what is your father’s 
name?” 

The child continued her task, too absorbed to answer. 

The stranger put his hand on her shoulder, and repeated 
the question. 

“Digby,” answered the child, almost unconsciously; and as 
she spoke the man’s senses began to return. In a few min- 
utes more he had sufficiently recovered to falter forth his 
thanks to the stranger. But the last took his hand, and said, 
in a voice at once tremulous and soothing, “ Is it possible that 
I see once more an old brother in arms? Algernon Digby, 
I do not forget you; but it seems England has forgotten.” 

A hectic flush spread over the soldier’s face, and he looked 
away from the speaker as he answered, — 

“My name is Digby, it is true, sir; but I do not think we 
have met before. Gome, Helen, I am well now, — we will 
go home.” 

“Try and jday with that great dog, my child,” said the 
stranger, — “I want to talk with your father.” 

The child bowed her submissive head, and moved away; 
but she did not play with the dog. 

“I must reintroduce myself formally, I see,” quoth the 
stranger. “You were in the same regiment with myself, 
and niy name is L’Estrange,” 

“My Lord,” said the soldier, rising, “forgive me that — ” 

“ I don’t think that it was the fashion to call me ‘ my lord ’ 
at the mess-table. Gome, what has happened to you? — on 
half-pay?” 

Mr. Digby shook his head mournfully. 

“Digby, old fellow, can you lend me £100?” said Lord 
L’Estrange, clapping his ci-devant brother-officer on the 
shoulder, and in a tone of voice that seemed like a boy’s, so 
impudent was it, and devil-ine-earish. “Nol Well, that’s 
lucky, for I can lend it to you.” 
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Lord L’Estrange did not seem to observe the emotionj but 
went on carelessly, — 

Perhaps j’-oii don’t know that, besides being heir to a 
father who is not only very rich, but very liberal, I inher- 
ited, on coming of age, from a maternal relation, a fortune so 
large that it would bore me to death if I were obliged to live 
up to it. But in the days of our old acquaintance, I fear we 
were both sad extravagant fellows, and I dare say I borrowed 
of you pretty freely.” 

“Me! Oh, LordL’Estrange!” 

“You have married since then, and reformed, I suppose. 
Tell me, old friend, all about it.” 

Mr. Digby, who by this time had succeeded in restoring 
some, calm to his shattered nerves, now rose, and said in brief 
sentences, but clear, firm tones, — - 

“My Lord, it is idle to talk of me, — useless to help me. 
I am fast dying. But my child there, my only child” (he 
paused for an instant, and went on rapidly). “I have rela- 
tions in a distant county, if I could but get to them ; I think 
they would, at least, provide for her. This has been for 
weeks my hope, my dream, my prayer. I cannot afford the 
journey except by your help. I have begged without shame 
for myself; shall I be ashamed, then, to beg for her?” 

“Dighy,” said L’Estrange, with some grave alteration of 
manner, “talk neither of dying nor begging. You were 
nearer death when the balls whistled round you at Waterloo. 
If soldier meets soldier and says ‘ Friend, thy purse, ’ it is not 
begging, but brotherhood. Ashamed! By the soul of Beli- 
sarius ! if I needed money, I would stand at a crossing with 
my Waterloo medal over my breast, and say to each sleek citi- 
zen I had helped to save from the sword of the Frenchman, 

* It is your shame if I starve.’ Now, lean upon me; I see you 
should be at home : which way?” 

The poor soldier pointed his hand towards Oxford Street, 
and reluctantly accepted the proffered arm. 

“And when you return from your relations, you will call on 
me? What — hesitate? Gome, promise.” 

“I will.” ' 


VARIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 


847 


“On yoTir lioncmr.” 

“If I live, on my honour.” 

“I am staying at present at Knightsbridge, with my father,- 
but you will always hear of my address at No. — , Grosvenox 
Square, Mr. Egerton’s. So you have a long journey before 
you?” 

“Very long.” 

“ Do not fatigue yourself, — travel slowly. Ho, you foolish 
child! I see you are jealous of me. Your father has another 
arm to spare you.” 

Thus talking, and getting but short answers, Lord L'Es- 
trange continued to exhibit those whimsical peculiari- 
ties of character, which had obtained for him the repute of 
heartlessness in the world. Perhaps the reader may think 
the world was not in the right; but if ever the world does 
judge rightly of the character of a man who does not live for 
the world nor talk of the world nor feel with the world, it 
will be centuries after the soul of Harley L’Estrange has done 
with this planet. 


CHAPTER V. 

Lord L’Estrafgb parted company with Mr. Digby at the 
entrance of Oxford Street. The father and child there took 
a cabriolet. Mr. Digby directed the driver to go down the 
Edgware Road. He refused to tell L’Estrange his address, 
and this with such evident pain, from the sores of pride, that 
L’Estrange could not press the point. Reminding the soldier 
of his promise to call, Harley thrust a pocket-book into his 
hand, and walked off hastily towards Grosvenor Square. 

Tie reached Audley Egerton’s door just as that gentleman 
was getting out of his carriage; and the two friends entered 
the house together. 

“Does the nation take a nap to-night?” asked L’Estrange. 
“ Poor old lady ! She hears so much of her affairs, that she 
may well boast of her con.stitution: it must be of iron.” 
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“Tlif? House is still sitting,” answered A.udley, seriously, 
and with small heed of his friend’s witticism. ‘‘But it is 
not a Croverninent motion, and the division will be late, so I 
came home ; and if I had not found you here, I should have 
gone into the Park to look for you.” 

“Yes; one always knows where to find me at this hour, 
nine o’clock p.m., cigar, Hyde Park. There is not a man in 
England so regular in his habits.” 

Here the friends reached a drawing-room in which the 
member of parliament seldom sat, for his private apartments 
were all on the ground-floor. 

“But it is the strangest whim of yours, Harley,” said he. 

“What?” 

“To affect detestation of ground-floors,” 

“Affect! 0 sophisticated man, of the earth, earthy! 
Affect! — nothing less natural to the human soul than a 
ground-floor. We a.re quite far enough from Heaven, mount 
as many stairs as we will, without grovelling by preference.” 

“According to that symbolical view of the case,” said 
Audley, “you should lodge in an attic.” 

“So I would, but that I abhor new slippers. As for hair- 
brushes, I am indifferent.” 

“What have slijjpers and hair-brushes to do with attics?” 

“ Try ! Make your bed in an attic, and the next morning 
you will have neither slippers nor hair-brushes ! ” 

“What shall I have done with them?” 

“ Shied them at the cats I ” 

“What odd things you say, Harley!” 

“Odd! By Apollo and his nine spinsters! there is no 
human being who has so little imagination as a distinguished 
member of parliament. Answer me this, thou solemn Eight 
Ilonourable, — Hast thou climbed to the heights of august 
contemplation? Hast thou gazed on the stars with the rapt 
eye of song? Plast thou dreamed of a love known to the 
angels, or sought to seize in the Infinite the mystery of 
life?” 

“Not I indeed, my poor Harley.” 

“Then no wonder, poor Audley, that you cannot conjecture 
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wliy lie wlio makes his bed in an attic, distiu-bed by base cat- 
terwauls, shies his slippers at cats. Bring a chair into the 
balcony. Nero sjioiled my cigar to-night. I am going to 
smoke now. You never smoke. You can look on the shrubs 
in the sq[uare.” 

Audley slightly shrugged his shoulders, but he followed his 
friend’s counsel and example, and brought his chair into the 
balcony. Nero came too, but at sight and smell of the cigar 
prudently retreated, and took refuge under the table. 

“Audley Egerton, I want something from Government.” 

“I am delighted to hear it.” 

“There was a cornet in my regiment, who would have done 
better not to have come into it. We were, for the most part 
of us, puppies and fops.” 

“You all fought well, however.” 

“ Puppies and fops do fight well. Vanity and valour 
generally go together. Csesar, who scratched his head with 
due care of his scanty curls, and even in dying thought of the 
folds in his toga; Walter Raleigh, who could not walk twenty 
yards because of the gems in his shoes; Alcibiades, who 
lounged into the Agora with doves in his bosom, and an 
apple in his hand; Murat, bedizened in gold lace and furs; 
and Demetrius, the City-Taker, who made himself up like a 
French marquise, were all pretty good fellows at fighting. A 
slovenly hero like Cromwell is a paradox in nature, and a 
marvel in history. But to return to my cornet. We were 
rich; he was poor. When the pot of clay swims down the 
stream with the brass-pots, it is sure of a smash. Men said 
Digby was stingy ; I saw he was extravagant. But every one, 
I fear, would be rather thought stingy than poor. Bref — I 
left the army, and saw him no more till to-night. There was 
never shabby poor gentleman on the stage more awfully 
shabby, more pathetically gentleman. But, look ye, this 
man has fought for England. It was no child’s play at 
Waterloo, let me tell you, Mr. Egerton; and, but for such 
men, you would be at best a sous-prefet, and your parliament 
a Provincial Assembly. You must do something for Digby. 
What shall it bs?” 
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“'Wiij', really, my dear Harley, this man was no greal 
friend of yonrs, eli'i*” 

‘■‘If lie were, lie would not want the Government to help 
him, — he w^ould not be ashamed of taking money from me.” 

“That is all very fine, Harley; but there are so many poor 
ofhcers, and so little to give. It is the most difficult thing in 
the world that which you ask me. Indeed, I know nothing 
can be done: he has his half-pay?” 

“I think not; or, if he has it, no doubt it all goes on his 
debts. That’s nothing to us: the man and his child are 
starving.” 

“ But if it is his own fault, — if he has been imprudent? ” 

“Ah, well, well; where the devil is Nero?” 

“I am so sorry I can’t oblige you. If it were anything 
else — - ” 

“‘There is something else. My valet — I can’t turn him 
adrift — excellent fellow, but gets drunk now and then. Will 
you find him a place in the Stamp Office? ” 

“With pleasure.” 

“No, now I think of it, the man knows my ways: I must 
keep him. But my old wine-merchant — civil man, never 
dunned — is a bankrupt. I am under great obligations to 
him, and he has a very pretty daughter. Do you think you 
could thrust him into some small place in the Colonies, or 
make him a King’s Messenger, or something of the sort? ” 

“If yon very much wish it, no doubt I can.” 

“My dear Aiidley, I am but feeling my way: the fact is, I 
want something for myself.” 

“Ah, that indeed gives me pleasure! ” cried Egerton, with 
animation, 

“The mission to Florence will soon be vacant, — I know ifc 
privately. The place would quite suit me. Pleasant city; 
the best figs in Italy; very little to do. You could sound 
Lord on the subject.” 

“I will answer beforehand. Lord would be enchanted 

to secure to the ]3ublio service a man so accomplished as your- 
self, and the son of a peer like Lord Lansmere.” 

Harley L’ Estrange sprang to his feet, and flung liis cigar 


VARIETIES m ENGLISH LIFE. 361 

in tlie face of a stately policeman wlio vras looking up at the 
■balcony. 

“Infamous and bloodless official! ” cried Harley L’ Estrange; 
“so you could provide for a pimple-nosed lackey, for a wine- 
merchant who has been poisoning the king’s subjects with 
white lead, — or sloe-juice, — for an idle sybarite, who would 
complain of a crumpled rose-leaf; and nothing, in all the vast 
patronage of England, for a broken-down soldier, whose 
dauntless breast was her rampart? ” 

“Harley,” said the member of parliament, with his calm, 
sensible smile, “this would be a very good claptrap at a small 
theatre; but there is nothing in which parliament demands 
such rigid economy as the military branch of the public ser- 
vice ; and no man for whom it is so hard to effect what we 
must plainly call a job as a subaltern officer who has done 
nothing more than his duty, — and all military men do that. 
Still, as you take it so earnestly, I will use what interest I 
can at the War Office, and get him, perhaps, the mastership 
of a barrack.” 

“You had better; for, if you do not, I swear I will turn 
Radical, and come down to your own city to oppose you, 
with Hunt and Cobbett to canvass for me.” 

“ I should be very glad to see you come into parliament, 
even as a Radical, and at my expense,” said Audley, with 
great kindness ; “ but the air is growing cold, and you are not 
accustomed to our climate. Nay, if you are too poetic for 
catarrhs and rheums, I ’m not, — come in.” 


CHAPTER VI. 

Lord L’Estban-oe threw himself on a sofa, and leaned his 
cheek on his hand thoughtfully. Audley Egerton sat near 
him, with his arms folded, and gazed on his friend’s face with 
a soft expression of aspect, which was very unusual to the 
firm outline of his handsome features. The two men were as 
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dissimilar in person as the reader will have divined that they 
were in character. A-11 about Egerton was so rigid, all about 
L ’Estrange so easy. In every posture of Harley’s there was 
the unconscious grace of a child. The very fashion of his 
garments showed his abhorrence of restraint. His clothes 
\?ere wide and loose; his neckcloth, tied carelessly, left his 
throat half hare. You could see tliat he had lived much in 
warm and southern lands, and contracted a contempt for con- 
ventionalities; there was as little in his dress as in his talk 
of the formal precision of the North. He was three or four 
years youngcu’ than Aiidley, but he looked at least twelve 
years younger. In fact, he was one of those men to whom 
old age seems impossible; voice, look, figure, had all the 
charm of youth: and perhaps it was from this gracious youth- 
fulness — at all events, it was characteristic of the kind of 
love he inspired — that neither his parents, nor the few 
friends admitted into his intimacy, ever called him, in their 
habitual intercourse, by the name of his title. He was not 
L’Estrange with them, he was Harley ; and by that familiar 
baptismal I will usually designate him. He was not one of 
those men whom author or reader wish to view at a distance, 
and remember as “my Lord” — it was so rarely that he 
remembered it himself. Eor the rest, it had been said of 
him by a shrewd wit, “ He is so natural that every one calls 
him affected.” Harley L’Estrange was not so critically hand- 
some as Audley Egerton ; to a commonplace observer, he was 
only rather good-looking than otherwise. But women said 
that he had “ a beautiful countenance, ” and they were not 
wrong. He wore his hair, which was of a fair chestnut, long-, 
and in loose curls; and instead of the Englishman’s whiskers, 
indulged in the foreigner’s mustache. His complexion was 
delicate, though not effeminate : it was rather the delicacy of 
a student than of a woman. But in his clear gray eye there 
was a wonderful vigour of life. A skilful physiologist, look- 
ing only into that eye, would have recognized rare stamina of 
constitution, — a nature so rich that, while easily disturbed, 
it would require all the effects of time, or all the fell com- 
binations of passion and grief, to exhaust it. Even now, 
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tRougli so tlioughtful, and even so sad, tlie rays of that eye 
■were as concentrated and steadfast as the light of the 
diamond. 

‘‘You were only, then, in jest,” said Audley, after a long 
silence, “when yon spoke of this mission to Florence. You 
have still no idea of entering into public life? ” 

“None.” 

“I had hoped better things when I got your promise to 
pass one season in London; but, indeed, you have kept your 
promise to the ear to break it to the spirit. I could not pre- 
suppose that you would shun all societ}", and be as much of a 
hermit here as under the vines of Como.” 

“I have sat in the Strangers’ Gallery, and heard your great 
speakers; I have been in the pit of the opera, and seen your 
fine ladies; I have walked your streets; I have lounged in 
your parks, and I say that I can’t fall in love with a faded 
dowager, because she fills up her wrinkles with rouge.” 

“ Of what dowager do you speak? ” asked the matter-of-fact 
Audley. 

“She has a great many titles. Some people call her 
Fashion, you busy men, Politics : it is all one, — tricked 
out and artificial. I mean London Life. No, I can’t fall in 
love with her, fawning old harridan ! ” 

“ I wish you could fall in love with something.” 

“I wish I could, with all my heart.” 

“But you are so blase 

“ On the contrary, I am so fresh. Look out of the window 
— what do you see?” 

“ Nothing 1” 

“Nothing?” 

“Nothing but houses and dusty lilacs, my coachman doz- 
ing on his box, and two women in pattens crossing the 
kennel.” 

“I see not those where I lie on the sofa. I see but the 
stars. And I feel for them as I did when I was a schoolboy 
at Eton. It is you who ave blase, not I. Enough of this. 
You do not forget my commission with respect to the exile 
who has married into your brother’s family?” 
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but here you set me a task more diiiicult tliau tliat of 
saddling your cornet on tlie War Office.” 

^‘1 know it is difficult, for the counter influence is vigilant 
and strong; but, on the other hand, the enemy is so damnable 
a traitor that one must have the Jfates and the household gods 
on one’s side.” 

“Nevertheless,” said the practical Audley, bending over a 
book on the table ; “ I think that the best plan would be to 
attempt a compromise with the traitor.” 

“To judge of others by myself,” answered Harley, with 
spirit, “it were less bitter to put up with wrong than to 
palter with it for compensation. And such wrong! Com- 
promise with the open foe — that may be done with honour; 
but with the perjured friend — that were to forgive the 
perjury!” 

“You are too vindictive,” said Egerton; “there may be 
excuses for the friend, which palliate even — ■ ” 

“Hush! Audley, hush! or I shall think the world has 
indeed corrupted you. Excuse for the friend wlio deceives, 
who betrays! No, such is the true outlaw of Humanity; and 
the Furies surround him even while he sleeps in the temple.” 

The man of the world lifted his eyes slowly on the animated 
face of one still natural enough for the passions. He then 
once more returned to his book, and said, after a pause, “ It is 
time you should many, Harley.” 

“No,” answered L’Estrange, with a smile at this sudden 
turn in the conversation, “not time yet; for my chief objection 
to that change in life is, that the women nowadays arc too old 
for me, or I am too young for them. A few, indeed., are so 
infantine that one is ashamed to be their toy; but most are 
so knowing that one is afraid to be their dupe. Tlui first, if 
they condescend to love you, love you as the biggest doll they 
have yet dandled, and for a doll’s good qualities, — your 
pretty blue eyes and your exquisite millinery. d''he last, if 
they prudently accept you, do so on algebraical principles ; 
you are but the X or the Y that represents a certain aggre- 
gate of goods matrimonial, — pedigree, title, rent-roll, dia- 
monds, pin-money, opera-box^ They cast you up with the 
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lieli? of mamma, and you wake some morning to find that 
wife mmM.9 affection eqtials — the Devil!” 

‘‘Nonsense,” said Audley, with his quiet, grave laugh. “I 
grant tliat it is often the misfortune of a man in your station 
to be married rather for what he has than for what he is; hut 
you arc tolerably penetrating, and not likely to be deceived 
in the character of tlie woman you court,” 

“Of tlie woman T aourt? — No! But of the woman I marry, 
veiy likely indeed! Woman is a changeable thing, as our 
Virgil informed us at school; but her change par excellence is 
from the fairy you woo to the brownie you wed. It is not that 
she has been a hypocrite, — it is that she is a transmigration. 
You marry a girl for her aceom|3lishments. She paints charm- 
ingly, or plays like Saint Cecilia. Clap a ring on her finger, 
and she never draws again, — except perhaps your caricature 
on the back of a letter, — and never opens a piano after the 
honeymoon. You marry her for her sweet temper; and next 
year, her nerves are so shattered that you can’t contradict her 
but you are whirled into a storm of hysterics. You marry her 
because she declares she hates halls and likes quiet; and ten 
to one but wliat she becomes a patroness at Almaek’s, or a 
lady-in-waiting.” 

“Yet most men marry, and most men survive the 
operation.” 

“ If it were only necessary to live, that would be a consola- 
tory and encouraging reflection. But to live with peace, to 
live with dignity, to live with freedom, to live in harmony 
with your thoughts, your habits, your aspirations — and this 
in the perpetual companionship of a person to whom you 
have given the power to wound your peace, to assail your 
dignity, to <n.’ipple your freedom, to jar on each thought and 
each habit, and bring you down to the meanest details of earth, 
when you invite her, poor soul, to soar to the spheres — that 
makes the To Be or Not To Be, which is the question.” 

“If I were you, Harley, I would do as I have heard the 
author of ‘ Sandford and Merton ’ did, — choose out a child 
and educate her yourself, after your own heart.” 

“You have hit it,” answered Harley, seriously. “That has 
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long been my idea, — a very vague one, I confess. But I fear 
r shall be an old man before I find even the child.” 

•‘Ah!” he continued, yet more earnestly, while the whole 
character of his varying countenance changed again, — “ah, 
if indeed I could discover what I seek, — one who, with 
the heart of a child, has the mind of a woman; one who 
Ijeholds in nature the variety, the charm, the never feverish, 
ever healthful excitement that others vainly seek in the bas- 
tard sentimentalities of a life false with artificial forms ; one 
who can comprehend, as by intuition, the rich poetry with 
which creation is clothed, — poetry so clear to the child when 
enraptured with the flower, or when wondering at the star! 
If on me such exquisite companionship were bestowed — why, 
then — ” He paused, sighed deeply, and, covering his face 
with his hand, resumed, in faltering accents, — 

“But once — but once only, did sucb vision of the Beautiful 
made Human rise before me, — rise amidst ‘ golden exhala- 
tions of the dawn.’ It beggared my life in vanishing. You 
know only — you only — how — how — ” 

He bowed his head, and the tears forced themselves through 
his clenched fingers. 

“So long ago!” said Audley, sharing his friend’s emotion. 
“Years so long and so weary, yet still thus tenacious of a 
mere boyish memory! ” 

“Away with it, then! ” cried Harley, springing to liis feet, 
and with a laugh of strange merriment. “ Your carriage still 
waits: set me home before you go to the House.” 

Then laying his hand lightly on his friend’s shoulder, he 
said, “Is it for yon, Audley Egerton, to speak sneeringly of 
boyish memories? What else is it that binds us together? 
What else warms my heart when ! meet you? Wliiit else 
draws your thoughts from blue-books and beer-bills to waste 
them on a vagrant like me? Shake hands. Oh, friend of 
my boyhood! lecollect the oars that we plied and the }>ats 
that we wielded in the old time, or the murmured talk on the 
moss-grown bank, as we sat together, building in the summer 
air castles mightier than Windsor. Ah, they arc strong ties, 
those boyish memories, believe me! I remember, as if it 
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were yt'sterda-y, my translation of that lovely passage in 
Persiiis, beginning — let me see — ah! 

“ ' Quuni jjrimum pavido custos mihi purpura cernet/ — > 

that passage on. friendsiiip which gushes out so livingly from 
the stern, heart of the satirist. And when old compli- 
mented me on my verses, my eye sought yours. Verily, I 
now say as then, — 

“ ‘ Nescio quod, certe est quod me tibi temperet Mtrum.’ ” ^ 

Audley turned away his head as he returned the grasp of 
his friend’s hand ; and while Harley, with his light elastic 
footstep, descended the stairs, Egertou lingered behind, and 
there was no trace of the worldly man upon his countenance 
when he took his place in the carriage by his companion’s 
side. 

Two hours aft(3rwards, weary cries of “Question, question.! ” 
“Divide, divide!” sank into reluctant silence as Audley 
Egertou rose to conclude the debate, — the man of men to 
speak late at night, and to impatient benches: a man who 
woultl be heard; whom a Bedlam broke loose would not have 
roared down ; witli a voice clear and sound as a bell, and a 
form as firmly set on the ground as a church-tower. And 
while, on the dullest of dull questions, Audley Egertou thus, 
not too lively himself, enforced attention, where was Harley 
L’Estrange-? Btanding alone by the river at Eiohinond, 
and inurnuuing low fantastic thoughts as he gazed on the 
moonlit tide. 

When Audhiy left him fit home he had joined his parents, 
mad(3 them gay with his cjireless gayety, seen the old-fash- 
ioned .folks retire to rest, and then — while they, perhaps, 
deemed him once more the hero of ball-rooms and the cyno- 
sure of clubs — ho drove slowly through the soft summer night, 
amidst the perfumes of many a garden and inaiiy a gleaming 
chestnut grove, with no other aim before him than to reach the 

1 “ What was the star I know not, but cortainly some star it was that 
attuned rao Unto thee*’* 
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loveliest margin of England’s loveliest river, at the hour when 
tiio moon was fullest and the song of the nightingah?. most 
SAveet. And so eccentric a humourist was this man, that I 
believe, as he there loitered, — no one near to ciy “ How 
affected!” or “How romantic! he enjoyed hims(df more 
than if he had been exchanging the politest “ how-d’ye-dos ” 
in the hottest of London drawing-rooms, or betting his hun- 
dreds on the odd trick, with Lord de K for his partner. 


CHAPTEE VIL 

Leonaed had been about six weeks with his uncle, and 
those weeks were well spent. Mr. Eichard had taken him to 
his counting-house, and initiated him into business and the 
mysteries of double entry; and in return for the young man’s 
readiness and zeal in matters wliich the acute trader instinct- 
ively felt Avere not exactly to his tastes, Eichard engaged the 
best master the town afforded to read with liis nephew in the 
evening. This gentleman was the head usher of a large 
school, who had his hours to himself after eight o’clock, 
and was pleased to vary the diill routine of enforc(>(l lessons 
hy instructions to a pupil who took delightcuUy oven to the 
Latin grammar. Leonard made rapid strides, and le, aimed 
more in those six weeks than many a clevorish boy does in 
twice as many months. These hours which Leonard devoted 
to study Eichard usually spent from home, — sometimes at 
the houses of his grand acquaintances in the Abbey Gardens, 
sometimes in the Eeading-Eoom ap];)ropriated to those, aris- 
tocrats. If he stayed at home, it was in company with his 
head clerk, and for the purpose of checking his acconnt-hooks, 
or looking over the names of doubtful electors. 

Leonard had naturally wished to comrannioate his filtered 
prospects to his old friends, that they, in turn, might rejoice 
his mother with such good tidings. But he had not been two 
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days in the house before Kichard had strictly forbidden all 
such correspondence. 

“Look you,” said he, “at xJresent we are on an experiment, 
— we must see if we like each other. Supjjose we don’t, you 
will only have raised expectations in your mother which must 
end ill bitter disappointment} and suppose we do, it will be 
time onougb to write when something definite is settled.” 

“ But my mother will be so anxious — ” 

“Make your mind easy on that score. I will write regu- 
larly to Mr, Dale, and he can tell her that you are well and 
thriving. No more words, my man, — when T say a thing, I 
say it.” Tlien, observing that Leonard looked blank and dis- 
satisfied, Eiehard added, with a good-humoured smile, “I 
have my reasons for all this — you shall know them later. 
And I tell you what; if you do as I bid you, it is my inten- 
tion to settle something handsome on your mother; but if you 
don’t, devil a penny she ’ll get from me.” 

With tliat lUchard turned on his heel, and in a few 
moments his voice was heard loud in objurgation with some 
of his people. 

About the fourth week of Leonard’s residence at Mr. 
Avenel’s, his host began to evince a certain change of 
manner. He was no longer quite so cordial with Leonard, 
nor did he take the same interest in his progress. About the 
same ptnnod he was freqmnitly c,aught by the London butler 
before tlie looking-glass. He had always been a smart man 
in his dress, but he was now more jiarthmlar. He would 
spoil three white cravats when he went out of an evening, 
before he could satisfy himself as to the tie. He also bought 
a ‘ Peerage, ’ and it became his favourite study at odd quarters 
of an lioiir. All tliese symi)toms proceeded from a cause, and 
that cause was — woman. 
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CHAPTEE VIII. 

The first people iit Rcrewstowii were indis|)utably tlie 
Pompleys. Colonel Pompley was grand, but Mrs. Pompley 
was grander. The colonel was stately in right of his mili- 
tary rank and his services in India; Mrs, Pompley was iaa~ 
jestic in right of her connections. Indeed, Colonel Poin]dey 
himself would have been crushed under the weight of the 
dignities which his lady heaped upon him, if he had not 
been enabled to prop his position with a “connection” of his 
own. He would never have held his own, nor been permitted 
to have an independent opinion on matters aristocratic, but for 
the well-sounding name of his relations, “the Digbies.” Per- 
haps on the principle that obscurity increases the natural size 
of objects and is an element of the sublime, the colonel did 
not too accurately define his rdations “tlu^ Dighies: " he let 
it be casually understood that the.y were Hie Digbics to be 
found in Debrett. But if some indiscreet VuUjarian (a favour- 
ite word with both the Pompleys) asked pcnnt-blauk if he 
meant “my Lord Dighy,” the colonel, with a lofty air, 
answered, “The elder branch, sir.” No one at W(n'(iwstown 
had ever seen these Dighies: tliey lay amidst the 'fi’ar, the 
Recondite, — even to the wife of Polonel Pojuple}”.s bosom. 
Now and then, when th(^ colonel referred to tlui lapse of 
years, and the uncertainty of human alTectioiis, he would say, 
“When young Uigby and I were boys togetlun-,” and then add 
with a sigh, “ but we shall nev(ir meet again in this world. 
His family interests secured liim a valuable ap]mijitinent in 
a distant part of the British dominions.” Mrs. Pomphjy was 
always rather cowed by the Digbies. She could not be scep- 
tical as to this connection, for the colonePs mother was cer- 
tainly a Higby, and the colonel impaled the Highy arms. En 
revanche, as the French say, for these marital connec.tious, 
Mrs. Pompley had her own favourite affinity, which slm spe- 
cially selected from all others when she most desired to pro- 
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fluce (rffeotj nay, cv(iu upon ordinary occasions tlie name rose 
sponta,nGously to lier lips, — tlie name of the Honourable Mrs. 
M'Catchleiy. Was the fashion of a gown or cap admired, her 
cousin, Mrs. M^Catchley, had just sent toiler the pattern from 
■jhiris. Was it a (jiucstiou whethe.r the Ministry would stand, 
i\lrs. iVL ( latchley was in the secret, but Mrs. Pompley had 
beon rcfiucsted not to say. Did it freeze, “My cousin, Mrs. 
M‘Oatchley, had written word that the icebergs at the Pole 
wore supposed to be coming this way.’l Did the sun glovr 
with more than usual fervour, Mrs. M'Catchley bad inforined 
her “that it was Sir Henry Halford’s decided opinion that it 
was on account of the cholera.” The good people knew all 
that was doing at London, at court, in this world — nay, 
almost in tlie other — ^tlirougli the medium of the Honourable 
Mrs. M‘(Jatchley. Mrs. MHlatchley was, moreover, the most 
elegant of women, the wittiest creature, the dearest. King 
George the Ifourth had presumed to admire Mrs. M‘Ca.tchley; 
but Mrs. M:‘(Ja,tchley, thougli no prude, let him see that she 
was proof against the corruptions of a throne- So long had 
the ears of M;rs. Pompley’s friends been filled with the 
renown of Mrs. M‘ Cate, li ley, that at last Mrs. M'Catchley 
was secretly supposed to be a myth, a creature of the ele- 
ments, a poetic fiction of Mrs. Pompley’s. iliebard Avenel, 
however, tliough l>y no moans a credulous nnm, was an im- 
plicit believer in Mr.s. M‘Cii,tcliley. He had learned that she 
Avas a widow, and honourable by birth, and honourable by 
marriage, living on, her handsome jointure, and refusing offers 
every day that she so lived. Somehow or other, Avhenever 
lUchard Avenel thouglit of a wife, he thought of the Honour- 
able .Mrs. M,‘(titchley. Perhaps that romantic attachment to 
tli.o fair invisible presciwed him heart-whole amongst the 
temptations of Screwstown, Suddenly, to tlie astonishment 
of the .Abbey Gardens, Mrs. M^Catchley proved her identity, 
and arrived at Colonel Pompley’s in a handsome travelling- 
carriage, attended by her maid and footman. She had come 
to stay some weeks ; a tea-party was given in her honour. 
Mr. Avenel and his nephew were invited. Colonel Pompley, 
who kept his head clear in the midst of the greatest excite* 
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menfc, had a desire to get from the Corporation a lease of a 
piece of ground adjoining his garden, and lie no sooner saw 
Richard Avonel enter than he caught him by tlui button, and 
drew him into a (piiet corner, in order to secure his interest. 
Leonard, meanwhile, was borne on by tlui stream, till liis 
progress was arrested by a sofa-table at wliic-b sat Mrs. 
M'Catcldoy herself, with Mrs. Pompley hy luu- side. For on 
this great occasion the hostess had abandoned her proper ])ost 
at the entrance, and, whether to show her respect to Mh-s. 
M‘Catchley, or to show Mrs. M'Catchley her well-bred con- 
tempt for the people of Screwstown, remained in state hy her 
friend, honouring only the elite of the town with introductions 
to the illustrious visitor. 

Mrs. M'Catchley was a very fine woman, — a woman who 
justified Mrs. Pompley^s pride in her. Her cheek-hones ivere 
rather high, it is true, but that proved the purity of lieu- Cale- 
donian descent; for the rest, she had a brilliant complexion, 
heightened by a soup^.on of rouge, good (syes and teeth, a 
showy figure, and all the ladies of Screwstown pronounced her 
dress to be perfect;. She might have arrivc'.d fit tlmt age at 
which one intends to stop for the next ten years, bnt even a 
Frenchman would not have called her — that is, for 

a widow. For a spinster it would have been different. 

Looking round her with a glass, which Mrs. Pompley was 
in the habit of declaring that “Mrs. M*Catchley used liice an 
angel,” this lady suddenly perceived Leonard Fairfield ; and his 
ejuiet, simple, thoughtful air and look so contrasted with the 
stifi; beaux to whom she had been pre.sented, tlmt, oxpej’ieneed 
in fashion as so fine a personage must ho su])posed to be, she 
was nevertheless deceived into whispering to Mrs. Tkimpley, — 

“That young man has really an nlr distingue ; wLo is he? ” 

“Oh,” said Mrs. Ponipley, in unaffected surprise, “that is 
the nephew of the rich Vulgarian I was telling you of this 
morning.” 

“Ah I and you say that he is Mr. Arundel’s heir?” 

“Avenel — not Arundel — my sweet friend.” 

“Avenel is not a bad name,” said Mrs. M'Catchley. “But 
is the uncle really so rich? ” 
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“The colonel was trying this very day to guess what he is 
worth; but ho says it is impossible to guess it.” 

“ And th(3 young man is liis heir? ” 

It is thought so ; and reading for College, I hoar. They 
say he is clever.” 

“Present him, my love; I like clever peoxdc,” said Mrs. 
M‘Oatohley, falling back languidly. 

About ten luinutos afterwards, Richard Avenel having 
effected his escape from the colonel, and his ge.ze being 
attracted towards the sofa-table by the buzz of the admiring 
crowd, beheld his nephew in animated conversation with the 
long cherished idol of his dreams, A fierce pang of jealousy 
shot through his breast. His nex)hew had never looked so 
handsome and so intelligent; in fact, poor Leonard had never 
before been drawn t)ut by a woman of the world, who had 
learned how to make the most of what little she knewn And 
as jealousy 0 ],)eratt!s like a i)a.ir of bellows on incipient flames, 
so, at first sight of the sjnile which the fair "widow bestowed 
upon Leonard, the heart of Mr. Avenel felt in a blaze. 

He approacdicd with a step loss assured than usual, and, 
overhearing Leonard’s talk, marvelled much at the boy’s 
audacity. Mrs. M^Catchley had been speaking of Scotland 
and the Waverley Novels, about which Leonard knew nothing. 
But he know Burns, and on Burns he grew artlessly eloquent. 
Burns the poet and peasant — Leonard might well be eloquent 
on him. Mrs. M‘Catchley was amused and xdeased with bis 
freshness and so unlike anything she had ever heard 

or seen, and sh(>, drew him on and on till Leonard fell to quot- 
ing. And Riclmrd hoard, with less respect for the sentiment 
than might be sui)X)Osed, that — 

“ liiink is bnt the guinea’s stamp, 

The mau ’s the gowcl for a’ that." 

“Well!” exclaimed Mr. Avenel. “Pretty piece of polite- 
ness to tell that to a lady like the Honourable Mrs. M‘ Catch- 

ley! You ’ll excuse him, ma’am.” 

“Sir!” said Mrs. M‘Catchley, startled, and lifting her 
glass. Leonard, rather confused, rose and offered his chair 
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to Eicliard, who dropped into it. The lady, without waiting 
for formal introduction, guessed that she saw the ricli uncie. 

“ Such a sweet poet — Burns ! ” said she, dropping her ghiss. 

“And it is so refreshing to find so much youtldul onthusiasju,’’ 
she added, pointing her tan towards Leonard, who was ruwal- 
ing fast among the crowd. I 

“ Well, he is youthful, my nephew, -- rather green ! ” 

“Don’t say green!” said Mrs. M-* (Jatcliley. Kichard i 

blushed scarlet. He was afraid lie had comiuitted him- 
self to some expression low and shocking. The lady re- 
sumed, “Say unsophisticated.” 

“A tarnation long word,” thought Richard; but he pru- 
dently bowed and held his tongue. 

“Young men nowadays,” continued Mrs. M^'Oatchley, 
resettling herself on, the sofa,, “affect to be so old. They 
don’t dance, and they don’t read, and they don’t talk much! 
and a great many of them wear toupcU before they arc two' I 

and'twenty!” 

Richard mechanically passed his hand tlirough his thick 
curls. But he was still mute; he was still ruefully cliewiiig 
the cud of the epithet “green.” What occult horrid meaning ! 

did the word convey to ears polite? Why should he not say 
“green”? 

“A very fine young man your nephew, sir,” resumed Mrs. 
M^Catohley. 

Richard grunted. 

“And seems full of talent. Not yet at tlie tTiiiversity? ; 

Will he go to Oxford or Cambridge? ” 

“ I have not made up my mind yet if 1 shall send him to 
the University at all.” 

“A young man of his expectations!” exclaimed M.'rs. 
M'Catchley, artfully, 

“Expectations!” repeated Richard, firing up. “Has he 
been talking to you of his expectations?” 

“No, indeed, sir. But the nephew of the rich Mr. Avenel! 

Ah, one hears a great deal, yon know, of rich people; it is 
the penalty of wealth, Mr. Avenel!” 

Richard was very much flattered. His crest rose. 
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“ And they nay,” continued Mrs. M'Catchley, droj^ping out 
her words very slowly, as she adjusted her blonde scarf, “ that 
Mr. Avenel has resolved not to luarry.” 

“The devil they do, niii’am ! bolted out Itichard, gruffly; 
and tluui, aslianied of his Utimis linguoij screwed ui^ his lips 
lirndy, and glared on tin; company with an eye of indignant 
lire. 

Mrs. M‘Catehl(!y observed him over her fan. Iliehard 
turned abruptly, aud she withdrew her eyes modestly, and 
raised the fan. 

“She ’s a real beauty,” said Richard, between his teeth. 

The fan fluttered. 

Five minutes afterwards, the widow and the bachelor 
seemed so much at their ease that Mrs. Pompley, who had 
been forced to leave her friend, in order to receive the dean’s 
lady, could scarcely believe her eyes when she returned to 
the sofa. 

Now, it was from that evmiing that Mr. Ricdiard Avenel 
exliihited the cdiauge of mood which T have described; and 
from that evening he :i,listained from taking Leonard with 
him to any of the parties in the Abbey (Jardens. 


CHAPTER IX. 

Some days after this memorable soirea, Colonel Pompley 
sat alone in his study (which opened xAeasantly on an old- 
fashioned gardem), absorbed in the house bills. For Colonel 
Pompley did not leave that domestic care to his lady, — per- 
liaps she wa.s too grand for it. Colonel Pompley wdth Ids own 
soiiorous voice ordered the joints, and with his own heroic 
hands dispensed the stores. In justice to the colonel, I must 
add — at wdiatcwc.r risk of offlence to the fair sex— that there 
was not a house at Berewstown so well managed as the Pom- 
pleys’; none whi(3h so successfully achieved the difficult art of 
uniting economy with shhw. I should despair of conveying 
to you an idea of the extent to which Colonel Pompley made 
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his income go. It was but seven hundred a year; and many 
a family contrived to do less upon three thuusainl. To 
sure, the Pumpleys had no children to si)onge iipuii them. 
What they had they spent all on themselves. Ncitluir, if 
the Pompleys never exceeded their income, did they preteiul 
to live much within it. The two eud.s of the year met at 
Christmas, — just met, and no more. 

Colonel Pompley sat at his desk. He was in his well- 
brushed blue coat, buttoned across his breast, his gray 
trousers fitted tight to his limbs, and fastened under his 
boots with a link chain. He saved a great deal of money 
in straps. No one ever saw Colonel Pompley in dressing- 
gown and slippers. He and his honse were alike in order — 
always fit to be seen — 

“ From morn to noon, from noon to dewy eve.” 

The colonel was a short compact man, inclined to be stout, 
— with a very red face, that seemed not only .shaved, but 
rasped. He wore his hair cropped close, except just in front, 
where it formed what the hairdresser called a featluu', hut it 
seemed a feather of iron, so stiff and so strong was it. Pirm* 
ness and precision were emphatically marked on the (jolonePs 
coiinteuaiiee. There was a resolute strain on his feature.s, as 
if he was always employed in making the two ends meet! 

So he sat before liis house-hook, with his steel-pen in his 
hand, and making crosses here and notes of iut(;rrogatiou 
there. 

“Mrs. M'Catchley’s maid,” said the colonel to hiiuself, 
“must be put upon rations. The tea that she drinks! Oooil 
heavens! — tea again!” 

There was a modest ring at the outer door. “ Too early fur 
a visitor!” thought the colonel. “Perhaps it is the watcr- 
i'fates.” ' . 

The neat man-servant — never seen beyond the offices, save 
in grande tenue, plushed and powdered — entered and bowed. 

“A gentleman, sir, wishes to see you.” 

“A gentleman,” repeated the colonel, glancing towards the 
clock. “Are you sure it is a gentleman? ” 
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The mail hesitated. “Why, sir, I beix’t exactly sure; but 
he speaks like a gentlemtiu. He do say he comes from Lon- 
don to see you, sir.” 

A long and interesting correspondence was then being held 
between the colonel and one of his wife’s trustees touching 
the invostracnt of Mrs. Ponipley’s fortune. It might be the 
trustee, — nay, it must bo. The trustee had talked of run- 
ning down to see liiin. 

“Let him come in,” said the colonel, “and when I ring — 
sandwiches and sherry.” 

“Beef, sir?” 

“Ham.” 

The colonel put aside his house-book, and wiped his pen. 

In another minute the door opened and the servant 
announced — 

“Mb. Digby.” 

The colonel’s face fell, and he staggered back. 

The door closed, and Mr. Digby stood in the middle of the 
room, leaning on the great writing-table for support. The 
poor soldier looked sicklier and shabbier, and nearer the end 
of all things in life and fortune, than when Lord L’Estrange 
had thrust the pocket-book into his hands. But still the ser- 
vant showed knowledge of the world in calling him gentle- 
man; there was no other word to apply to him. 

“Sir,” began Colonel Pompley, recovering himself, and 
with groat solemnity, “I did not expect this pleasure.” 

The poor visitor stared round him dizzily, and sank into a 
chair, breathing ha.rd. The colonel looked as a man only 
looks upon a ])oor relation, and buttoned up first one trouser 
pocket and then the other. 

“I thought you were in Canada,” said the colonel, at last. 

Mr. Digl’y had now got breath to speak, and he said 
meekly, “The edimate would have killed my child, and it 
is two years since I returned.” 

“You ought to have found a very good place in England to 
make it worth your while to leave Canada.” 

“She could not have lived through another winter in 
Canada, — the doctor said so.” 
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“Pooh/’ quoth the colonel. 

Mr. JDigby drew a long breath. “I would not come to you. 
Colonel Pomploy, while you could think that T came as a 
beggar for myself.” 

The colonel’s brow relaxed. “A very honourable senti- 
ment, Mr. Digby.” 

“No: r have gone through a great deal; but you see, 
Colonel,” added the poor relation, with a faint smile, “the 
campaign is wellnigh over, and peace is at hand.” 

The colonel seemed touched. 

“Don’t talk so, Digby, — I don’t like it. You are younger 
than I am — n.othing more disagreeable than those gloomy 
views of things. You have gut enough to live upon, you 
say, — at least so I understand you. I am very glad to hear 
it; and, indeed, I could not assist you — so many claims on 
me. So it is all very well, Digby.” 

“Oh, Colonel Pompley,” cried the soldier, (dasping his 
hands, and with feverish energy, “I am a .su])})liant, not for 
myself, but my child! I have but one, — only out*, a girl. 
She has been so good to me! She will cost you Htthi. Take 
her when I die; promise her a shelter, a homo. I ask no 
more. You are my nearest relative. I hawe no other to 
look to. You have no children of your own. She will bo 
a blessing to you, as she has been all upon earth to me ! ” 

If Colonel Pompley’s face was red in ordiiuuy hours, no 
epithet sufficiently rubicund or sanguineous can exprtiss its 
colour at this appeal. “The man’s mad,” he said, at last, 
with a tone of astonishment that almost concealed his 
wrath, — “stark mad! I take his child! — lodge and board 
a great, positive, hungry child! Why, sir, many and 
many a time have I said to Mrs. Pompley, ‘ ’T is a mercy 
we have no children. We could never live in this style 
if we had children, — never make both ends meet.’ Child — 
the most expensive, ravenous, ruinous thing in the world — a 
child.” 

“She has been accustomed to starve,” said Mr. Digby, 
plaintively. “Oh, Colonel, let me see your wife, //cj* heart 
I can touch, — she ia a woman/’ 
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Unlucky fatlier! A more untoward, unseasonable request 
tlie Fates could not have put into his lips. 

Mrs. Poinpley see the Digbies! Mrs. Pompley learn the 
condition of tin*, colonel’s grand connections! The colonel 
w(,)uld luwer have b<ien his own man again. At the bare 
idea, ho felt as if he could have sunk into the earth with 
shame. In his alarm he made a stride to the door, with the 
intention of locking it. Good heavens, if Mrs. Poinpley 
should come in I And the man, too, had been announced by 
name. Mrs. Poinpley might have learned already that a 
Uigby was with her husband, — she might be actually dress- 
ing to receive him worthily ; there was not a moment to lose. 

The colonel exploded. “ Sir, I wonder at your impudence. 
See Mrs. Pom|)ley! Hush, sir, hush! — hold your tongue. I 
have disowned your connection. I will not have my wife — a 
woman, sir, of tlie first family — disgraced by it. Yes; you 
need not fire up, John Pompley is not a man to be bullied in 
his own house. I say disgraced. Did not you run into debt, 
and spend your fortune? Did not you marry a low creature, 
— a vulgarian, a tradesman’s daughter? — and your poor 
father such a respectable man, — a beneficed clergyman! 
Did not you sell your commission? Heaven knows what 
became of the money! Did not you turn (I shudder to say 
it) a common stage-playor, sir? And then, when yon were 
on your last legs, did I not give you £200 out of my own 
purse to go to Ciinada? And now here you are again, — and 
ask nu', with a coolness that — that takes away my breath — 
takes away — my breath, sir — to provide for the child yon 
have tliought projier to have, — a child whose connections on 
the mother’s side are of the most abject and discreditable 
condition. Ijoave my house, leave it! good heavens, sir, not 
that way! — ^tliis.” And the colonel opened the glass-door 
that hul into the garden. “I will let you out this way. If 
M,rs. I’ompley should see you!” And with that tliought the 
colonel absolutely hooked his arm into his poor relation’s, and 
hurried him into the garden. 

MV. Digby said not a word, but he struggled ineffectually to 
escape from the colonel’s arm; and bis colour went and came^ 

yot. I, — 24 


f 


MY NOVEL; OR, 


STO 

came and went, with a quickness that showed that in those 
shrunken veins there were still some drops of a soldier^s 
blood. 

But the colonel had now reached a little postern-door in the 
garden-wall. Ho opened the latch, and thrust out his jious 
cousin. Then looking down the lane, which was loTig, straight, 
and narrow, and seeing it was quite solitary, his uye loll upon 
the forlorn man, and remorse shot through his luiurt. Bor a 
moment the hardest of all kinds of avarice, that of the genteel, 
relaxed its gripe. For a moment the most intolerant of all 
forms of pride, that which is based upon false pretences, hushed 
its voice, and the colonel hastily drew out his purse. “ There,” 
said he, '‘that is all I can do for you. Do leave the town as 
quick as you can, and don’t mention your name to any 
one. Your father was such a respectable man, — beneficed 
clergyman!” 

“And paid for your commission, Mr. Pompley, My name! 
1 am not ashamed of it. But do not fear I shall claim your 
relationship. No; I am ashamed of ” 

The poor cousin put aside the purse, .still stretched towards 
him, with a scornful hand, and walked iirmly d(jwn the lane. 

Colonel Pompley stood irresolute. At that moment a win* 
dow in ills house was thrown open. He heard the noise, 
turned round, and saw his wife looking otit. 

Colonel l^ompley sneaked back through the shrubbery, 
hiding himself amongst the trees. 


CHAPTEE X. 

“Ill-luck is a hetise,^’ said the great Cardinal Bichelieu; 
and in the long run, I fear, his Eminence was right. If you 
could drop Dick Avenel and Mr. Digby in the middle of Oxford 
Street, — Dick in a fustian jacket, Digby in a suit of sui)e.r- 
fine; Dick with five shillings in his pocket, Digby with £1000, 
“ - and if, at the end of ten years, you looked up your two men, 
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Dick would be on bis road to a fortune, Digby — what we liave 
seen hii\i ! Yet Bigby bad no vice; be did not drink nor gam- 
ble. WJiat was be, then? Helpless. He bad been an only 
son, — a spoiled e.bild, brought up as “a gentleman; ” that is, 
as a mail who was not expected to be able to turn bis hand to 
anytbiiig. He entered, as we bave seen, a very expensive regi- 
ment, wborein lie found biinself, at bis father’s death, with 
Ji400{) and the iiicupaeity to say “Ho.” Not naturally extrav- 
agant, but without an idea of the value of money, — the easiest, 
gentlest, best-tempered man whom example ever led astray. 
This part of his career comprised a very common history, — 
the poor man living on equal terms with the rich. Debt; 
recourse to usurers; bills signed sometimes for others, re- 
newed at twenty per cent; the £4000 melted like snow; 
pathetic appeal to relations ; relations have children of their 
own; small help given grudgingly, eked out by much advice, 
and coupled with conditions. Amongst the conditions there 
was a very proper and prudent one, — exchange into a less 
expensive regiment. Exchange effected ; peace; obscure coun- 
try (piarters; emmi, flute-playing, and idleness. Mr. Bigby 
had no resoure.es on a rainy day — except flute-playing; pretty 
girl of inferior rank; all the officers after her; Bigby smitten; 
pretty girl very virtuous; Bigby forms honourable intentions; 
excellent sentiments; imprudent marriage. Bigby falls in 
life; colonel’s lady will not associate with Mrs. Digby; 
Bigby (!ut by his whole kith and kin; many disagreeable 
circumstances in regimental life; Bigby sells out; love in a 
cottage ; exeemtion in ditto. Digby had been much applauded 
as an amateur actor ; thinks of the stage ; genteel comedy, — 
a gentlemanlike profession. Tries in a provincial town, under 
another name; unhappily succeeds; life of an actor; hand-to- 
mouth life; illness; chest affected; Bigby ’s voice becomes 
hoarse and feeble; not aware of it; attributes failing suc- 
cess to ignorant provincial public; appears in London; is 
hissed; returns to the provinces sinks into very small parts; 
prison ; despair ; wife dies ; appeal again to relations ; a sub- 
scription made to get rid of him; send him out of the coun- 
try; place in Canada, — superintendent to an estate, £150 a 
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year; pursued by ill-luck; never before JBt for business, not 
fit now; lionest as the day, but keeps slovenly accounts; child 
cannot bear the winter of Canada; Bigby wrapped up in the 
child; return home; mysterious life for two years; child 
patient, thoughtful, loving; has learned to work; manages 
fur fatlier; often supports him; constitution ra])idly break- 
ing; thought of what will become of Ids child, — worst 
disease of all. Poor Digby ! never did a base, cruel, unkind 
thing in his life; and hero he is, walking down the lam; from 
Colonel Ponipley’s house ! Now, if Bigby had but learned a 
little of the world’s cunning, I think he would have succeeded 
even with Colonel Pompley. Had he spent the dBl.OO received 
from Lord L ’Estrange with a view to effect; had he bestowed 
a fitting wardrobe on himself and his pretty Helen; had he 
stopped at the last stage, taken thence a smart (dmise and 
pair, and presented himself at Colonel Pompley’s in a way 
that would not have discroditt'd the colonel’s counoe-tiou, and 
then, instead of praying for honu; and shcH.er, asked the 
colonel to become gua.rdia,n to his child in case of his death, 
I have a strong notion that the colonel, in spit(; of his iivarice, 
would have stretched both ends so as to take hi Hehui Bigby. 
But our poor friend had no such arts. Indee.d, oi‘ the iilOO 
he had already very little loft, for before leaving town lie had 
committed what Sheridan considered the extreme of extrava- 
gance, — frittered away his money in paying Ids debts; and 
as for dressing up Helen and himself — if that thought had 
over occurred to him, he would have roj(;cted it as foolish. 
He would have thought that the more, he showi'-d his poverty, 
the more he would be pitied, — the worst niistaki; a poor 
cousin can commit. According to Theophrastus, the par- 
tridge of Paphlagonia has two hearts: so have most men; it 
is the common mistake of the unlucky to knock at the wrong 
•■one'. ■ ■■■ 
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CHAPTEIl XI. 

Mb. Digby entered tlie room of the inn in which he had 
left Helen. She was seated by the window, and lookiug out 
wistfully on the narrow street, perhaps at the children at 
play. There had never been a playtime for Helen Digby. 
She sprang forward as her father came in. His coming was 
her holiday. 

‘‘We must go back to London,” said Mr. Digby, sinking 
helplessly on the chair. Then with his sort of sickly smile, 
— for ho was bland even to his child, — “Will you kindly 
inquire when the first (joach leaves?” 

All tlio iiotivG cares of tlieir careful life devolved upon that 
quiet child. Slio kissed her father, placed before him a cough 
mixture wliich he liad brought from London, and went out 
silently to make the necessary inquiries, and prepai-e for the 
journey back. 

At eight o'clock the father and child were seated in the 
night-coacdi, with one other passenger, — a man muffled up to 
the chill. After the first mile the man let down one of the 
windows. Though it was .summer the air was chill and raw. 
Digby shive.red and coughed. 

Helen pliU'.tul hen: hand on the window, and, leaning towards 
tlu^ passenger, whispered softly. 

“Eh!” said tlie passenger, “draw up the window? You 
have got your own window; this is mine. Oxygen, young 
lady, ” he added solemnly, “ oxygen is the breath of life. Cott, 
child!” he continued with suiipressed choler, and a 'Welsh 
pronunciation, “Cott! let us breathe and live.” 

Helen was frightened, and recoiled. , 

Her father, wlio had not heard, or had not heeded, this 
colloquy, retreated into the corner, put up the collar of his 
coat, and coughed again. 

“It is cold, my dear,” said he, languidly, to Helen. 
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The passenger caright the word, and replied indignantly, 
hut as if soliloquizing, — 

“Oold — ugh! I do believe the English are the stuffiest 
people! Look at their four-post beds -—all the curtains 
drawn, shutters closed, board before the chimney — not a 
house with a ventilator! Cold — ugh!” 

The window next Mr. Bigby did not fit well into its frame. 

“There is a sad draught,” said the invalid. 

Helen instantly occupied herself in stopping tip the chinks 
of the window with her handkerehief. Mr. Bigby glanced 
ruefully at the other window. The look, which was very 
eloquent, aroused yet more the traveller’s spleen. 

“Pleasant!” said he. “Gott! I .suppose you will ask 
me to go outside next! But people who travel in a coach 
should know tlie law of a coach. I don’t interfere with your 
window; you have no business to interfere with mine.” 

“Sir, I did not speak,” said Mr. Bigby, meekly. 

“But Miss. here did.” 

“Ah, sir ! ” said Helen, plaintively, “if you knew how Papa 
suffers ! ” And her hand again moved towards the obnoxious 
window. 

“No, my dear; the gentleman is in his right,” said Mr. 
Bigby; and, bowing with his wonted suavity, he added, 
“Excuse her, sir. She thinks a great deal too much of me.” 

The passenger said nothing, and Helen nestled closer to her 
father, and strove to screen him from the air. 

The passenger moved uneasily. “Well,” said he, with a 
sort of snort, “ air is air, and right is right : but here goes — ” 
and he hastily drew up the window. 

Helen turned her face full towards the passenger with a 
grateful expression, visible even in the dim light. 

“You are very kind, sir,” said poor Mr. Bigby; “I am 
ashamed to — ” his cough choked the rest of the sentence. 

The passenger, who was a plethoric, sanguineous man, felt 
as if he were stifiing. But he took off his wrappctrs, and 
resigned the oxygen like a hero. 

Presently he drew nearer to the sufferer, and laid hand on 
his wrist. 
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“You are feverish, I fear. I am a medical man. St I — 
one — two. Cott! you should not travel; you are not fit 
for it ! ” 

Mj'. I)ig])y shook his head; he was too feeble to reply. 

The passenger thrust his hand into his coat-pocket, and 
drew out what seemed a cigar-case, but what, in fact, 
was a leathern repertory, containing a variety of minute 
phials. 

From one of these phials he extracted two tiny globules. 
“There,” said he, “open your mouth, put those on the tip of 
your tongue. They will lower the pulse, check the fever. 
Be better presently, but should not travel, want rest; you 
should be in bed. Aconite ! Henbane ! hum ! Your papa 
is of fair complexion, — a timid character, 1 should say, — a 
horror of work, perhaps. Eh, child? ” 

“Sir!” faltered Helen, astonished and alarmed. Was the 
man a conjuror? 

“ A case for phosphor ! ” cried the passenger : “ that fool 
Browne would have said arsenic. Don’t be persuaded to take 
arsenic I ” 

“Arsenic, sir!” echoed the mild Digby. “No: however 
unfortunate a man may be, I think, sir, that suicide is — 
tempting, perhaps, but highly criminal.” 

“Suicide,” said the passenger, tranquilly, — “suicide is my 
hobby ! You have no symptom of that kind, you say?” 

“ Good heavens ! No, sir.” 

“ If ever you feel violently impelled to drown yourself, take 
pulsatilla } but if you feel a preference towards blowing out 
yo\ir brains, accompanied with weight in the limbs, loss of 
appetite, dry cough, and bad corns, sulphuret of antwiowj. 
Don’t forget.” 

'Idiough poor Mr. Digby confusedly thought that the gen- 
tleman was oiit of his mind, yet he tried politely to say “ that 
he was much obliged, and would be sure to remember;” but 
his tongue failed him, and his own ideas grew jperplexed. 
His head fell back heavily, and he sank into a silence which 
seemed that of sleep. 

The traveller looked hard at Helen, as she gently drew her 
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father's head on her shoulder, and there pillowed it with a 
tenderness which was more that of a mother than child. 

“jM.oral affections, soft, compassionate !~ a good ednld and 

would go well with— 

Helen hold up her finger, and glanced from her father to 
the traveller, and then to her father again. 

“Certainly , — pulsatilla ! ” muttered the homreopathist ; 
and ensconcing himself in his own corner, he also sought to 
sleep. But after vain efforts, accompanied by restless ges- 
tures and movements, he suddenly started up, and again 
extracted his phial-book. 

“What the deuce are they to me ? ” he muttered. “Morbid 
sensibility of character — coffee ? No ! — accompanied by 
vivacity and violence — nvx!” He brought his book to the 
window, contrived to read the label on a ])igmy bottle. 
^‘Nux! that ’s it," he said, — and he swallowed a globule ! 

“Now," quoth he, after a pause, “1 don’t cart^ a straw for 
the misfortunes of other people; nay, 1 have half a mind to let 
down the window." 

Helen looked up. 

“But I 'll not," he added resolutfdy; and this time he fell 
fairly asleep. 


CHAPTEB XII, 

This coach stopped at eleven o’clock to allow the pfissengers 
to sup. The homoeopathist woke up, got out, gave, himseif a 
shake, and inhaled the fresh air into his vigorr)us lungs with 
an evident sensation of delight. Ho then turned a,nd looked 
into the coach. 

“Let your father get out, my dear,” said ho, with a tone 
more gentle than usual. “I should like to see him. indoors, — 
perhaps I can do him good.” 

But what was Helen's terror when she found that her father 
did not stir 1 He was in a deep swoon, and still quite insenai- 
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l)le wlien they lifted him from the carriage. When lie recov- 
(n-ed liis senses his cough returned, and the effort brought up 
blood. 

It was impossilde for him to proceed farther. The liom(BO- 
pathist assisted to undress and put him into bed. And having 
administered another of his mysterious globules, he inquired 
of th(^ landlady liow far it was to the nearest doctor, — for the 
inn stood by itself in a small hamlet. There was the parish 
apothecary three miles off. But on hearing that the gentle- 
folks employed Dr. Dosewell, and it was a good seven miles 
to his house, the homoeopathist fetched a deep breath. The 
coach only stopped a quarter of an hour. 

“Oott!” said he, angrily, to himself, “the nux was a 
failure. My sensibility is chronic. I must go through a 
long course to get rid of it. Hollo, guard! get out my 
oarpet-ba,g. I sha’n’t go on to-night.” 

And the good man after a very slight supper went upstairs 
again to the sufferer. 

“Shall I send for Dr. Dosewell, sir?” asked the landlady, 
stopping him at tlie door. 

“ Hum ! At what liour to-morrow does the next coach to 
London pass? ” 

“Not before eight, sir.” 

“Well, send for the doctor to be here at seven. That leaves 
ns at least some hours free from allopathy and murder,” 
grunted tlie disciple of Hahnemann, as he entered the room. 

Whether it was tlu! globule that the homoeopathist had 
adrainistorod, or the effect of nature, aided by rejiose, that 
checked the effusion of blood, and restored some temporary 
strfuigtli to the jioor sufferer, is more than it becomes one not 
of the Eaculty to opine. But certainly Mr. Digby seemed 
bcdter, and h(^ gradually fell into a profound sleep, but not 
till the doctor had })ut liis ear to his chest, tapped it with his 
liand, and asked several questions; after which the homoeo- 
pathist retired into a corner of the room, and leaning his face 
on his ha,nd seemed to meditate. Erom his thoughts he was 
disturbed by a gentle touch. Helen was kneeling at his feet. 

“Is he very ill, very?” said she ; and her fond wistful eyes 
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were fixed on tlie physician’s with all the earnestness of 
despair. 

“Your father is very ill,” replied the doctor, after a short 
pause, “Ho cannot move hence for some rhiys at least. T 
am going to London; shall I call on your rcdations, and tell 
some of them to join yon? ” 

“No, thank you, sir,” answered Helen, colouring. “Ikit 
do not fear; I can nurse Papa. I think he Ims b(?«n worse* 
before, — that is, he has complained more.” 

The homoaopathist rose, and took two strides across the 
room; then he paused by the bed, and listened to the 
breathing of the sleeping man. 

He stole back to the child, who was still kneeling, took her 
in his arms and kissed her. “Tanin it,” said he, angrily, and 
putting her down, “go to bed now, — you are not wanted any 
more.” 

“Please, sir,” said Helen, “I cannot leave him so. If he 
wakes he would miss me.” 

The doctor’s hand trembled; he had recourse to liia 
globules. 

“Anxiety — grief suppressed,” muttered he. “Don’t you 
want to cry, my dear? Cry, — do ! ” 

“I can’t,” murmured Helen. 

“Pulsatilla!^’ said the doctor, almost with triumph. “I 
said so froin the first. Open your mouth — hero! Good- 
night. My room is opposite, — No. (>; call mo if he wakes.” 


CHAPTER XIII. 

At seven o’clock Dr. Dosewell arrived, and was shown into 
the room of the homosopafchist, who, already up and dressed, 
had visited his patient. 

“My name is Morgan,” said the homoeopathist; “I am a 
physician. I leave in your hands a patient whom, I fear, 
neither I nor you can restore. Cpme and look at him.” 
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The two doctors went into the sick-room. Mr. Bigby was 
very feeble, bnt he had recovered his consciousness, and, 
inclined his head courteously. 

“1 am sorry to cause so much trouble,” said he. The 
honunopatliist drew away Helen; the allopathist seated him- 
self by the bedside and put his questions, felt the pulse, 
sounded the lungs, and looked at the tongue of the patient. 
Heleid.s eye was :lixed on the strange doctor, and her colour 
rose, and her eye sparkled when he got up cheerfully, and 
said in a pleasant voice, “You may have a little tea.” 

“Tea ! ” growled the homceopathist, — “ barbarian ! ” 

“He is better, then, sir?” said Helen, creeping to the 
allopathist. 

“Oh, yes, my dear, — certainly; and we shall do very well, 
I hope. ” 

The two doctors then withdrew. 

“Last about a week!” said Dr. Bosewell, smiling pleas- 
antly, and showing a very white set of teeth. 

“ I should have said a month ; but our systems are different,” 
replied I)r, Morgan, dryly. 

Bk. .Dosewkivl (courteously). — “We country doctors bow 
to our metropolitan superiors; what would you advise? You 
ivould venture, perhaps, the experiment of bleeding.” 

Bb. Mokgan (.spluttering and growling Welsh, which he 
never did but in excitement). — “Bleed I Cott in heaven ! do 
you think I am a putcher, an executioner? Bleed ! IST ever. ” 

,Bb. Bosewell. — don’t find it answer, myself, when 
both lungs are gone ! But i)erhaps you are for inhaling? ” 

•Db. MoBaAnr- — “Piddledee !” 

Dr. Bosewell (with some displeasure). — “What would 
you advise, then, in order to prolong our patient’s life for 
a month?” 

Bb. Mobgan. — “ Give him Ehus ” 

Dr. Bosewell. — “lihus, sir! Rhus/ I don’t know that 
medicine. Rhus !" 

Bb. Moboax. — ‘‘‘ Rhus Toi & icodeifidron " I 

The length of the last word excited Br. Bosewcll’s resp|bt. 
A. word of five syllables, — that was something like ! 


S80 


m NOVEL; OR, 


bowed deferentially, but still looked puzzled. At last he 
said, smiling frankly, “You great London practitioners hav(3 
so many new inedioines: may I ask wliat Rhus toxico — 
toxieo — 

“Dendron.” 

“Is?” 

“The juice of the upas, — vulgarly eulled tlie poison-tree.” 

Dr. Dosewell started. 

“Upas — poison-tree — little birds that come under the 
shade fall down dead! You give upas juice in these des- 
perate cases: what the dose?” 

Dr. Morgan grinned maliciously, and produced a globule 
the size of a small pin’s head. 

Dr. Dosewell recoiled in disgust. 

“Oh!” said he, very coldly, and assuming at once an air of 
superb superiority, “I see, a homoeopathist, sir!” 

“A homoeopathist.” 

“Urn!” 

“Urn!” 

“A strange system, Dr. Morgan,” said Dr. Dosewell, 
recovering his elieerful smile, but with a curl of contempt 
in it, “and would soon do for the druggists.” 

“Serve ’em right. The druggists soon do for the patients.” 

“Sir!” 

“Sir!” 

Dn. Dosewull (with dignity). — “Yon don’t know, per- 
haps, Dr, Morgan, that T am an apotbccary as w<dl as a 
surgeon. In fact,” he added, with a certain grand humility, 
“I have not yet taken a diploma, and :i,m but doctor liy 
courtesy.” 

Dit. Mougan. — “All one, sir! Doctor signs the deatb- 
warrant, ’pothecary does the deed!” 

Dr. Dosewell (with a withering sneer). — “Certninly we 
don’t profess to keep a dying man alive upon the juice of 
the d adly upas-tree.” 

Dr. MoK(5A>r (comi)laceiitly). — “Of course yon don’t. 
There are no poisons with us. That’s just the difference 
between you and me. Dr, Dosewell.” 
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Dk. Dosicwell (pointing to the homoeopathist’s travelling 
pluirniiuiopaiia, a,nd with affected candour). — “Indeed, I have 
always said tliat if you can do no good, you can do no harm, 
with your inhnitesiinals.” 

Dr. Mnrga,n, who had botjn obtuse to the insinuation of 
poisoning, fires up viohjiitly at the charge of doing no harm. 

“ Vou know nothing about it! I could kill quite as many 
people as you, if T chose it; but 1 don’t choose.” 

Dn. Dosewklu (shrugging his shoulders). — “Sir! ’fcis no 
use arguing; the tiling’s against common-sense. In short, it 
is my firm belief that it is — is a complete — ” 

De. Mokgan. — “A complete what? ” 

De. Dosewell (provoked to the utmost). — “Humbug!” 

De. Moegan. — “ Humpug ! Cott in heaven ! You old — ” 

Be. Dosewell. — “ Old what, sir? ” 

Be. Moegan (at homo in a series of alliteral vowels, which 
none but a Gymbrian could have uttered without gasping). — 
“ Old allopatliical anthropophagite ! ” 

Be. Boseweli. (starting np, seizing by the back the chair 
on which he had sat, and bringing it down violently on its 
four legs). — “Sir!” 

Be. Moegan (imitating the action with his own chair). — 
“Sir!” 

Be. Dosewell. — “ You ’re abusive.” 

Be. Moegan. — “You ’re impertinent.” 

Be. Dosewell. — “S ir!” 

Be. Moe(san. — “S ir!” 

The two rivals confronted each other. 

They were both athletic men, and fiery men. Br. Bosewell 
was the tailor, buf; Br. Morgan was the stouter. Br. Dose- 
well on the mother’s side was Irish; but Br. Morgan on both 
sides was Welsh. All things considered, I would have backed 
Br. Morgan if it bad come to blows. But, luckily for the 
honour of science, hero the chambermaid knocked at the door, 
and said, “The coach is coming, sir.” 

Dr. Morgan recovered his temper and his manners at that 
announcement. “Br. Dosewell,” said he, “I have been too 
hot, — T apologize.” 
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“Dr. Morgan,” answered the allopathist, “I forgot myself. 
Your hand, sir.” 

Dk. Morgan. -—“We are both devoted to Immanity, tlumgh 
with different opinions. We should respect ciuih other.” 

Dr. Dosewell. — “W hej’O look for liberality, if men of 
science are illiberal to their brethren? ” 

.Dr. MoRoiAN (aside). — “The old hyi)ocrite ! Ho would 
pound me in a mortar if the law would let him.” 

Dr. Dosevvele (aside). — “The wretched charlatan! I 
should like to pound him in a mortar.” 

Dr. Morgan. — “ Good-by, my esteemed and worthy 
bi’otlier.” 

Dr. Dosewell. — “My excellent friend, good-by.” 

Dr. Morgan (returning in haste). — “I forgot. I don’t 
think our poor patient is very rich, I confide him to your 
disinterested benevolence.” (Hurries away.) 

Dr, Dosewell (in a rage). — “ Seven miles at six o’clock 
in the morning, and perhaps done out of my foe! Quack! 
Villain!” 

Meanwhile, Dr. Morgan had returned to the sick-room. 

“I must wish you farewell,” said he to poor Mf’. Dighy, 
who was languidly sipping his tea. “But you are in the 
hands of a — of a — gentleman in the profession.” 

“You have been too kind, — J am shocked,” said Mr. Digby. 
“Helen, where ’s my purse?” 

Dr. Morgan paused. 

He paused, first, because it must be owned that his practice 
was restricted, and a fee gratified the vanity natural to unap- 
preciated talent, and had the charm of novelty, which is sweet 
to human nature itself. Secondly, he was a man — 

“ Who knew his rights ; and, knowing, dared maintain.” 

He had resigned a coach fare, stayed a night, and thougbt he 
had relieved his patient. He had a right to his f(H\ 

On the other hand, he paused, because, though he had 
small practice, he was tolerably well off, and did not care 
tot money in itself, and he suspected his patient to be no 
Croesus. 
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Moanwliile tbe purse was in Helen’s hand. He tooh it 
from her, and saw hut a few sovereigns within the well-worn 
network, lie drew the ehild a little aside. 

“Answer nn^, my dear, frankly, ■— is your papa rich?-*’ 
And lie glanced at the shabby clothes strewed on the chair 
and Helen’s fad(;d frock. 

“Alas, no!” said Helen, hanging her head. 

“ Is that all you have? ” 

“AIL” 

“I am ashamed to olfer you two guineas,” said Mr. Digby’s 
hollow voice from the bed. 

“ And I should be still more ashamed to take them. Good- 
by, sir. Come here, my child. Keep your money, and don’t 
waste it on the other doctor more than you can help. His 
medicines can do your father no good. But I suppose you 
must have some. He ’s no physician, therefore there ’s no 
fee. He ’ll send a bill, — it can’t be much. You uuderstand. 
And now, God bless you.” 

Br. Morgan was off. But, as he paid the landlady his bill, 
he said considerately, “The poor people upstairs can pay you, 
but not Hiat doctor, — and he ’s of no use. Be kind to the 
little girl, a, ml get the doctor to tell his patient (quietly of 
course) to write to his friends^ — soon — yon understand. 
Somebody must take charge of the poor child. And stop — 
hold your hand; take care — these globules for the little girl 
when her father diesj,” — here the doctor muttered to himself, 
“ grief, — aconite, and if she cries too much afterwards, these 
— (don’t mistake). Tears , — ■ caustic!” 

“Come, sir,” cried the coachman. 

“Coming; tears, — repeated the homoeopathist, 
pulling out hi.s handkerchief and his phial-hook together as 
he got into the coach; and he hastily swallowed his anti- 
lachrymal. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

Eichabi) AVT 5 N 15 L wBs ih a state of great nervous excite- 
ment, He proposed to give an. entertainment of a kind 
wholly new to the experience of Screwstown. Mrs. M‘ Catch - 
ley had described with much eloquence the Dijeimes dansants 
of her fashionable friends residing in the elegant suburbs of 
Wimbledon and Eulhain. She declared that nothing was so 
agreeable. She had even said point-blank to Mr, Avencl, 
“ Why don’t you give a Dijeuni danmnt ? ” And, therewith, 
a Uejeime dansaut Mr, Avenel resolved to give. 

The day was fixed, and Mr. Avenel entered into all the 
requisite preparations, with the energy of a man and the prov- 
idence of a woman. 

One moruiiig as he stood musing on tlie lawn, irresolute as 
to the best site for tluj tents, Leonard came np to him with an 
open letter in his hand. 

“My dear uncle,” said he, softly. 

“Ha!” exclaimed Mr. Avenel, with a start. “Ha — well, 
what now?” 

“I liave just received a letter from Air. Dah*. He tells me 
that my poor mother is very restless and nmsisy, b(‘(*,ause he 
cannot assure her that he has heard from me; and his letter 
requires an answer. Indeed I shall seem very iuigr;ite.i’itl to 
him^ — to all — if i do not write.” 

Kiehard Avenel’s brows met. He uttered an iinpatic'nt 
“Pish!” and turned away. Then coming back, be fixed bis 
clear hawk-like eye on Leonard’s ingenuous lumnte.nance, 
linked his arm into his nephew’s, and drew him into the 
shrubbery. 

“Well, Leonard,” said he, after a pause, “it is time that 1 
should give you some idea of my plans with regard to you. 
You have seen my manner of living — some difference from 
what you ever saw before, T calculate! Now I have given 
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you, what no one gave me, a lift in the world; and where I 
place you, there you must help yourself.” 

“Such is my duty and my desire,” said Leonard, heartily. 
“Good. You are a clever lad, and a genteel lad, and will 
do me credit. I have had doubts of what is best for you. At 
one time I thought of sending you to college. That, I know, 
is Mr. Dale’s wish ; perhaps it is your own. But I have given 
up that idea; I have something better for you. You have a 
clear head for business, and are a capital arithmetician. I 
think of bringing you up to superintend my business; by and 
by I will admit you into partnership; and before you are 
thirty you will be a rich man. Come, does that suit you? ” 
“My dear uncle,” said Leonard, frankly, but much touched 
by this generosity, “it is not for me to have a choice. I 
should have preferred going to college, because there I might 
gain independence for myself and cease to be a burden on you. 
Moreover, my heart moves me to studies more congenial with 
the college than the counting-house. But all this is nothing 
compared with my wish to be of use to you, and to prove in 
any w'ay, however feebly, my gratitude for all your kindness.” 

“You ’re a good, grateful, sensible lad,” exclaimed Richard, 
heartily; “and believe me, though I’m a rougii diamond, I 
have your true interest at heart. You can be of use to me, 
and ill being so you will best serve yourself. To tell you the 
truth, I have some idea of changing my condition. There ’s 
a lady of fashion and quality who, I think, may condescend 
to become Mrs. Avenel; and if so, I shall probably reside a 
great part of the year in London. I don’t want to give up my 
business. No other investment will yield the same interest. 
But you can soon learn to superintend it for me, as .some day 
or other I may retire, and then you can step in. Once a 
memlier of our great commercial class, and with your talents 
you may be anything, — member of parliament, and after that, 
minister of State, for what I know. And ray wife — hem! — ■ 
that is to be — has great coniiectioim, and yon shall marry 
well; and — oh, the Avenels will hold their heads with the 
highest, after all! Damn the aristocracy! we clever fellows 
will be tlie aristocrats, eli?” Richard rubbed his hands. 
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Certainly, as we have seen, Leonard, 6.sj)ecial]y in his 
earlier steps to knowledge, had repined at his position in 
the many degrees of life,; certainly he was still ambitious; 
certainly he could not now have returned contentedly to tlie 
humble occupation he had left; and woe to the yoinig man 
who does not hear with a quickened pulse and ])riglitening 
eye words that promise iudopeiuhmco, and flatter with the 
hope of distinction. Still, it was with all the reaction of 
chill and mournful disappointment that Lc-.oimrd, a few hours 
after this dialogue with his uncle, found himself alone in tlie 
fields, and pondering over the prospects before him. He had 
set his heart upon completing his intellectual education, upon 
developing those powers within him which yearned for an 
arena of litej-ature, and revolted from the routine of trade. 

But to his credit be it said, that he vigorously resisted this 
natural disappointment, and by di'grces schooled himself to 
look cheerfully on the path imposed on his duty, ajid sanc- 
tioned by the manly sense that was at the core of his 
character. 

I believe that this self-conqiu'st showed that the boy had 
true genius. The false genius would have written sonnets 
and despaired. 

But still, Eichard Avenel left his nephew sadly perplexed 
as to the knotty question from which tlu'.ir talk on the future 
had diverged, — namely, should lui write to the parson, and 
assure the fears of his mother? How do so without Eichard’s 
consent, when Eichard liad on a former occasion so imperi- 
ously declared that, if he did, it would los(‘. his mother all 
that Eichard intended to settle on her? While ho was debat- 
ing this matter with his conscience, 1 (sailing against a stile 
that interrupted a path to the town, Leonard f’^airfudd was 
startled by an exclamation. He looked up, and beheld Mr. 
Sprott the tinker. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

The tinker, blacker and grimmer than ever, stared bard at 
the alteired person of liis old acquaintance, a, ml extended liis 
sable lingers, as if inclined to convince himself by the sense 
of touch that it was Leonard in the llesh that he beheld, under 
vestments so marvellously elega,nt and preternaturally spruce. 

Leonard shrank mechanically from the contact, while in 
great surprise he faltered, — 

“You here, Mr. Sprott ! What could bring you so far from 
home? ” 

“’Ome!” echoed the tinker, “I has no ’ome! or rather, 
d’ye see, Mnste.r Eairfilt, I makes myself at ’ome verever I 
goes ! Lor’ love ye ! T hen’t settled on no parridge, 1 van- 
ders here and I vandcrs there, and that ’s my ’ome verever I 
can mend my kettles and sell my tracks ! ” 

So saying, the tinker slid his panniers on the ground, gave 
a grunt of release and sati.s faction, and seated himself with 
great composure on the stile from which Leonard had retreated. 

“But, dash my vig,” resumed Mr. Sprott, as he once more 
surveyed Leonard, “vy, you bees a rale gentleman, now, 
mTel'i// Vet’s the dodge, eh?” 

“Dodge!” repe.ated Leonard, mechanically, “I don’t under- 
stand you.” Then, thinking that it was neither necessary nor 
expedi(Uit to kiiep up his acquaintance witli Mr. Sprott, nor 
prudent to expose himself to the battery of questions which 
lie fo].’esaw that further parley would bring upon him, he 
extended a crown-piece to the tinker; and saying, with a 
half -smile, “You must excuse me for leaving you — I have 
business in the town; and do me the favour to accept this 
trifle,” he walked briskly off. 

The tinker looked long at the crown-piece, and then sliding 
it into his pocket, said to himself, — 

“Ho, ’ush-money ! Ko go, my swell cove,”' 
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After venting that brief soliloquy he sat silent a little 
while, till Leonard was nearly out of sight; then rose, 
resumed his fardel, and creeping quick along thti lK;dg(.i- 
rows, followed Leonard towards the town, dust in the last 
he, Id, as he looked over the hedge, he saw Leonard accosted 
by a gentleman of comely mien and important swagger. That 
gentleman soon left the young man, and. came, whistling loud, 
up the ])ath, and straight to\var<Ls the tinker. Hr. 8prott 
looked round, but the hedge was too neat, to allow of a gocai 
hiding-place, so he j)ut a bold front on it, and stepped, forth 
like a man. lJut, alas for him ! before he got into the public 
path, the proprietor of the land, Mr. Ilicliard A vend (for the 
gentleman was no less a persomige), had spied out the tres- 
passer, and called to him with a ‘dlillo, fellow,” that bespoke 
all the dignity .of a man who owns acres, and all the, wu-atli of 
a man who beholds those acres impudently invaded. 

The tinker stopped, and Mr. Aveind stalked U]) to him. 

“What the devil a.re you doing on my pro])erty, lurking by 
my hedge? I suspect you :i.re an incendiary ! ” 

“I be a tinker,” (piutli iVlr. Sprott, not lo\iting low, for a 
sturdy republican was Mr. Sprott, but, like a Icjrd of human 
kind, — 

“ Pride in his port, defiance in his eye.” 

Mr. Avenel’s fingers itched to knock the tinker’s villanous 
hat oJf his jacobiuical held, but he repressed the undignified 
impulse by thrusting both hands deep into his trousers’ 
pockets. 

“A tinker!” he cried, — “tha,t’s a vagrant; and I’m a 
magistrate, and I ’ve a great mind to send you to the tread- 
mill, — that I have. What do you do her(i, I say? You liavi' 
not answered my question.” 

“What does I do ’ere?” said Mr. Sprott. “Vy, you had 
better ax my erakter of the young gent 1 saw you ta,lking 
with just now; he knows me.” 

“What! my nephew know'-s you?” 

“W~hew,” whistled the tinker, “ your nephew is it, sir? 
I have a great respek for your family. I ’ve knowed Mrs. 
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Fairtilt tlie vashervoman tliis many a year. I ’umbly ax your 
pardon.” And lie took off his liat this time. 

Mr. A.venel turned red and white in a breath. He growled 
out something inaudible, turned on his heel, and strode off. 
’riie tinker w;it(died him as he had watched Leoinird, and then 
dogged the uncle as he had dogged the nephew. 1 don’t pre- 
sume to say that there was cause and effect in what happened 
that night, but it was w'^hat is called “a curious coincidence'’ 
tliat that night one of Richard Avenel’s ricks was set on fire, 
and that that day he had called Mr. Sprott an incendiary. 
Mr, Sprott was a man of a very high spirit, and did not for- 
give an insult easily. His nature was inflammatory, and so 
was that of the lucifers which he always carried about him, 
with his tracts and glue-pots. 

The next morning there was an inquiry made for the tinker, 
but he had disappeared from the neighbourhood. 


CHAPTER XVI. 

It was a fortunate thing that the dejeune dansant so 
absorbed Mr. Richard Avenel’s thoughts that even the con- 
fla.gration of his rick could not scare away the graceful and 
poetic images connected with that pastoral festivity. He 
was even loose and careless in the questions he put to 
Leonard about the tinker; nor did he send justice in pursuit 
of that itinerant trader; for, to say truth, Richard Avenel was 
a man accustomed to make enemies amongst the lower orders ; 
and though he suspected Mr, Sprott of destroying his rick, 
yet, when he once set about suspecting, he found he had quite 
as good cause to suspect fifty other jiersons. How on earth 
could a man puzzle liimself about ricks and tinkers when all 
his cares and energies were devoted to a dejmrU dansant? It 
was a maxim of Richard Avenel’s, as it ought to be of every 
clever man, “to do one thing at a time;” and therefore he 
postponed all other considerations till the dejmna dansant 
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■was fairly done with. Amongst tliese considerations was the 
letter which Leonard wished to write to the parson. “ Wait 
a bit, and we will both write ! ” said Richard, good-humouredly, 

the moment the dejaune dansant is over ! ” 

It must be owned that this fete was no orditiary })rovincial 
ceremonial. Richard Aveuel was a man to do a thing well 
when he set about it, — 

“ He soused tlie cabbage witli a bounteous heart.” 

By little and little his first notions had expanded, till what 
had been meant to be only neat and elegant now embraced the 
costly and magnificent. Artificers accustomed to deJoAmh 
dansants came all the way from London to assist, to direct, 
to create. Hungarian singers and Tyrolese singers and Swiss 
peasant -women, who were to chant the Ban:: dos Vaehes, and 
milk cows or make syllabubs, were engaged. The great 
marcpiee was decorated as a (lotliic baiupict-hall; tin; break- 
fast itself was to consist of “all the delicacies of the season.” 
In short, as Richard Aveuel said to himself, “ It is a thing 
once in a way; a thing on which I don’t object to spend 
money, provided that the thing in — tlui tiling!” 

It had been a matter of grave meditation liow to make the 
society worthy of the revel ; for Richard Aveuel was not con- 
tented with the mere aristocracy of the town, — Ixis ambition 
had grown with his expenses. “ Since it will cost so much, ” 
said he, “I may as well come it strong, and get in the 
county.” 

True, that he was personally acquainted with very few of 
what are called county families. But still, when a man 
makes himself a mark in a largo town, and can return one 
of the members whom that town sends to parliament; and 
when, moreover, that man proposes to give some superb and 
original entertainment, in which the old can eat and tlu; young 
can dance, there is no county in the island that has nob families 
enow who will be delighted by an invitation from that man. 
And so Richard, finding that, as the thing got talked of, the 
dean’s lady, and Mrs. Pompley, and various other great per- 
sonages, took the liberty to suggest that Squire this, and Sir 
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somebody tliat, would be so pleased if they were asked, fairly 
took the bull by tlie horns, and sent out his cards to Park, 
Hall, and Rectory, within a circumference of twelve miles. 
He iiKjt with but few refusals, and he now counted upon five 
Imndred guests. 

“ In for a penny in for a pound, ” said Mr. Richard Avenel. 
wonder what Mrs. M‘Catchley will sa.y?” Indeed, if the 
whole truth must be known, Mr. Richard Avenel not only 
gave that dejemie dammit in honour of Mrs. M‘Catchley, but 
lie had fixed in his heart of hearts upon that occasion (when 
surrounded by all his splendour, and assisted by the seductive 
arts of Terpsichore and Bacchus) to whisper to Mrs, M'Catchley 
those soft words which — but why not here let Mr. Richard 
Avenel use his own idiomatic and unsophisticated expres- 
sion? “Please the pigs, then,” said Mr. Avenel to himself, 
“ I shall pop the question ! ” 


CHAPTER XVII. 

The Great Day arrived at last; and Mr. Richard Avenel, 
from his dressing-room window, looked on the scene below as 
Hannilial or Napoleon looked from the Alps on Italy. It was 
a scene to grtitify the thought of conquest, and reward the 
labours of ambition. Placed on a little eminence stood the 
singers from the mountains of the Tyrol, their high-crowned 
hats and filigree buttons and gay sashes gleaming in the sun. 
-.rust seen from his place of watch, though concealed from the 
c.asnal eye, the Hungarian musicians lay in amlrash amidst a 
little belt of laurels and American shrubs. Far to the right 
lay what had once been called roforens) the duck- 

pond, where — “Dulce sonant tenui, gutture carmen aves.” 
But the ruthless ingenuity of the head-artificer had converted 
the duck -pond into a Swiss lake, despite grievous wwong and 
sorrow to the assuef-um innoeuumque gmus, — the familiar 
and harmless inhabitants, who had been all expatriated and 
banished from their native waves. Large looles twisted with 
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fn* branches, stuck thickly around the lake, gave to the waters 
the becoming Helvetian gloom. And here, beside three cows 
all bedecked with ribbons, stood the Swiss maidens ilestiiied 
to startle the shades with the Bana ties Vitekcs. d?o the 
left, full upon the sward, which it almost entirely covered, 
stretched the great Gothic marquee, divided into two grand 
sections, — one for the darning, one for the (Ujeuae. 

The day was propitious, — not a cloud in the sky. The 
musicians wunc already tuning their instruments; iigures of 
waiters hired of Gunter — trim and decorous, in black trousers 
and white waistcoats — passed to and fro the space between 
the house and marquee. E-ichard looked and looked; and ,as 
he looked he drew mechanically his razor across the strop; 
and when he had looked his fdl, he turned reluctantly to the 
glass and shaved! All that blessed morning he had been too 
busy, till then, to think of shaving. 

There is a vast deal of character in the way that a man 
performs that operation of shaving! You should have seen 
Richard Avenel shave! You could have judged at once how 
he would shave his neighbours, when you saw the celerity, 
the completeness with which he shaved liimself, — a fore- 
stroke and a backstroke, and tondeMi harha eadshat. Cheede 
and chin were as smooth as glass. You would liave buttoned 
up your pockets instinctively if you had seen him. 

But the rest of Mr. Avcnel’s toilet was not completed with 
correspondent despatch. On his bed, and on his chairs, and 
on his sofa, and on his drawers, lay trousers and vests and 
cravats enough to distract the choice of a Stoic. And first 
one pair of trousers was tried on, and then another — and one 
waistcoat, and then a second, and then a third. Gradually 
that cluf-dd (ewvre, of civilization — a man dressed — grew into 
development and form; and, finally, Mr. Richard Avenel 
emerged into the light of day. He had been lucky in his 
costume, — he felt it. It might not suit every one in colour 
or cut, but it suited him. 

And this was his garb. On such occasion, what epic pot^t 
would not describe the robe and tunic of a hero? 

His surtout — in modern phrase his frockcoat — was blue, a 
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rich blue, a blue that the royal brothers of George the Fourth 
were wont to favour. And the surtout, single-breasted, was 
thrown open gallantly; and in the second button-liole thereof 
was a moss-rose. The vest was white, and the trousers a 
pearl gray, with what tailors style “a handsome fall over the 
boot.” A blue and white silk cravat, tied louse and debonair; 
an ample field of shirt front, with plain gold studs; a pair of 
lemon-coloured kid gloves, and a white hat, placed somewhat 
too knowingly on one side, complete the description, and “give 
the world assurance of the man.” And, with his light, firin, 
well-shaped figure, his clear complexion, his keen, bright 
eye, and features that bespoke the courage, precision, and 
alertness of his character, — that is to say, features bold, not 
large, well-defined, and regular, — you might walk long 
through town or country before you would see a handsomer 
specimen of humanity than our friend Richard Aveiiel. 

Handsome, and feeling that he was handsome; rich, and 
feeling that he was rich; lord of the fke, and feeling that he 
was lord of the/cte, Richard Avenel stepped out upon his lawn. 

And now the dust began to rise along the road, and car- 
riages and gigs and chaises and flies might be seen at near 
intervals and in quick procession. People came pretty much 
about the same time — as they do in the country — Heaven 
reward them for it ! 

Richard Avenel was not quite at his ease at first in 
receiving his guests, especially those whom he did not know 
by sight. But when the dancing began, and he had secured 
the fair hand of Mrs, MHJatchley for the initiary quadrille, 
his courage and presence of mind returned to him; and, see- 
ing that many people whom he had not received at all seemed 
to enjoy themselves very much, he gave up the atteiupt to 
receive those who came after, — and that was a great relief 
to all parties. 

Meanwhile Leonard looked on the animated seene with a 
silent melancholy, which he in vain endeavoured to shake off, 
— a melancholy more common amongst very young men in 
such scenes than we are apt to suppose. Somehow or other, 
the pleasure was not congenial to him; he had no Mrs. 
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M'Catcliley to endear it; he knew very few people, he was 
shy, he felt his position with his unede was equivocal, he had 
not the habit of society, he heard, incideutally, many an. ill- 
natured remark uixm his uncle and the e/ii,terta.iiun(!ut, Ju; 
felt indignant and inortilied. .He had been a great di^al ha.))- 
pier eating his radishes and .i’eadi.iig his book by the little 
fountain in Ricoabocca''s garden. .He retiretl to a (piiet ])art 
of the grounds, seated himself under a tren;, leaned his cheek 
on his hand, and mused. He was soon far away;— happy 
age, when, whatever the present, the future seems so fair 
and so infinite ! 

But now the de-jeune had succeeded the earlier dances; and, 
as champagne flowed royally, it is astonishing how the enter- 
tainment brightened. 

The sun was beginning to slope towards the west, when, 
during a temporary eesvsation of the dnnoc, all the gm'.sts had 
assembled in sneh space a,.s tlio tent left on the lawn, or thickly 
filled the walks immediately adjoining it. Tluj guy dresses 
of the ladies, tlio joyous laughter heard everywhere, and the 
brilliant sunlight over a.ll, conveyed even to Ix’onavd the 
notion, not of mere hypocritical pleasure, but actual health- 
ful happiness. He was ^attracted from his rove.ry, and tiihidly 
mingled with the groups. But Richard Aveuel, with the fair 
Mrs. M'Cafcchloy — her complexion raor (3 vivid, and her eyes 
more dazzling, and her stej) more elastic tlnin usual — had 
turned from the gayety just as Jx3onard had turiual towards 
it, and was now on tlie very spot (romott^, ohscuia^, shaded by 
the few trees above five years old that Mr. Avemdas property 
boasted) which the young dreamer had descu'tcd. 

And then! Ah, then! moment so meet for the' sweet 
question of questions, xfiace so appropriate for the d('.lica,te, 
bashful, murniured poi^ping thereof! — suddenly from tlie 
sward before, from the groups beyond, there floa,t(;d to the 
ears of Richard Avenel an indescribable, mingled, ominous 
sound, —a sound as of a general titter, a horrid, malignant, 
but low cachinnation. And Mrs. M:‘Catchley, stretching 
forth her parasol, exclaimed, “Dear me, Mr. Avenel, what 
can they be all crowding there for?” 
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There are certain sounds and certain sights — the one indis- 
tinct, the other vaguely coujecturable — which, nevertheless, 
we know, by an instinct, bode some diabolical agency at work 
in our affairs. And if any man gives an entertainment, and 
hears afar a general, ill-suppressed, derisive titter, and sees all 
his guests hurrying towards one spot, I defy Idm to remain 
unniovod and uniuquisitive. I defy him still more to take 
that precise occasion (however much he may have before 
designed it) to drop gracefully on his right knee before the 
handsomest Mrs. M^Catchley in the universe, and — pop the 
question! Hichard Avenel blurted out something very like 
an oath; and, half guessing that something must have hap- 
pened that it would not be xjleasing to bring immediately 
under the notice of Mrs. M'Catcliley, he said hastily, “Ex- 
cuse me. I ’ll just go and see what is the matter; pray, stay 
till I come back.” With that he sprang forward; in a minute 
he was in the midst of the group, that parted aside with the 
most obliging complacency to make way for him. 

“But what ’s the matter? ” he asked impatiently, yet fear- 
fully. Not a voice answered. He strode on, and beheld his 
nephew in the arms of a woman ! 

“ God bless my soul ! ” said Eiehard Avenel. 



CHAPTEE XVIII, 

And such a woman I 

Slie had on a cotton gown, — very neat, I dare say, for an 
under-lumsemaid; and thick shoews! She had on a little 
black straw bonnet; and a kerchief, that might have cost ten- 
pence, pinned across her waist instead of a shaA^'•l; and she 
looked altogether — respectable, no doubt, but exceedingly 
dusty! And she was hanging upon Leonard’s neck, and 
scolding, and caressing, and crying very loud. “God bless 
my soul ! ” said Mr. Eiehard Aveheb i 


396 


MY N0VJ5L ; Oil, 


A.nfl as tie uttered that inno(jeiit self-t)ciiediction, ttie woman 
liastily turned round, and darting from tjeonard, tlircw her- 
self right U])on Richard Avcnol — burying under lior embrace 
blue-coat, moss rose, white- waistcoat and all — with a veln;- 
ment sob and a loud exclamation ! 

‘‘Oh! brother l)i(;k I — dear, dear brother Dick! And I 

lives to SCO thoe agin!” And then came two siudi kisses 

you might have heard them a mile, off! The situation of 
l)ruther Dick was appalling; and the crowd, that had before 
only tittered politely, could not now resist tlie (dfect of this 
sudden euibraoe. There was a general explosion ! It -was a 
roar! That roar would have killed a weak man; but it 
sounded to the strong heart of Kichard Avenel like the deti- 
anoe of a foe, and it plucked forth in an instant from all 
conventional let and barrier the iiative spirit of the Anglo- 
Saxon. 

He lifted abruptly his handsome masculine hoiid, and looked 
round the ring of his ill-bred visitors with a haughty stare of 
rebuke and surprise. 

“Ladies and gentlemen,” tl)en said he, very coolly, “I don’t 
see what there is to laugh at ! A. brothnr a, ml sister meet after 
many years’ separation, and the sister (uies, poor thing. For 
my part I think it very natural i,hat nhe should e-ry; but not 
that you should laugh ! ” In an instant the wliolc shame was 
removed from Kichard Ave.nol, and rested in full -weight upon 
the bystanders. It is impossible to say how foolish and 
sheepish they all looked, nor how slinkingly each tried to 
creep off. 

Bichard Avenel seized his advantage with the, promptitude 
of a man who had got on in America, and was, tljcrefore, 
a,CGustomed to make the best of things. He drew klrs. Fair- 
field’s arm in his, and led her into the hou.se; but wJien he 
had got her safe into his parlour —-Leonard following all the 
time — and. the door wms closed upon those three, then Richard 
Avenel ’s ire burst -forth. 

“You impudent, ungrateful, audacious — drab ! ” 

Yes, drab was the word. I am shocked to say R, but the 
duties of a historian are stern; and the word dral). 
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“Drab!” faltered poor Jane Fairfield; and siie clutched 
hold oL' Leonard to save herself from falling. 

“Sir!” cried Leonard, fiercely. 

You might its well liave cried “sir” to a mountain torrent, 
Bicliard hurried on, for he was furious. 

“ You nasty, dirty, dusty dowdy ! How dare you come here 
to disgrace me in my own house and premises, after my send- 
ing you £50 ! To take the very time, too, when — when — ” 

Eicliard gasped for breath; and the laugh of his guests raug- 
in liis ettrs, and got into his chest, and choked him. Jane 
Fairfield drew herself up, and her tears were dried. 

“I did not come to disgrace you! I came to see my boy, 
and — ” 

“Ha!” iiitoiTupted Eichard, “tosee/wm.” 

He turned to Leonard: “You have written to this woman, 
then?” 

“No, sir, I have not.” 

“ I believe you lie.” 

“ He does not lie ; and he is as good as yourself, and better, 
Eichard Averiel,” exclaimed Mrs. Fairfield; “and I won’t 
stand here and hear him insulted, — that 's what I won’t. 
And as for your £60, there are forty-five of it; and I ’ll work 
my fingers to the bone till I pay back the other five. And 
don’t be afeard I shall disgrace you, for 1 ’ll never look on 
your face agin; and you’re a wicked, bad man, — that ’s what 
you are ! ” 

The poor woman’s voice was so raised and so shrill, that 
any other and more remorseful feeling which Eichard might 
have conceived was drowned in his apprehensions that she 
wmiild be overheard by his servants or his guests, — a mascu- 
line appreliension, with which females rarely sympathize; 
which, on the contrary, they are inclined to consider a mean 
and cowardly terror on the part of their male oppressors. 

“ Hush ! hold your infernal squall, — do ! ” said Mr. Avenel, 
in a tone that he meant to he soothing. “ There — sit down, 
— and don’t stir till I come back again, and can talk to you 
calmly. Leonard, follow me, and help to explain things to 
our guests.” - ■ 


898 


MY NOVEL; OR, 


Leonard stood still, but shook his head slightly. 

“What do you mean, sir?” said Richard Aveiicl, in a very 
portentous growl. “Shaking your head at me? Bo you 
intend to disobey me? You had better take care!” 

Leonard’s front rose; he drew one arm round his mother, 
and thus he spoke, — 

“Sir, you have been kind to me, and generous, and that 
thought alone silenced my indignation when I heard you 
address such language to my mother; for I felt that, if I 
spoke, I should say too much. Now I speak, and it is to say, 
shortly, that — ” 

“Hush, boy,” said poor Mrs. Fairfield, frightened; “don’t 
mind me. T did not come to make mischief, and ruin your 
prospex. I ’ll go!” 

“ Will you ask her pardon, M.i. Avenel?” said Leonard, 
firmly; and he advanced towards his umde. 

Richard, naturally hot and intolerant of contradiction, was 
then excited, not only by the angry (uuoti<uis, which, it must 
be owned, a man so anortilied, and in the very fiusli of tri- 
umph, might well experience, but by miudi more wine than 
he was in the habit of <lriukiug; aiul when Leonard ap- 
proached him, he misinterpreted the movement into one of 
menace and aggression. He lifted his arm: “(Jome a stop 
nearer,” said he, between his teeth, “and I’ll knock you 
down.” Leonard advanced the forbidden step; but as Rich- 
ard caught Ins eye, there was something in that (^yc — not 
defying, not threateaiing, but bold and daunth'.ss — whicli 
Richard recognized and respected, for that sometliing spoke 
the Freeman. The uncle’s arm mechanically fell to his side. 

“You cannot strike me, Mr, Avenel,” said Leomird, “for 
you are aware that I could not strike again my mother’s 
brother. As her son, I once more say to you, — ask h(‘,r 
pardon.”: 

“Ten thousand devils! Are you mad? — or do you Avant 
to drive me mad? You insolent beggar, fed and clothed b}’- ray 
charity! Ask her pardon! — what for? That she has made 
me the object of jeer and ridicule with that d — d cotton gown 
and those double-d — d thick shoes — I vow and protest they ’ve 
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got nails in tliein! Hark ye, sir, I Ve been insulted by her, 
but I bu not to be bullied by you. Come with me instantly, 
or I discard you; not a shilling of mine shall you have as long 
as I live. d\ike your (dioioe: be a peasant, a labourer, or-—’' 

“A. base, reiicgadci to natural affection, a degraded beggar 
indeed!” cried. Leonard, his breast heaving, and his cheeks 
in a glow. “Mother, Mother, come away. Never fear, — I 
have strength and youth, and we will work together as 
before.” 

But poor Mrs. Fairfield, overcome by her excitement, had 
sunk down into Richard’s own handsome morocco leather 
easy-ohair, and could neither speak nor stir. 

“Confound you both!” aimttered Richard. “You can’t be 
seen creeping out of my house now. Keep her here, you 
young viper, you; keep her till I come back; and then, if 
you cjlu,)ose to go, go and be — ” 

Not finishing his sentence, Mr. Avenel hurried out of the 
room, and locked the door, putting the key into his pocket. 
He paused for a moment in the hall, in order to collect his 
thoughts, drew three or four deep breaths, gave himself a great 
shake, and, resolved to be faithful to his principle of doing 
one thing at a time, shook off in that shake all disturbing 
recollection of iiis mutinous captives. Stern as Achilles 
when he appeared to the Trojans, Richard Avenel stalked 
back to his lawn. 


CHARTER XIX. 

Bbtuic as had been his absence, the host could see that, iu 
the interval, a great and notable change had come over the 
spirit of his company. Some of tliose who lived in the town 
were evidently preparing to return home on foot; those who 
lived at a distance, and whose carriages (having been sent 
away, and ordered to return at a fixed hour) had not yet 
arrived, were gathered together in small knots and groups ; 
all looked sullen and displeased, and all instinctively turned 
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from tlieir host as he passed them by. They felt they had 
been lectured, and they were more put out than Rich:i,rd him- 
Holf. They did not know if they might not bo loctur(Hl again. 
'This vulgar man, of what might he not be capable? 

Kichard’s shrewd sense comprehended in an insta.nt all the 
difficulties of his position; but he wa,lk('d on dtdibevately and 
directly towards Mrs. M‘(Jatchley, who was standing near the 
grand marquee with the Pompleys and the dean’s lady. As 
thowSe personages saw him make, thus boldly towards them, 
there was a flutter, “Hang the fellow!” sa,id the colonel 
intrenching himself in his stock, “he is coming here. Low 
and shocking — what shall wc do? Let us stroll on.” 

But Richard threw himself in the way of the retreat. 

“Mrs. al'Catchley,” said he, very gravely, and offering her 
his arm, “allow me three words with you,” 

The poor widow looked vmy much dis<ioinposod. Mrs. 
Pompley jmlled her b}'' the sh.'evo. RiiOiard still stood 
gazing into her face, with his arm (Extended. She hesi- 
tated a minute, and then took the aian. 

“Monstrous impudent! ” cried the (ioloiud, 

“Let Mrs. M'Catchley alone, tny dear,” responded Mrs, 
Pompley; will know how to give him a lesson.” 

“Madam,” said Richard, as soon as he and his companion 
were out of hearing, “I redy on you to do me a favour.” 

“On me?” 

“On you, and you aloue. Yon have influence with all 
those people, and a word from you will effect wdiat I. desire. 
Mrs. M'Catchley,” adiled Richard, with a sohuuiiity that was 
actually imposing, “I flatter myself that you ha,ve some 
friendship for me, which is more than I cfin say of any other 
soul in these grounds; will you do me this favour, a,y or no?” 

“What is it, Mr. Avenel?” asked Mrs. M'Catchley, much 
disturbed, and somewhat softened, — for she was by no means a 
woman without feeling; indeed, she considered herself nervous. 

“Get all your friends — all the company, in short — to 
come hack into the tent for refreshments, for anything. I 
want to say a few words to them,” 

“ Bless me I Mr. Avenel — a few words ! ” cried the widow, 
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“but tliut^s just what they’re all afraid of! You must par- 
don inoj but you really can’t ask people to a dejanic daimmt, 
and then — ^ scold ’em! ” 

“I’m not going to scold thenir” said lM,r. Avenel, very 
seriously, — “ ujmn my honour, I ’m not. I ’ui going to make 
all right, and I even hope afterwards that the dancing may go 
on — and that you will honour me again with your hand. I 
leave you to your task; and believe me, I ’in not an ungrate- 
ful man.” He spoke, and bowed — not without some dignity 
— and vanished within the breakfast division of the marquee. 
There he busied himself in re-collecting the waiters, and 
directing them to re-arrange the mangled remains of the 
table as they best could. Mrs. M'Gatchley, whose curi- 
osity and interest were aroused, executed her eonimission 
with all the ability and tact of a woman of the world, and in 
less than a quarter of an hour the marquee was filled, the 
corks flew, the champagne bouneed and sparkled, people 
drank in sihuuie, munched fruits and cakes, kept up their 
c.ourage with the conscioUvS vsense of numbers, and felt a great 
desire to know what was coming. Mr. Avenel, at the head of 
tlie table, suddenly rose. 

“Ladies and Gentlemen,” said he, “I have taken the liberty 
to invite you once more into this tent, in order to ask you to 
sympathize with me upon an occasion which took us all a 
little by surprise to-day. 

“ Of course, you all know I am a new man, — the maker of 
my own fortunes.” 

A great many heads bowed involuntarily. The words were 
said manfully, and there was a general feeling of resxject. 

“I’robably, too,” resumed Mr. Avenel, “you may know that 
] am the son of very honest tradespeople. I say honest, and 
they are not ashamed of me; I say tradespeoxfie, and 1 ’m not 
asluimed of them. My sister married and settled at a dis- 
taiuie. I took her son to educate and bring up. But I did 
not tell lier where he was, nor even that I had returned from 
America; 1 wished to choose my own time for that, when I 
could give her the surprise, not only of a rich brother, but of 
a son whom I intended to make a gentleman, so far as man- 
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ners and odncation can make one. Well, the i)Oor dear woman 
has found me out sooner than I expected, and turned the tables 
on me by giving me a surprise of her own invention. I'ray, 
forgive the confusion this little family-seeiu; has (OH'ated ; and 
though 1 oAvn it was very laughable at the laonnmt, and 1 was 
wrmig to say otherwise, yet I am sure 1 don’t judge ill of your 
good licarts, when I ask you to think what brotlnn.- tuid sister 
must feel who parted from each other when tbey were hoy 
and girl. To me ” (and Richard gave a great g’lilp, for he bdt 
that a great gulp alone could swallow the abominable lie he 
was about to utter) — “ to me this has been a very happy oem- 
non ! I hu a plain man : no one can take ill what I ’ve said. 
A.nd wishing that you may be all as happy in your family as 
I am in mine — humble though it be — I beg to drink your 
very good healths ! ” 

There was a universal apxdauso when Ricliard sat down,* 
and so well in his jjlain way had he looked the thing, and 
done the thing, that at least half of those piaisent — who till 
then had certainly disliked and lialf despised hiiu — suddenly 
felt that they were proud ol: his ac(piaintance. For however 
aristocratic this country of ours may be, and however espe- 
cially aristocratic he the genteeler ola,s.seH in ])roviiiftial towns 
and eMerifis^ there is nothing which English folks, from the 
highest to the lowest, in their hejuTs so respfad n,s a man. who 
has risen from uothitig, and owns it frfwdcly. Sir Compton 
Delaval, an old baronet, with a ])odigree as long as a 'Welsh- 
man’s, who had been reluctantly decoyed to tli.e fea,st by his 
tliree unmaiuied daughters — not one of whom, however, hful 
hitherto condescended even to how to the host — now rose. 
It was his right, — he was the first person there in rank and 
station. 

“Ladies and Gentlemen,” quoth Sir Compton Delaval, “[ 
am sure that I express the feelings of all present when I say 
that we have hesard with great delight and admiration the 
words addressed to us by our excellent liost. [A])plause.] 
And if any of us, in what Mr. Avenel describes justly as the 
surprise of the moment, w(3re betrayed into an unseemly mer- 
riment at — at — [the dean’s lady whispered ' some of the ’] — - 
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some of tlie — some of tlie — ” repeated Sir Compton, puz- 
zled, tuid coming to a deadlock [“holiest sentiments,’^ whis- 
pered the dean’s lady] — “ay, some of the holiest sentiments 
in our nature, I beg him to accept our sincerest apologies. I 
can only say, for my part, that I am proud to rank Mr. 
Avon cl amongst the gentlemen of the county” (here Sir 
Compton gave a sounding thump on the table), “and to thank 
him for one of the most brilliant entertainments it has ever 
been my lot to witness. If he won his fortune honestly, he 
knows how to spend it nobly.” 

Whiz went a fresh bottle of champagne. 

“ I am not accustomed to public speaking, but I could not 
repress my sentiments. And I ’ve now only to propose to 
you the health of our host, itichard Avenel, Esquire; and to 
couple with that the health of his — very interesting sister, 
and long life to them both.” 

The sentence was half drowned in entliusiastic plaudits, 
and in three cheers for llichard Avenel, Estjuire, and his 
very interesting sister. 

“I’m a cursed humbug,” thought Kichard Avenel, as he 
wiped his forehead; “but the world is such a humbug! ” 

Then he glanced towards Mrs. M'Catchley and, to his great 
satisfaction, saw Mrs. M’Catchley with her handkerchief 
before her eyes. 

Truth must be told; although the fair widow might cer- 
tainly have contemplated the probability of accepting Mr. 
Avenel as a husband, she had never before felt the least bit 
in love with him ; and now she did. There is something in 
courage and candour — in a word, in manliness — that all 
women, the most worldly, do admire in 7ncn; and Eichard 
Avenel, humbug though his conscience said he was, seemed 
to Mrs. M'Catcliley like a hero. 

The host saw his triumph. “Now for another dance! ” said 
he, gayly ; and he ’was about to offer his hand to Mrs. M‘ Catch- 
ley, when Sir Compton Delaval seizing it, and giving it a 
hearty shake, cried, “Yon have not yet danced with my 
eldest daughter; so if you’ll not ask her, why, I must offer 
her to you as your partner. Here, Sarah.” 
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Miss Sarah Delaval, who was five feet eight, aiid as stately 

she was tall, bowed her head graciously ; and Mr. Avenel, 
before he knew where he was, found her leaning on his arm. 
l>ut a.s he passed into the next division of the tent, he liad to 
run the gauntlet of all the gentlemen, who thronged round to 
sluike hands with him. Their warm Englisli hearts could not 
he satisfied till they had so repaired the sin of their previous 
haughtiness and mockery, liicliard Avenel might then liavo 
safely introduced his sister — gown, kerchief, thick shoes, 
and all — to the crowd; hut he had no such thought. He 
thanked Heaven devoutly that she was safely under lock and 
key. 

It was not till the third dance that he could secure Mrs. 
M'Catchley’s hand, and then it was twilight. The carriages 
were at the door, hut no one yet thought of going. People 
were really enjoying themsel vtis. Mr. Avenel had had time, 
in the interim, to mature all his plans for completing and con- 
uiminatiug that triumph wliich his tact and plucsk had drawn 
from his momentary disgrace. Excited as he was with wine 
and sup])resscd passion. In*, liad yet the sense to feel that, 
when all the halo that now surrounded him had evaporated, 
and Mrs. M'Catchley was rcuielivered np to the Jfompleys, 
whom he felt to be the last i)orsoiis his interest could desire 
for her advisers, the thought of his low relations would return 
with calm refl<'-ction. Now was the time. The iron was hot, — 
now was the tiine to strike it, and forge the (mduring chain. 

As he led Mrs. M'Catchh'y after the dance, into the lawn, 
he therefore said tenderly, — 

“How shall 1 thank you for the favour you have done me? ” 

“Oh!” said Mrs, M'Catchley, warmly, “It was no favour, 
and I am so glad — ” She sto^jped. 

“You’re not ashamed of me, then, in sjuto of what has 
hapi)ened?” 

“Ashamed of you! Why, I should be so proud of you, if 
I were — ” 

“Pinish the sentence and say — ‘your wife! ’ — there, it is 
out. My dear madam, I a,m rich, as you know ; I love yon 
very heartily. With your help, I think 1 can make a figure 
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in a laT-ger world tlian tliis : and that, whatever my futlifn’, my 
grandson at least will be — but it is time enough to speak of 
him. What say you? — you turn away. I ’ll not tease you, 
— it is not my way. I said before, ay or no; and your kind- 
ness so emboldens me that I say it again, ay or no?” 

“But you take me so unawares — so-— so — Lord ! my dear 
Mr. Avenel; you are so hasty — And the widow 

actually blushed, and was genuinely bashful. 

“ Those horrid Pompleys ! ” thought Eichard, as he saw the 
colonel bustling up with Mrs. M‘Gatchley’s cloak on his arm. 

“I press for your answer,” continued the suitor, speaking 
very fast. “I shall leave this place to-morrow, if you will 
not give it.” 

“Leave this place — leave me?” 

“Then yon wild be mine?” 

“ Ah, Mr. Avenel ! ” said the widow, languidly, and leaving 
her hand in his, “who can resist yon?” 

Up came Colonel Pompley; Eichard took the shawl ; “Xo 
hurry for that now, Colonel, — Mrs. M‘Catchley feels already 
at home here.” 

Ten minutes afterwards, Eichard Avemd so contrived that it 
was known by the whole company that their' host was accepted 
by the Honourable Mrs. M^Catchley, And every one said, “ He 
is a very clever man and a very good fellow,” except the 
Pompleys — and the Pompleys were frantic. Mr. Eichard 
A.vcnel had forced his way into the aristocracy of the coun- 
try ; the husband of an Honourable, connected ■'ivith peers ! 

“He will stand for our city — ^Vulgarian! ” cried the colonel. 

“And his wife will walk out before me,” cried tke colonel’s 
lady, ■ — “ nasty woman ! ” And she hurst into tears. 

The guests were gone; and Eichard had now leisure to 
consider what cnur.so to pursue with regard to his sister and 
her son. 

His victory over his guests had in much softened his heart 
towards his relations; but he still felt bitterly aggrieved at 
Mrs. Fairfi<dd’s unseasonable: intrusion, and his pride was 
greatly chafed by the boldness of Leonard. He had no idea 
of any man whom he had served, or meant to serve, having a 
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will of las own, having a single thought in opj^osition to his 
pleasure. He began, too, to feel that words hiul passed be- 
tween him and Leonard which could not ho wtdl forgotten by 
either, and would render their close c.onnection h>,ss phvisaut 
than heretofore. He, the, great .Richard Avenol, b(\g pa.rdon 
of Mrs. Fairfield, the washerwoman! No; she a,nd Ih'.onard 
must beg liis. “Ihiat must be tlui tir.st stei),” sa.id Ilicliard 
Avenol; “and I suppose they have e,omo to tluui* senses.’’ 
With that expeebtition, he unlocked the door of his j)arlour, and 
found himself in comi)loto .solitude. The moon, lately risen, 
shone full into the room, and lit u]j every corner. He stared 
round bewildered, — the birds had flown. “ Did they go through 
the keyhole?” said Mr. Avenel. “Ha! 1 see! the, window is 
open! ” The window reached to tlie ground. Mr. Avcmel, in 
his excitement, had forgotten that easy mode of egress. 

“Well,” said he, throwing hini.sclf into his easy-clmir, “T 
suppose I shall soon hear from them; they’ll be wunting my 
money .fast enough, I fancy.” His eye c,aught sight of a 
letter, unsealed, lying on the tabha H(i op(',ne.d it, and saw 
bank-notes to the, amount of — the widow’s forty-five 
country notes, and a new note, Ihuik of Ihiglaiul, that he had 
lately given to Leona, rd. With the, money weri; th(>se lines, 
written in Leonard’s bold, clear writing, though a word or 
two here and there showed that the hand had trembled, — 

I thank yon for all yem have done to ou(i whom you regarded as the 
object of charity. My mother and I forgive what lia.s pas.scd. I depart 
with her. You hade me make my choice, and 1 hav<' made it. 

LkOiN AK l ) FAIKFJELn, 

The paper dropped from Richard’s hand, and he rmnained 
mute and remorseful for a moment. Ho, soon felt, however, 
that he had no help for it but working himself up into a ra,ge. 
“Of all people in the world,” cried Richard, stamping his foot 
on the floor, “there are none so disagreeable, insolent, and 
ungrateful as poor relations. I wash my hands of them ! ” 


END OF VOLUME I. 


BOOK SIXTH. 


HTITIAL OHAPTEE. 

WHEBBm MR. CAXTOF IS PROFOUNDLY METAPHYSICAL. 

*‘Life,” said my father, in his most dogmatical tone, “is a 
certain quantity in time, which may he regarded in two ways, 
— h'irst, as life int&yml; Second, as life /mcimnaZ. Life in- 
tegral is that (‘.omphde whole expressive of a certain value, 
large or small, which each man possesses in himself. Life 
fractional is that same whole seized upon and invaded by 
other peoxjle, and subdivided amongst them. They who get 
a large slice of it say, ‘A very valuable life this! ’ Those 
who get but a small handful say, ^So, so; nothing very 
great ! ^ Those who get none of it in the scramble exclaim, 
‘Good for nothing!’” 

“I don’t understand a word you are saying,” growled Cap- 
tain Eoland. 

My father surveyed his brother with compassion: “I will 
make, it all clear, even to your understanding. When I sit 
down by myself in my study, having carefully locked the 
door on all of you, alone with my books and thoughts, I am 
in full possession of my integral life. I am totus, teres, atque 
rotundus, — a whole human being, equivalent in value, we 
will say, for the sake of illustration, to a fixed round sum, — 
£100 for example. But when I go forth into the common 
apartment, each of those to whom I am of any worth whatsq- 


MY NOVEL; OR, 


ever puts liis Jiiiger into the bag that contains me, and takes 
out of mo what he wants. Kitty requires me to pay a bill ; 
Jhsistratns to save him the time and tronldo of looking into a 
score or two of books; the children to toll them stories, or 
play at hide-and-seek; and so on throughout the, circle to 
which T have incautiously given myself uj) for plunder and 
subdivision. The £100 which I represented in my study is 
now parcelled out; I am worth £40 or £50 to Kitty, £U() to 
Pisistrfitus, and perhaps 30s. to the children. This is life 
fractional. And I cease to be an integral till once more re- 
turning to my study, and again closing the door on all exist- 
ence but my own. Meanwhile, it is perfectly clear that to 
those who, whether I am in the study or whether I am 
in the common sitting-room, get nothing at all out of me, 
I am not worth a farthing. It must be wholly indifferent to 
a native of Kamschatka whether Austin Caxton be or be not 
razed out of the great account-book of human beings. 

“Hence,” continued my father, — “hence it follows that 
the more fractional a life be — that is, the greater the number 
of persons among whom it can be subdivided — why, the 
more there are to say, ‘A very valuabh', life tha,t ! ’ Thus the 
leader of a political party, a conqueror, a king, an author, 
who is amusing hundreds or thousands or millions, has a 
greater number of persons whom his worth int(‘.rests and 
affects than a Saint Simeon Stylites could hav(! when he 
perched himself at the top of a column; althoiigh, regarded 
each in himself, Saint Simeon, in his grand mortiiic.atiun of 
flesh, in the idea that he thereby pleased his .Divimi Ikuu'.fac- 
tur, might represent a larger sum of moral value, jjoc/r sti than 
Ikmaparte or Voltaire.” 

PrsisTRATus. — “Perfectly clear, sir; but I don’t see what 
it has to do with ‘My Novel.’ ” 

Mr. Caxton. — “Everything. Your novel, if it is to Ix', a 
full and comprehensive survey of the ‘Quicquid agunt homines’ 
(which it ought to be, considering the length and breadth to 
which I foresee, from the slow development of your story, 
you meditate extending and expanding it), w'ill omhrace the 
two views of existence,— the integral and the fractional. 
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You liave shown us the former in Leonard, when he is sitting 
in his mother’s cottage, or resting from his work by the little 
fount in Iticcabocca’s garden. And in harmony with that view 
of his life, you have surrounded him with comj)arative inte- 
grals, only su]>divided by the tender hands of their immediate 
families and neighbours,— your squires and parsons, your Ita- 
lian exih', and Ins Jemima. With all these, life is, more or 
less, the life natural, and this is always, more or less, the life 
integral. Then comes the life artificial, which is always, more, 
or less, the life fractional. In the life natural, wherein 
we are swayed but by onr own native impulses and desires, 
subservient only to the great silent law of Virtue (which has 
pervaded the universe since it swung out of chaos), a man is 
of worth from what he is in himself, — ISTewton was as worthy 
before the apple fell from the tree as when all Europe ap- 
plauded the discoverer of the Principle of Gravity. But in 
the life a,rtifioial we are. only of worth inasmuch as we affect 
others; and, relativi'. to that life, Newton rose in value more 
than a million per cent wlien down fell the apple from which 
ultimately sprang up his discovery. In order to keep civili- 
zation going and spread over the world the light of human 
intellect, we have certain desires within us, ever swelling be- 
yond the ease and independence which belongs to us as inte- 
grals. Cold man as Newton might be (he once took a lady’s 
hand in his own, Kitty, and used her forefinger for his 
tobacco-sto})]K'r, — groat philosoidier ! ), cold as he might be, 
he was yet moved into giving his discoveries to the world, 
and that from motives very little differing in their quality 
from the inotives that make Dr. Squills communicate articles 
to the ‘ Phrouoh)gi(!al Journal ’ upon the skulls of Buslnnen 
and wombats. For it is i\\^, property of light to travel. When 
a man has light in liim, forth it must go. But the first pas- 
sage of genius from its integral state (in which it has been 
reposing on its own wealth) into the fi*actional is usually 
through a hard and vulgar pathway. It leaves behind it the 
reveries of solitude, — that self-contemplating rest which may 
be called the Visionary, — and enters suddenly into the state 
that may be called the Positive and Actual. There it sees 
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the operations of money on the outer life ; sees all the ruder 
and commoner springs of action; sees ambition withont noble- 
ness, love without romance; is bustled about and ordered and 
trampled find cowed, — in short, it passes an iipprenticeship 
with some Richard Avenel, and does not dctcict what good 
and what grfindeur, what addition even to tlie true poetry of 
the social niiiverse, fractional existences like Richard AveuePs 
bestow; for the pillars that support society are like those of 
the Court of the Hebrew Tabernacle,— they are of brass, it is 
true, but they are filleted with silver. From such intermedi- 
ate state Genius is expelled and driven on its way, and would 
have been so in this case had Mrs. Fairfield (who is but the 
representative of the homely natural affections, strongest ever 
in true genius, — for light is warm) never crushed Mr. AvenePs 
moss rose on her sisterly bosom. Now, forth from this pas- 
sage and defile of transition into the hirgi^r world, must Ge- 
nius go on, working out its naturfil destiny amidst things and 
forms the most artificifil. Passions that move and influence 
the world are at work fironnd it. Oftcin lost sight of itself, 
its very absence is a silent contrast to the agenciios present. 
Merged and vanished for a while amidst the Prac-tical World, 
yet we ourselves feel all the while that it is is at 

work amidst the workings around it. This practical world 
that effaces it rose out of some genius that has gone before; 
and so each man of genius, tliough we never come ficross liim, 
as his operations proceed in places remote from our thorough- 
fares, is yet influencing the practical v^orld that ignores him, 
for ever and ever. That is oEwixrs! We can’t (hsscribe it in 
books; we can only hint and suggest it by tlie accessories 
which we artfully heap about it. The entrance of fi true, I’ro- 
bationer into the terrible ordeal of Practie^al Life is like that 
into the miraculous cavern, by which, legend informs us. 
Saint Patrick converted Ireland.” 

Blanche. — “What is that legend? I never heard of it,” 

Mr, Oaxton. — “My dear, you will find it in a thin folio 
at the right on entering my study, written by Thomas Mes- 
singham, and called ‘Florilegium Insulie Sanctorum,’ etc. 
The account therein is confirmed by the relation of an honest 
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soldier, one Lords Lnnins, who had actually entered the cav- 
ern, In short, the truth of the legend is undeniable, unless 
you mean to say, which I can’t for a moment suppose, that 
Louis Ennius was a liar. Thus it runs : Saint Patri(jk, find- 
ing that the Irish pagans were incredulous as to his pathetic 
assuvance.s of the pains and torments destined to those who 
did not expiate their sins in this world, prayed for a miracle 
to convince them. His prayer was heard; and a certain cav- 
ern, so vSinall that a man could not stand up therein at his 
ease, was suddenly converted into a Purgatory, comprelieiul- 
ing tortur(3s sufficient to convince the most incredulous. One 
unacquainted with human nature might conjecture that few 
would be disposed to venture voluntarily into such a place; 
on the contrary, pilgrims came in crowds. Now, all who en- 
tered from vain curiosity or with souls unprepared perished 
miserably; but those who entered with deep and earnest 
faith, conscious of their faults, and if bold, yet humble, not 
only came out safe and sound, but purified, as if from the 
waters of a second baptism. See Savage and Johnson at 
night in Fleet Street, — and who shall doubt the truth of 
Saint Patrick’s Purgatory!” Therewith my father sighed; 
closed his Lucian, which had lain open on the table, and 
would read none but “ good books ” for the rest of the 
evening. 


CHAPTER IL 

On their escape from the prison to which Mr. Avenel had 
condemned them, Leonard and his mother found their way to 
a small public-house that lay at a little distance from the 
town, n.nd on the outskirts of the high road. With his arm 
round his mother’s waist, Leonard supported her steps, a.nd 
soothed her excitement. In fact, the poor woman’s nerves 
were greatly shaken, and she felt an uneasy remorse at the 
injury her intrusion had inflicted on the young man’s worldly 
prospects. As the shrewd reader has guessed already, that 
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infamous tinker was the prime agent of evil in this critical 
turn in the affairs of his quondam customer ; for^ on his re- 
turn to his haunts around Hazeldean and the Casino, the 
tinker had hastened to apprise Mrs. Fairfield of his inter- 
view with. Leonard, and, on finding that she was not awar<i 
that the boy was under the roof of his uncle, the pestilent 
vagabond (perhaps from spite against Mr. Avenel, or perhaps 
from that pure love of mischief by which nietapiiysical critics 
explain the character of lago, and which certainly formed a 
main element in the idiosyncrasy of Mr. Sj)rott) had so im- 
pressed on the widow’s mind the haughty demeanour of the 
uncle, and the refined costume of the .nephew, that Mrs. 
Fairfield had been seized with a bitter and insupportable jeal- 
ousy. There was an intention to rob her of her boy! — he 
was to be made too fine for her. His silence was now ac- 
counted for. This sort of jealousy, always nu.u'o or less a 
feminine quality, is often very strong amo.ngst tlie poor; and 
it was the more strong in Mrs. Fairfield, l)<3causo, lone woman 
that she was, tlie boy was all in all to lier. And though she 
was reconciled to the loss of his pi'cseucc, notliing could rec- 
oncile her to the thought that his affections should be weaned 
from her. Moreover, there were in hoi: mind certain impres- 
sions, of the justice of which the reader may better judge 
hereafter, as to the gratitude — more than ordinarily filial — 
•which Leonard owed to her. In short, slie did not like, as 
she phrased it, “to be shaken off;” and after a sleepless 
night she resolved to judge for herself, iuue,h ukhmuI thereto 
by the malicious suggestions to that c.lTect made liy Mr. Sprott, 
who mightily enjoyed the idea of mortifying the gentlemen 
by wdioni he had been so disrespectfully threatened with the: 
treadmill. The widow felt angry 'Vvdth .Farson Dale and with 
the Eiccaboccas: she thought they were in the plot against 
her; she communicated, therefore, lier intentions to none, and 
off she set, perform.ing the journey partly on the top of the 
coach, partly on foot. No wonder that she was dusty, poor 
woman! 

“And, oh, boy!” said she, half sobbing, “when I got 
through the lodge-gates, came on the lawn, and saw all that 
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power o’ fine folk, I said to myself, says I — for I felt fritted 
— 1 ’ll just have a look at him and go back. But ah, Lenny, 
when t saw thee, looking so handsome, and when thee turned 
and cried ‘Mx)ther,’ my heart was just ready to leap out o’ 
my mouth, and so I could not help hugging thee, if I had 
died for it. And thou wort so kind, that I forgot all Mr. 
t^prott had said about Dick’s pride, or thought he had just 
told a fib about that, as he had wanted me to believe a fib 
about ilioo. Then Dick came up — and I had not seen him 
for so many years — and we come o’ the same father and 
mother; and so — and so — The widow’s sobs here fairly 
choked her. ‘‘Ah,” she said, after giving vent to her pas- 
sion, and throwing her arms round Leonard’s neck, as they 
sat in the little sanded j)aflour of the public-house, — “ah, 
and T ’ve brought thee to this. Go back; go back, boy, and 
never mind me.” 

With some difficulty Leonard pacified poor Mrs, Fairfield, 
and got her to retire to bod ; for she was, indeed, tlioronghly 
exhausted. He then stepped forth into tlie road, musingly. 
All the stars were out; aud Youth, in its troubles, instinct- 
ively looks up to the stars. Folding his arms, Leonard gazed 
on the heavens, and liis lips murmured. 

From this trance, for so it might be called, he was awak- 
ened by a voice in a decidedly London accent; and, turning 
hastily round, saw M',r. Avenel’s very gentlemanlike butler. 

Leonard’s first idea was that his undo had repented, and 
sent in searcli of him. But the butler seemed as much sur- 
prised at the nmeontra as himself: that personage, indeed, 
the fatigues of the day being over, was accompanying one 
of Mr. Gunter’s waiters to the public-house (at which the 
latter had secured hhs lodging), having discovered an old 
friend in the waatcr, and proposing to regale himself with 
a cheerful glass, and — ifAaif of course — abuse of his present 
situation. ‘ 

“Mr. Fairfield!” exclaimed the butler, while the waiter 
walked discreetly on. 

Leonard looked, and said nothing. The butler began to 
think that some apology was due for leaving his plate and his 
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panfciy, anti tliali lie might as well secure IjconanFs propitia’ 
tory influence with his master. 

“Plcast^, sir,” said he, touching his hat, “I was just a 
showing Mr. Giles the way to the Blue Bells, wlitii-e he puts 
up for the night, I hope my master will not he, oi'fimdetl. If 
you are a going hack, sir, would you kindly mention it? ” 

“ I. am not going hack, Jarvis,” answered Leonard, ai’ter 
a pause; am leaving Mr. Avenel’s house, to aeeoinpany 
my mother, — rather suddenly. I should he very luueli ob- 
liged to you if you would bring some things of mine to me at 
the Blue Bells. I will give you the list, if you will step with 
me to the iim.” 

Without waiting for a reply, Leonard tlien turned towards 
the inn, and made his humble inventory: item, the clothes 
he had brought with him from the Casino; item, the knap- 
sack that had contained them; itevn, a few books, ditto; 
Hem, Dr. liiccabocea’s watch; item, sundry manuscripts, on 
which the young student now built all his hopes ol:' fame and 
fortune. This list ho put into Mr. Jarvis’s hand. 

“Sir,’’ said tlie butler, twirling the paper beiiwemi.' his fin- 
ger and tlmmb, “you ’re not a going for long, 1 hope?” and 
he looked on the face of the young man, who had always been 
“civil spoken to liini,” with as much curiosity iind as mmih 
compassion as so apathetic and princely a personage could ex- 
perience in matters aifecting a family less aristoc.vatit*. than he 
had hitherto comh'.scended to serve. 

“Yes,” said Leonard, simply and briefly; “and your mas- 
ter will no doubt excuse you for rendering me this service,” 
Mr, Jarvis postponed for the ])resent his glass a,nd chat 
with the waiter, and went back at once to Mr. Avenol. That 
gentleman, still seated in his library, had not been aware of 
the butler’s absence; and when Mr, Jarvis entcnval a.iul told 
him that he had met Mr. Fairfield, and communicating the 
commission with which he was intrusted, asked leave to (!xe- 
cute it, Mr. Avenel felt the man’s inquisitive eye was on 
him, and conceived new wrath against Leonard for a new 
humiliation to his pride. It was awkward to give no expla- 
nation of his nephew’s departure, still more awkward to 
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explain. After a short pause, Mr. Avencl said sullenly, 
“My nephew is going away on business for some time,— -do 
what he tells you; ” and then turned his hack, and lighted 
his cigar. 

“That beast of a boy,” said he, soliloquizing, “either 
means this as an affront, or an overture: if an affront, he 
is, indeed, well got rid of; if an overture, he will soon make 
a more respectful and proper one. After all, I can’t have too 
little of relations till I have fairly secured Mrs. M’Catchley. 
An Honourable ! I wonder if that makes me an Honourable 
too? Tliis cursed Debrett contains no practical information 
on those points.” 

The next morning the clothes and the watch with which 
Mr. Avenel presented Leonard were returned, with a note 
meant to express gratitude, but certainly written with very 
little knowledge of the world; and so full of tliat somewhat 
over-resentful pride which had in earlier life made Leonard 
fly from Hazoldean, and refuse all apology to Randal, that it 
is not to be wondered at that Mr. Avenel’s last remorseful 
feelings evaporated in ire. “ I hope he will starve ! ” said 
the uncle, vindictively. 


CHAPTER III. 

“LisTKisr to me, my dear mother,” said Leonard the next 
morning, as, with kna]:>sack on his shoulder and M'rs, Pair- 
field on his arm, he walked along the high road; “I do assure 
you from my heart that I do not regret the loss of favours 
wliich I see plainly would have crushed out of me the very 
sense of iiidependonce. But do not fear for me ; I have edu- 
cation and energy, — T shall do well for myself, trust me. 
No, I cannot, it is true, go hack to our cottage ; I cannot he 
a gardener again. Don’t ask me,— I should be discontented, 
miserable. But I will go up to London! That ’s the place 
to make a fortune and a name : I will make both. Oh, yes, 
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trust me, I -will. You shall soon be proud of your Leonard; 
and then wo will always live together,— always ! Don’t cry, ” 

“But what can you do in Luiinon,— ■ such a big place, 
Lenny? ” 

“What! Every year does not some hid leave our village, 
and go and seek his fortune, taking with him but liealth and 
strong hands? I have these, and I have luon? : 1 have brains 
and thoughts and hopes, that — again 1 say, No, no; never 
fear for me ! ” 

The boy threw back his head proudly; there was something 
sublime in his young trust in the future. 

“Well. But you will write to Mr. Dale or to me? I will 
get Mr. Dale or the good mounseer (now I know they were 
not agin me) to read your letters.” 

“ I will, indeed ! ” 

“And, boy, joii have nothing in your pockets. We have 
paid Dick; these, at least, are my own, after paying the 
coach fare.” And she would thrust a soveriugn and some 
shillings into Leomird’s waistcioat }>ocket. 

After some resistanee, he wms forG(^d to consent. 

“And there ’s a sixpence with a hole in it. Don’t part with 
that, Lenny; it will bring thee good luck,” 

Thus talking, they gained the inn wlu're the tlin'c roads 
met, and from which a coach wont direct to the (kisiuo. And 
hei'e, without entering the inn, they sat on t1ni grcunisward by 
the hedgerow, waiting the arrival of tlui conch. Airs, Fair- 
field was much subdued in spirits, and tlmre w:is ('vidently on 
her mind something uneasy, — some struggle witli her con- 
science. {She not only upbraided lier.self for lun* rasli visit, 
but she kept talking of her dead Mark. And what would he 
say of her, if he could see her in heaven? 

“It was so selfish iinne, Lenny.” 

“I’ooh, pooh I Has not a mother a right to lier child? ” 

“Ay, ay, ay! ” cried Mrs. Fairfield. “I do Jove you as a 
child, — my own child. But if I was not your mother, after 
all, Lenny, and cost you all this — oh, what would you say of 
me then? ” 

“Not my own mother!” said Leonard, laughing as he 
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her. “ W oil, I don’t know what I should say then 
(liiteroutly from what I say now, — that yon, who brought me 
uj) and nursed and cherished me, had a right to my home and 
my heart, whcKjver I was.” 

“Bless thee! ” cried Mrs. Fairfield, as she pressed him to 
her lieart. “But it weighs here,— it weighs,” she said, 
starting up. 

At that instant the eoach appeared, and Leonard ran for- 
ward to inquire if there was an outside place. Then there 
was a short bustle while the horses were being changed; and 
Mrs. Fairfield was lifted up to the roof of the veMcde, so all 
further private conversation between her and Leonard ceased. 
But as the coach whirled away, and she waved her hand to 
the boy, who stood on the road-side gazing after her, she 
still murmured, “It weighs here, — it weighs!” 


CHAPTER IV. 

LBOKTARn walked sturdily on in the high road to the Great 
City. The day was calm and sunlit, hut with a gentle breeze 
from gray hills at the distance; and with each mile that he 
passed, his step seennnl to grow inoi'e firm, and his front more 
elate. Oh, it is smdi joy in youth to be alone with one’s day- 
drosuns ! And youtli leo1s so glorious a vigour in the sense of 
its own strength, though the world he before and — against 
it ! K.emoved from that chilling counting-house, fiajin the 
iinperious will of a, patron and master, all friendless, bnt 
all independent, the young adventurer felt a new being, — 
felt his gi’aiid. nature as Man. And on the Man rushed the 
genius long interdicted and thrust a,side, — rushing back, with 
the first bnmth of adversity, to console — no ! the Man needed 
not consolation, — to kindle, to animate, to rejoice ! If there 
is a being in the wmrld worthy of our envy, after we havf! 
grown wise philosophers of the fireside, it is not the palled 
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voluptuary, nor the careworn statesmau, nor even the great 
prince of arts and letters, already crowned with the laurel, 
whose loaves are as fit for poison as for garlands ; it is the 
young child of adventure and hope. Ay, and the emptier his 
purse, ten to one hut the richer his heart, and the wider lias 
domains which his fancy enjoys as he goes on with kingly 
step to the Future. 

Not till towards the evening did our adventurer slacken liis 
pace and think of rest aiid refreshment, "rhore, then, lay 
before him on either side the road those wide patches of un- 
inclosed land which in England often denote the entrance to 
a village. Presently one or two neat cottages came in sight; 
then a small farmhouse, with its yard and barns. And some 
way farther yet, he saw the sign swinging before an inn of 
some pretensions, — the sort of inn often found on a long 
stage between two great towns commonly called “The Half- 
way House.” Put the inn stood back from the road, having 
its own seijaratc sward hi front, whereon was a great beech- 
tree (from which the sign ext(md(5(l) and a rustic arbour; so 
that to gain the inn, the coaches that stoj)ped there took a 
sweep from the main thoroughfare. BotAveon our pedestrian 
and the inn there stood, naked and alone, on the common 
land, a cJiurch; our ancestors never would have chosen that 
site for it; therefore it was a modern church, — modern 
Gothic; handsome to an eye not versc’.d in the attributes of 
ecclesiastical architecture, very barbarous to an eye that was. 
Somehow or other the church looked cold and raw and unin- 
viting. It looked a church for show, — much too big for the 
scattered hamlet, and void of all the venerable associations 
which give their peculiar and unspeakable atmosphere of 
piety to the churches in which succeeding generations have 
knelt and worshipped. Leonard paused and surveyed the 
edifice with an unlearned but poetical gaze; it dissatisfied 
him. And he was yet pondering why, when a young girl 
passed slowly before him, her eyes fixed ou the ground, 
opened the little gate that led into the churchyard, and van- 
ished. He did not see the child’s face; but there was some- 
thing in her movements so utterly listless, forlorn, and sad 
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thafc Ills licart was touclied. Wliat did she there? He ap- 
proaclKxl tlie low wall with a noiseless step, and looked over 
it wistfully. 

There by a grave, evidently quite recent, with no wooden 
tomb nor tombstone like the rest, the little girl had thrown 
herself, and she was sobbing loud and passionately. Leonard 
opened the gate, and approacdiod her with a soft step. Min- 
gled with lier sobs, he heard broken sentences, wild and vain, 
as all human sorrowings over graves must be. 

Father ! oh, Father, do you not really hear me? I am so 
lone, so lone! Take me to you, — take, me! ” And she buried 
her face in the deep grass. 

“Poor ohildl ” said Leonard, in a half whisper, — “he is 
not there. Look above!” 

The girl did not heed him; he put his arm round her waist 
gently ; slie made a gesture of impatience and anger, hut she 
would not turn her face, and she cdung to the grave with her 
hands. 

After clear, sunny days the dews fall more heavily; and 
now, as the sun set, the herbage was bathed in a vaporous 
haze, — a dim mist rose around. Tlie young man seated him- 
self beside luu', and tried to draw the child to his breast. 
Then she turned eagerly, indignantly, and pushed him aside 
with jealous arms. He profaned the gravel He understood 
her with his deep poet-heart, and rose. There was a pause. 

Leonard was the first to break it. 

“ Come to your home with me, ray child, and we will talk 
of /iiw. by the way.” 

“Him! Who are you? Yon did not know him I ” said the 
girl, still with anger. “Go away! Why do you disturb me? 
I do no one harm. Go! go!” 

“You do yourself harm, and that will grieve him if he sees 
you yonder! Come!” 

The child looked at him through her blinding tears, and 
his face softened and soothed her. 

“ Go ! ” she said, very plaintively, and in subdued accents. 
“I will but stay a minute more. I — I have so much to say 
yet.” 
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Leonard left tlie cliurchyard, and waited without; and in a 
short time the child came forth, waived him aside as he ap- 
proached her, and hurried away. He followed her at a dig' 
tance, and saw her disappear within the inn. 


CHAPTER V. 

“ Hip — Hip — Hurrah ! ” Such was the sound that greeted 
our young traveller as he reached the inn door, — a sound 
joyous in itself, but sadly out of harmony with the feelings 
which the child sobbing on the toinbless grave had left at his 
heart. The sound came from within, and was followed by 
thumps and stamps, and the jingle of glasses. A strong 
odour of tobacco was wafted to his olfactory sense. He hesi- 
tated a moment at the threshold. 

Before him, on benches under the beecdi-tree and within 
the arbour, were grouped sundry atliletic forms with “pipes 
in the liberal air.” 

The landlady, as she passed across the passage to the tap- 
room, caught sight of his form at the doorway, ;ind came 
forward. Leonard still stood irresolute. I hi would hare 
gone on his way, but for the child : slui had int(irested him 
strongly. 

“ You seem full, ma’am,” said he. “Can T have accommo- 
dation for the night? ’’ 

“Why, indeed, sir,” said the landlady, civilly, “I can give 
you a bedroom, but I don’t know wh(}re to put you mean- 
while. The two parlours and the tap-room and the kitchen 
are all choke-full. There has been a great cattle-fair in the 
neighbourhood, and I suppose we have as many as lifty 
farmers and drovers stopping here.” 

“As to that, ma’am, I can sit in the bedroom yon are kind 
enough to give me; and if it does not cause you much ti-onhlc 
to let me have some tea there, I should be glad; but I can 
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wait your leisure. Do aot put yourself out of the way for 
me.” 

The landlady was touched by a consideration she was not 
much habituated to receive from her bluff customers. 

“You speak very handsome, sir, and we will do our best to 
serve you, if you will excuse all faults. This way, sir.” 

Tjcouard lowered his knapsack, stepped into the passage, 
with some difficulty forced his way through a knot of sturdy 
giants in top-boots or leathern gaiters, who were swarming 
in and out the tap-room, and followed his hostess upstairs to 
a little bedroom at the top of the house. 

“It is small, sir, and high,”. said the hostess, apologeti- 
cally. “Eut there be four gentlemen farmers that have 
come a great distance, and all the first floor is engaged ; you 
will be more out of the noise here.” 

“Notiiing can suit me better. But, stay, — pardon me;” 
and Leonard, glancing at the garV) of the hostess, observed 
she was not in monruing. “ A little girl whom I saw in the 
churchyaril yonder, weeping very bitterly — is she a relation 
of yours? Poor child! she seems to have deeper feelings 
than are common at her age.” 

“Ah, sir,” said the landlady, putting the corner of her 
apron to her eyes, “it is a very sad story. I don't know 
what to do. Pier father was taken ill on his way to Lunnon, 
and stopped here, and has been buried four days. And the 
poor little girl seems to have no relations — and where is she 
to go? Laryer Jones says we must pass her to Marybone 
parish, wdiern her father lived last; and what ’s to become of 
her then? My heart bleeds to think on it.” 

Here there rose siieh an uproar from below, that it was evi- 
dent some qnarrfd had broken out; and the hostess, recalled 
to her duties, hastened to carry thither her propitiatory 
influences. 

Leonard seated himself pensively by the little lattice. 
Here was some one more alone. in the world than he; and 
she, poor orphan, had no stout man’s heart to grapple with 
fate, and no golden manuscripts that were to be as the 
“Open -Sesame” to the treasures of Aladdin, By and hy, the 
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hostess brought him xip a tray with tea and other refresh- 
ments, and Leonard resumed his inquiries. “No relatives?” 
sii,id he; “surely the child must have some kinsfolk in Lon- 
don? Did her father leave no directions, or was he in pos- 
session of his faculties?” 

“Yes, sir; he was quite reasonable like to the last. And I 
asked him if he had not anything on his mind, and lie said, 
‘I have.’ And I said, ‘Your little girl, sir?’ And he an- 
swered me, ‘Yes, ma’am; ’ and laying his head on his pillow, 
he wept very quietly. I could not say more myself, for it set 
me off to see him cry so meekly ; but my husband is harder 
nor I, and he said, ‘Cheer up, Mr. Digby; had not you better 
write to your friends? ’ 

“‘Friends! ’ said the gentleman, in such a voice! ‘Friends 
I have but one, and I am going to Him! I cannot take her 
there!’ Then he seemed suddenly to recollect liimself, and 
called for his clothes, :ind rummagful in the pockets as if 
looking for some address, and could not find it. He seemed 
a forgf^thil kind of gentleman, and his liands were what I call 
hands, sir ! A,nd then he gasped out, ‘ Stop, stop ! I 
never had the address. Write to Lord Les— -’, .something 
like Lord Lester, but we could not make out the name. In- 
deed he did not finish it, for there was a rush of blood to his 
lips ; and though he seemed sensible when he recovered (and 
knew ns and his little girl too, till he went oif smiling), ho 
never spoke word more.” 

“ Poor man,,” said Leonard, wiping his eyes. “But his lit- 
tle girl surely remembers the name that he did not finish? ” 

“No. She says he must have meant a gentleman whom 
they had met in the Park not long ago, who was very kind to 
her father, and was Lord something; but she don’t r(',m.ember 
the name, for she never saw him before or since, and luu‘ father 
talked very little about any one lately, but thought; lie should 
find some kind friends at Screwstown, and travelled down there 
with her from Lunnon. But she supposes he was disappointed, 
for he went out, came back, and merely told her to put up the 
things, as they must go back to Lunnon. And on his way there 
he — died. Hush, what ’s that? I hope she did not overhear 
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as. No, we were talking low. She has the next room to 
your’n, sir. I thought 1 heard her sobbing. Hush!” 

“In the next room? I hear nothing. Well, with your 
leave, I will speak to her before I quit you. And had her 
father no money with him?” 

“ Yes, a few sovereigns, sir; they paid for his funeral, and 
there is a little left still, — enough to take her to town; for 
iny husband said, says he, ‘Hannah, the widow gave her mite, 
and wo must not take the orphan’s ; ’ and my husband is a 
hard man, too, sir — bless him!” 

“Let me take your hand, ma’am. God reward you both.” 

“La, sir! why, even Dr. Dosewell said, rather grumpily 
though, ‘Never mind my bill; but don’t call me up at six 
o’clock in the morning again, without knowing a little more 
about people.’ And I never afore knew Dr. Dosewell go 
without his bill being paid. He said it was a trick o’ the 
other doctor to sx)ite him.” 

“What other doctor? ” 

“ Oh, a very good gentleman, who got out with Mr. Digby 
when he was taken ill, and stayed till the next morning; and 
our doctor says his name is Morgan, and he lives in Lunnon, 
and is a homy — something.” 

“Homicide,” suggested Leonard, ignorantly. 

“Ah, homicide; something like that, only a deal longer 
and worse. But he left some of the tiniest little balls you 
ever see, sir, to give the child; but, bless you, they did her 
no good, — how should they?” 

“ Tiny balls, oh — hommopathist — I understand. And the 
doctor was kind to her; perhaps he may help her. Have you 
written to him? ” 

“But we don’t know his address, and Lunnon is a vast 
place, sir.” 

“I am going to London and will find it out.” 

“Ah, sir, you seem very kind; and sin’ she must go to 
Lunnon (for what can we do with her here? — she ’s too gen- 
teel for service), I wish she was going with you.” 

“With me!” said Leonard, startled, — “with me! Well, 
why not*? ” 
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“I am sure she comes of good blood, sir. You would have 
known her father was quite the gentleman, only to see him 
die, sir. lie went off so kind and civil like, as if he was 
ashamed to give so much trouble, — quite a gentleman, if ever 
there was one. And so are you, sir, I ’m sure," said the laud 
lady, eourtesying ; “I know what gentlefolk be. i 've been a 
housekeeper in the first of families in this very shire, sir, 
though I can’t say I ’ve served in Lunuon; and so, as gtm tic- 
folks know each other, I ’ve no doubt you could find out her 
relations. Dear, dear! Coming, coming! ” 

Here there were loud cries for the hostess, and she hurried 
away. The fanners and drovers were beginning to depart, 
and their bills were to be made out and paid. Leonard saw 
his hostess no more that night. The last Hip — hip — hurrah 
was heard, — some toast, perhaps to the health of the county 
members, — and the chamber of woe beside Leonard’s rattled 
with the shout. By and by, silence gradually succeeded tbe 
various dissonant sounds below. The carts and gigs rolled 
away; the clatter of hoofs on the road ceased; there was then 
a dumb dull sound as of locking-xip, and low, bumming voices 
below, and footsteps mounting the stairs to bed, with now 
and then a drunken hiccough or maudlin laugh, as s(.)ine 
conquered votary of Baechus was fairly carried up to his 
domicile. 

All, then, at last was silent, just as the clock from the 
church sounded the stroke of eleven. 

Leonard, meanwhile, had been looking over his nnuin- 
scripts. There was first a project for an improvement on 
tbe steam-engine, — a project tliat bad long lain in bis mind, 
begun with the first knowledge of mecliauics that he had 
gleaned from his purchases of the tinker. He ])ut that aside 
now, — it required too great an effort of the reasoning faculty 
to re-examine. 

He glanced less hastily over a collection of essays on vari- 
ous subjects, — some that he thought indifferent, some that he 
thought good. He then lingered over a collection of verses 
written in his best hand with loving care, — verses first in- 
spired by his perusal of Nora’s melancholy memorials. These 
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verses were as a diary of his heart and his fancy, — those 
deep, lunvitnessed struggles which the boyhood of all more 
though tvful natures has passed in its bright yet murky storm 
of tlie cloud and the lightning-flash, though but few boys 
pause to record the crisis from which slowly emerges M^an. 
And these first desultory grapplings with the fugitive airy 
imag(\s tliat flit tlirough the dim chambers of the brain had 
become, with eac.h effort more sustained and vigorous, till the 
phantoms were spelled, the flying ones arrested, the Immate- 
rial seized, and clothed with Form. Gazing on his last effort, 
Leonard felt that there at length spoke forth the poet. It 
was a work which though as yet but half completed, came 
from a strong hand ; not that shadow trembling on unsteady 
waters, which is but the pale reflex and imitation of some 
bright mind, sphered out of reach and afar, but an original 
substance, — life, a thing of the Creative Faculty, — breath- 
ing back already the breath it had received. This work had 
paused during Leonard’s residence with Mr. Avenel, or had 
only now and then, in stealth, and at night, received a rare 
touc.h. iSfow, as with a fresh eye he reperused it, and with 
that strange, innocent admiration, not of self — for a man’s 
work is not, alas ! himself, — it is the beautified and idealized 
essence, extracted he knows not how from his own human ele- 
ments of clay; admiration known but to poete, — their purest 
delight, often their sole reward. And then with a warmer 
and more earthly heat of his full heart, ho rushed in fancy to 
the Great City, whore all rivers of fame meet, but not to be 
merged and lost, sallying forth again, individualized and 
separate, to flow through that one vast Thought of God which 
call Tiik World. 

Ho put uji his ])apers; and opened his window, as was his 
ordinary custom, before be retired to rest, — for be had many 
odd habits ; and lie loved to look out into the night when he 
prayed. His soul seemed to escape from the body — to mount 
on the air, to gain more rapid access to the far Throne in the 
Infinite — wdien his breath went forth among the winds, and 
his eyes rCwSted fixtHl on the stars of heaven. 

So the boy prayed silently; and after his prayer he was 
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about; liiigevingly, to close the lattice, when he heard dig' 
tinctly sobs close at hand. He paused, and held his breath, 
then looked gently out; the casement next his own was also 
open. Some one was also at wa,tch by that casement, — jjerhaps 
also praying. lie listened yet more intently, and (sauglit, soft 
and low, the words, “ Father, Father, do you hear me rtow ? ” 



CHAPTER VI. 


Leonard opened his door and stole towards that of the 
room adjoining; for his first natural impulse had been to en- 
ter and console. But when his touch was on the handle, he ^ 

drew back. Child though the mourner was, her sorrows were i 

rendered yet more sacred from intrusion by her sex. Some- 
thing, he knew not what, in his young ignorance, withheld 
him from the threshold. To liare crossed it then would have 
seemed to him profanation. So he returned, and for hours , 

yet he occasionally heard the sobs, till they died away, and 
childhood wept itself to sleep. 

But the next morning, when he heard his neighbour astir, 
he knocked gently at her door: there, was no answer. He 
entered softly, and saw her seated very listlessly in the cen- 
tre of the room, — as if it had no familiar nook or corner as 
the rooms of home have, her hands drooping on her lap, and 
her eyes gazing desolately on the floor. Then, he approached 
and spoke to her. 

Helen was very subdued, and very silent. Her tears 
seemed dried up; and it was long before she gave sign or - 

token that she heeded him. .At length, however, he gradually i 

succeeded in rousing her interest; and the first sym])tom of ' ^ 

his sucness was in the quiver of her lip, and the overflow of j 

her downcast eyes. i 

By little and. little he wormed himself into her confidence; / 

and she told him in broken whispers her simple story. But ’ 
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what moved him the most was, that beyond her sense of lone- 
liness ■ she did not seem to feel her own unprotected state. 
She mourned the object she had nursed and heeded and cher- 
ished, for slie had been rather the protectress than the pro- 
t(jet(id to the helpless dead. He could not gfiin from her any 
more, satisfactory information than the landlady had already 
i)iipart('.d, as to her friends and prospects; but she permitted 
him passively to look among the effects her father had left, — 
save only that, if his hand touched something that seemed to 
her associations especially holy, she waved him back, or drew 
it quickly away. There were many bills receipted in the 
name of Captain Digby, old yellow faded music-scores for the 
flute, extracts of Parts from Prompt Books, gay parts of 
lively comedies, in which heroes have so noble a contempt for 
money, — fit heroes for a Sheridan and a Farquhar; close by 
these were several i)awnbroker’s tickets; and, not arrayed 
smoothly, but c.rumplod up, as if with an indignant nervous 
clutch of the Indpless hands, some two or three letters. He 
asked Helen’s permission to glance at these, for they might 
afford a clew to friends. Helen gave the permission by a 
silent bend of the head. The letters, however, were but short 
and freezing answers from wliat appeared to be distant con- 
nections or former friends, or persons to whom the deceased 
had applied for some situation. They were all very disheart- 
ening in their tone. Leonard next endeavoured to refresh 
Helen’s memory as to the name of the nobleman whi(di had 
been last on her father’s lips; but there he failed wholly. 
For it ma,y he reraemhered that Ijord L’Estrange, when he 
pressed his loan on Mr. Bighy, and subsequently told that 
gentleman to address him at Mr. Egerton’s, had, from a 
natural delicacj’-, sent the child on, that she might not wit- 
ness the charity bestowed on the fa.ther; and Helen said 
truly that Mr. Bighy had sunk latterly into an habitual si- 
lence on all liis aiTairs. She might have heard her father 
mention the name, Init she had not treasured it up; all she 
could say was, tliat she should know the stranger again if she 
met him, and his dog too. Seeing that the child had grown 
calm, Leonard was then going to leave the room, in order to 
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confer with the hostess, when she rose suddenly, though 
noiselessly, and put her little hand in his, as if to detain 
him. She did not say a word; the action said all, — said, 
“Do not desert me.” And Leonard’s heart rushed to his lips, 
and he answered to the action, as he bent down, and kissed 
her cheek, “Orphan, will you go with me? We have one 
Dather yet to both of us, and He will guide us on earth. I 
am fatherless like you.” She raised her eyes to his, looked 
at him long, and then leaned her head confidingly on his 
strong young shoulder. 


CHAPTEE VII. 

At noon that same day the young man and the child were 
on their road to London. The host had at first a little de- 
murred at trusting Helen to so young a companion; but 
Leonard, in his hn,ppy ignorance, had talked so sanguinely of 
finding out this lord, or some adequate protectors for the 
child; and in so grand a strain, though with all sincerity, had 
spoken of his own great prospects in the metropolis (he did 
not say what they were!) that had he been the craftiest 
impostor he could not more have taken in the rustic host. 
And while the landlady still cherished the illusive fancy that 
all gentlefolks must know each other in London, as they did 
in a couiity, the landlord believed, at least, that a young nmn 
so respectably dressed, although but a foot-travellor, who 
talked in so confident a tone, and who was so willing to un- 
dertake what might be rather a burdensome charge, unless he 
saw how to rid himself of it, woxild be sure to have friends 
older and wiser than himself, who would judge what could 
best be done for the orphan. 

And what was the host to do with her? Better tliis volun- 
teered escort, at least, than vaguely passing her on from par- 
ish to parish, and leaving her friendless at last in the streets 
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of London. Hcdon, too, smiled for th,e first time on being 
asked ber wishes, and again put her hand in Leonard’s. In 
short, HO it was settled. 

The litti(', girl made up a bundle of the things slie most 
prized or ncuKhnl. Leonard did not feel the additional load, 
as ho slung it to his knapsack; the rest of the luggage was to 
bo sent to Ijoudon as soon as Leonard wrote (which he prom- 
ised to do soon) and gave an address. 

Helen paid her last visit to the churchyard; and she joined 
her companion as he stood on the road, without the solemn 
precincts. And. now they had gone on some hours; and when 
he asked her if she were tired, she still answered “No,” 
But Leonard was merciful, and made their day’s journey 
short; and it took them some days to reach London. By the 
long lonely way they grew so intimate, at the end of the 
second day, they called each other brother and sister ; and 
Leonard, to his delight, found that as her grief, with the 
bodily movement and the change of scene, subsided from its 
first int(inseness and its insensibility to other impressions, 
she ileveloptid a quickness ctf comprehension far beyond her 
years. I’oor child ! that had been forced upon her by Necessity. 
And she understood him in his spiritual consolations, half 
poetical, half religious; and she listened to his own tale, and 
tlie story of his self-education and solitary struggle.s, — those, 
too, she', understood. But when he burst out with his enthu- 
siasm, his glorious hop(>,s, his confidence in the fate before 
them, then she would shake her head very quietly and very 
sadly. Did she comprehend Alas! perhaps too well. 

She knew more as to real life than he did. Leonard was at 
first their joint treasurer; but before the second day was 
over, Helen seemed to discover that he was too lavish; and 
she told him so, with a prudent grave look, putting her hand 
on his arm as he was about to enter an inn to dine; and the 
gravity would have been comic, hut that the eyes through 
tlieir inoi.stur<} were so meek and grateful. She felt he was 
about to incur that ruinous extravagance on her account. 
Somehow or other, the purse found its way into her keeping, 
and then she looked proud and in her natural element. 
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Ah! Avhat happy meals under her care were provided; so 
much more enjoyable than in dull, sanded inn -parlours, 
SAvarming with flies, and reeking with stale tobacco. She 
would leave him at the entrance of a village, bound forward, 
and cater, and return with a little basket and a pretty blue 
jug — Avhich she had bought on the road, — the last fllledwith 
new milk; the flrst with new bread, and some special dainty 
in radishes or water-cresses. And she had such a talent for 
finding out the prettiest spot whereon to halt and dine; some- 
times in the heart of a wood, — so still, it was like a forest in 
fairy tales, the hare stealing through the alleys, or the squir- 
rel peeping at them from the boughs ; sometimes by a little 
brawling stream, with the fishes seen under the clear wave, 
and shooting round the crumbs thrown to them. They made 
an Arcadia of the dull road up to their dread Thermopylae, — 
the war against the million that waited them on the other 
side of their pass through Tempe. 

“ Shall Ave be as happy when we are great ? ” said Leonard, 
in his grand simplicity. 

Helen sighed, and the wise little head was shaken. 


CHAPTEE Vm. 

At last they came within easy reach of London; but Leon- 
ard had resolved not to enter the metropolis fatigued and ex- 
hausted, as a wanderer needing refuge, but fresh and elate, 
as a conqueror coming in triumph to take possession of the 
capital. Therefore they halted early in the evening of tluj 
day preceding this imperial entry, about six miles from 
the metropolis, in the neighbourhood of Ealing (for by that 
route lay their way). They were not tired on arriving at 
their inn. The weather was singularly lovely, with that 
combination of softness and brilliancy which is only known 
to the rare true summer days of England; all below so green; 
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above so blue, -.-{lays of which we have about vsix in the 
year, and recall vaguely when we read of Bobin Hood and 
Maid Marian, of Damsel and Knight in Spenser’s golden 
Summer Song, or of Jacques, dropped under the oak-tree, 
watcdxing the deer amidst the dells of Ardennes. So, after a 
little ])ausn at their inn, they strolled forth, not for travel ■ 
bat pleasure, towards the cool of sunset, passing by the 
grounds that once belonged to the Duke of Kent, and catch- 
ing a glimpse of the shrubs and lawns of that beautiful do- 
main through the lodge-gates; then they crossed into some 
fields, and came to a little rivulet called the Brent. Helen 
had been more sad that day than on any during their journey, 
— perhaps because, on approaching London, the memory of 
her father became more vivid; perhaps from her precocious 
knowledge of life, and her foreboding of what was to befall 
them, children that they both were. But Leonard was selfish 
that day; he could not be influenced hy his companion’s sor- 
row; he was so full of his own sense of being, and he alrex^dy 
caught from the atmosphere the fever that belongs to anxious 
capitals. 

“Sit here, sister,” said he, imperiously, throwing himself 
under the shade of a pollard-tree that overhung the winding 
brook, “sit here and talk.” 

He flung off his hat, tossed back his rich curls, and sprinkled 
his brow from the stream that eddied round the roots of the 
tree that bulged out, bald and gnarled, from the bank and 
d(dved into the waves below. Helen quietly obeyed him, 
and nestled close to his .side. 

“ And so this London is really very vast, — very? ” he re- 
peated inquisitively. 

“Very,” answered Helen, as, f«bstractedly, she plucked the 
cowslips near her, and let them fall into the running waters. 

“ See how tlie flowers are carried clown the stream ! They are 
lost now. London is to us what the river is to the flowers, — 
very vast, very strong;” and she added, after a pause, “very 
cruel! ” 

“Cruel! Ah, it has been so to you; but now! — now I will 
take care of yon!” he smiled triumphantly; and his smile 
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was beautiful botli in its pride and its kindness. It is aston- 
ishing how Leonard had altered since he had left his uncle’s. 
He was both younger and older; for the scmse of genius, when 
it snaps its shackles, makes us both older and wiser as to tlie 
world it soars to, younger and blinder as to the world it 
springs from. 

“And it is not a very handsome city, either, you say?” 

“Very ugly indeed,” said Helen, with some fervour; “at 
least all I have seen of it.” 

“But there must be parts that are prettier than others? 
You say there are parks: why should not we lodge near them 
and look upon the green trees? ” 

“That would be nice,” said Helen, almost joyously; 
“ but — ” and here the head was shaken — “ there are no 
lodgings for us except in courts and alleys.” 

“Why?” 

“Why?” echoed Helen, with a smile, and she held up the 
purse. 

“Pooh! always that horrid purse; as if, too, we were not 
going to fill it! Did not I tell you the story of Portunio? 
Well, at all events, we will go first to the neighbourhood 
where you last lived, and learn there all we can; and then 
the day after to-morrow I will see this Dr. Morgan, and find 
out the lord,” 

The tears started to Helen’s soft eyes. “ You want to get 
rid of me soon, brother.” 

“ I ! Ah, I feel so happy to have you with me it seems to 
me as if I had pined for you all my life, and you had come at 
last; for I never had brother nor sister nor any one to love, 
that was not older than myself, except — ” 

“Except the young lady you told me of,” said Helen, turn- 
ing away her face; for children are very jealous. 

“Yes, I loved her, love her still. But that was different,” 
said Leonard. “ I could never have talked to her as to you : 
to you I open my whole heart; you are my little Muse, 
Helen: I confess to you my wild whims and fimcies as 
frankly as if I were writing poetry.” As he said this, a step 
was heard, and a shadow fell over the stream. A belated 
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angler appeared on the margin, drawing his line impatiently 
across the water, as if to worry some dozing fish into a hite 
beforti it finally settfijd itstdf for the night. Absorbed in his 
occupation, the angler did not observe the young persons 
on the sward under the tree, and he halted there, close upon 
them. 

“ Curse that perch ! ” said he, aloud. 

“Tu,ke (iarct, sir,” cried Leonard; for the man, in stepping 
back, nearly trod upon Helen. 

The angler turned. “What ’s the matter? Hist! yon have 
frightened my perch. Keep still, can’t you? ” 

lielen drew herself out of the way, and Leonard remained 
motionless. He remembered Jackeymo, and felt a sympathy 
for the angler. 

“It is the most extraordinary perch, that!” muttered the 
strangiu’, solilotpuzing. “Jt has the devil’s own luck. It 
must have been born with a silver spoon in its mouth, that 
damned p{ireli! I shall never catch it, — never! Ha! no, 
only a weed. I give it up.” With this, he indignantly 
jerked his rod from the water and began to disjoint it. While 
leisurely engage, d in this occupation, he turned to Leonard, 

“ Humph ! are you intimately acquainted with this stream, 
sir? ” 

“No,” answeiHid Leonard. “I never saw it before.” 

Axtaa-ut (solemnly). — “Then, young man, take my advice, 
and do not give way to its fascinations. Sir, I am a martyr 
to this stream; it htis been the Delilah of ray existence.” 

Leonaiid (interested, the last sentence seemed to him 
jmetical). — “The Delilah! sir, the Delilah!” 

ANomsH. — “ The Delilah. Young man, listen, and be 
waruGcl by example. When I was about your age, I first 
came to this streain to fish. Sir, on that fatal day, about 
three; r, m., I hooked up a fish,— such a big one, it must 
have weighed a [lound and a half. Sir, it was that length; ” 
and the angler put finger to wrist. “And just when I had 
got it nearly ashore, hy the very place where you are sitting, 
on that shelving hank, young man, the line broke, and the 
perch twisted himself among those roots, and — cacodsemon 


28 


Mt NOVEL; OB, 

that he was — rau off, hook and all. Well, that fish haunted 
me; never before had I seen such a fish. Minnows I had 
caught in the Thames and elsewhere, also gudgeons, and occa- 
sionally a dace. But a fish like that — a pebch, all his fins 
up, like the sails of a man-of-war — a monster percdi, — a 
wliale of a pereli! No, never till then had I known what 
leviathans lie hid within the deeps. I could not sleep till I 
had returned; and again, sir, — I caught that perch. And 
this time I pulled him fairly out of the water. He escaped; 
and how did he escape? Sir, he left his eye behind him on 
the hook. Years, long years, have passed since then; but 
never shall I forget the agony of that moment.” 

Leonabd. — “To the perch, sir? ” 

Anglee, — “ Perch ! agony to him t He enjoyed it. Agony 
to me ! I gazed on that eye, and the eye looked as sly and as 
wicked as if it were laughing in my face. Well, sir, I had 
heard that there is no better bait for a perch than a perch’s 
eye. I adjusted that eye on the hook, and dropped in the 
line gently. The water was unusually clear; in two minutes 
I saw that perch return. He approached the hook ; he recog- 
nized his eye, frisked his tail, made a plunge, and, as I live, 
carried off the eye, safe and sound ; and I saw him digesting 
it by the side of that water-lily. The mocking fiend ! Seven 
times since that day, in the course of a varied and eventful 
life, have I caught that perch, and seven times has that perch 
escaped.” 

Leonabd (astonished). — “It can’t be the same jjerch; 
perches are very tender fish. A hook inside of it, and an 
eye hooked out of it ■ — iio perch could withstand such havoc 
in its constitution.” 

An'gleb (with an appearance of a.we). — “It does seem su- 
pernatural. But it is that perch; for hark ye, sir, there is 
ONLY ONE perch in the whole brook! All tbe yefirs I have 
fished here, I have never caught another perch; and this soli- 
tary inmate of the watery element I know by sight better 
than I knew my own lost father. Por each time that I have 
raised it out of the water, its profile has been turned to me, 
and T have seen with a shudder that it has had only — One 
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! It is a most mysterious and a most diabolical plienome' 
noil, fcliat porch! It lias been the ruin of my prospects in life. 
I was olTerod a situation in Jamaica: I could not go with that 
perch lol't luiro iii triumph. I might afterwards have had an 
appointiiuuit in India, but I. could not put the ocean between 
mystdf and that perch : thus have I frittered away luy exist- 
ence in the ral;a] metro]iolis of my native land. And once a 
week from h\d)riui,ry to December I come hither. Good 
heavens ! ii*! I should catch the perch at last, the occupation 
of my existence will be gone.” 

Leonard gazed curiously at the angler, as the last thus 
mournfully concluded. The ornate turn of his periods did 
not suit with his costume. He looked wofully threadbare 
and shabby, — a genteel sort of shabbiness too, — shabbiness 
in black. There was humour in the corners of his lip; and 
his hands, though they did not seem very clean — indeed his 
occupation was not friendly to such niceties — were those of 
a man who had not known manual labour. His face was pale 
and puffed, but the tip of the nose was red. He did not seem 
as if the watery element was as familiar to himself as to his 
Delilah, tln^i perch. 

“Such is Life.’” recommenced the angler, in a moralizing 
tone, as he slid hi^^ rod into its canvas case. “If a man knew 
what it was to fish all one’s life in a stream that has only one 
perch, to catch that one perch nine times in all, and nine 
times to see it fall back into the water, plump,— if a man 
knew what it was, why. then ” — here the angler looked over 
his shoulder full at Leonard — “why then, young sir, he 
would know what human Ufo is to vain ambiticn. Good- 
evening.” 

Away he went treading over the daisies and kingcups. 
Helen’s eyes followed him wistfully. 

“ Wliat a strange person I ” said Leonard, laughing. 

“I think he is a very wise one,” murmured Helen; and she 
came close up to Leonard, and took his hand in both hen , as 
if she hilt already that he was in need of the ‘Comforter,— the 
line broken, and the perch lost! 
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CHAPTER IX. 

At noon tlie next day, London stole upon them throngli a 
gloomy, thick, oppressive atmosphere; for where is it that 
we can say London hirsts on the sight? It stole on them 
through one of its fairest and most gracious avenues of ap- 
proach, — by the stately gardens of Kensington, along the 
side of Hyde Park, and so on towards Cumberland Gate. 

Leonard was not the least struck. And yet with a very 
little money, and a very little taste, it would be easy to ren- 
der this entrance to London as grand and as imposing as that 
to Paris from the Champs Mysees. As they came near the 
Edgware Road, Helen took her new brother by the hand and 
guided him; for she knew all that neighbourhood, and she 
was acquainted with a lodging near that occupied by her 
father (to that lodging itself she could not have gone for the 
world), where they might be housed cheaply. 

But just then the sky, so dull and overcast since morning, 
seemed one mass of black cloud. There suddenly came on a 
violent storm of rain. The boy and girl took refuge in a cov- 
ered mews, in a street running out of the Edgware Road. 
This shelter soon became crowded; the two young pilgrims 
crept close to the wall, apart from the rest, Leonard’s arm 
round Helen’s waist, sheltering her from the rain that the 
strong wind contending with it beat in through the passage. 
Presently a young gentleman of better mien and dress than 
the other refugees entered, not hastily, but rather with a slow 
and proud step, as if, though he deigned to take shelter, hf^. 
scorned to run to it. He glanced somewhat haughtily at the 
assembled group, passed on through the midst of it, came 
near Leonard, took off his hat, a,nd shook the rain from its 
brim. His head thus uncovered, left all his features ex- 
posed; and the village youth recognised, at the first glance, 
his old victorious assailant on the green at Haaeldean. 
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Yot Raniial Lnslie was altered. His dark cheek was as 
thin ;iH in boyhood, and eyen yet more wasted by intense 
study and niglit vigils; but the expression of his face was at 
once uiorc relined and manly, and there was a steady concen- 
trated light in his eye, like that of one who has been in 
tlu^ ]ia!)it of bringing all his thoughts to one point. He 
loolted older than lie was. He was dressed simply in black, 
a (iolour which became him; and altogether his aspect and 
figure y-ere, not showy indeed, but distinguished. He looked 
to the ccnnraon eye a gentleman ; and to the more observant a 
schohar. 

Helter-skelter? pell-mell? the group in the passage now 
pressed each on each, now scattered on all sides, making way, 
rushing down the mews, against the walls, as a fiery horse 
darted under shelter. The rider, a young man with a very 
handsome face, and dressed with that peculiar care which we 
commonly call dandyism, cried out, good-liiimoiiredly, “Don’t 
be afraid; the horse sha’n’t hurt any of yon. A thousand 
pardons »— so ho! so ho! ” He patted the horse, and it stood 
as still as a statue, filling ii]) the centre of the passage. The 
groups resettled ; Kaudal approached the rider. 

“ Frank Hazeldean ! ” 

“Ah, is it indeed Eandal Leslie?” 

Frank was off liis horse in a moment, and the bridle was 
consigned to the care of a slim ’prentice-boy holding a 
bundle. 

“M'y dear fellow, how glad I am to see you. How lucky it 
was that I sbouhl turn in here. Not like me either, for I 
don’t much care for a ducking. Staying in town, Eandal? ” 

“Yes; at your uncle’s, Mr. Egerton. I have left Oxford.” 

“For good?” : 

“For good.” 

“But you have not taken your degree, I think? We Eto- 
nians all considered you booked for a donble-fir.st. Oh, we 
have been so proud of your fame, — ^you carried off all the 
prizes.” 

“Not all; but some, certainly. Mr. Egerton offered me 
my choice, — to stay for my degree, or to enter at once into 
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the Foreign Office. T preferred the end to the means. For, 
after all, what good are academical honours but as the en- 
trance to life? To enter now is to save a step in a long way, 
Frank.” 

“ Ah, you were always ambitious, and you will make a great 
figure, I am sure.” 

“ Perhaps so — if I work for it. Knowledge is power.” 

Leonard started. 

“ And you ! ” resumed Randal, looking with some curious 
attention at his old schoolfellow. "‘You never came to Ox- 
ford. I did hear you were going into the army.” 

“I am in the Guards,” said Frank, trying hard not to look 
too conceited as he made that acknowledgment. “ The gov- 
ernor pished a little, and would rather I had come to live 
with him in the old Hall, and take to farming. Time enough 
for that, eh? By Jove, Randal, how pleasant a thing is life 
in London! Do you go to Almack’s to-night? ” 

“No; Wednesday is a holiday in the House. There is a 
great parliamentary dinner at Mr. Egerton’s. He is in the 
Cabinet now, you know; but you don’t see much of your 
uncle, I think.” 

“Our sets are different,” said the young gentleman, in a 
tone of voice worthy of Brummel. “ All those parliamentary 
fellows are devilish dull. The rain ’s over. I don’t know 
whether the governor would like me to call at Grosvenor 
Square; but pray come and see me. Here ’s my card to re- 
mind you; you must dine at our mess. Such capital fellows! 
What day will you fix? ” 

“I will call and let you know. Don’t you find it rather 
expensive in the Guards? I remember that you tliought the 
governor, as you call him, used to chafe a little when you 
wrote for more pocket-money; and the only time I ever 
saw you with tears in your eyes was when Mr. Hazeldean, 
in sending you £5, reminded yon that his estates were 
not entailed, — were at his own disposal, and they should 
never go to an extravagant spendthrift. It was not a pleas- 
ant threat that, Frank.” 

“Oh!” cried the young man, colouring deeply. “It was 
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not the tiu'eut that pained mo; it was that my father could 
think so meanly of me as to fancy that — Well, well, but 
thosi! wer(} seboolboy days. And my father was always more 
generous than 1 deserved. We must see a great deal of each 
other, KaniliiJ. How good-natured you were at Eton, making 
my longs and shorts for me; I shall never forget it. Do call 
soon.” 

If rank swung himself into his saddle, and rewarded the slim 
youth with half -a -crown, — a largess four times more ample 
than his father would have deemed sufficient. A jerk of the 
reins and a touch of the heel, off bounded the fiery horse and 
the gay young rider. Kandal mused, and as the rain had 
now ceased, the passengers under shelter dispersed and went 
their way. Only Handal, Leonard, and Helen remained be- 
hind. Then, as Handal, still musing, lifted his eyes, they 
fell full U])on lieonard’s face. He started, passed his hand 
quieddy over liis brow, looked again, hard and piercingly; 
and the change in his pale cheek to a shade still paler, a 
quicjk compression and nervous gnawing of his lip, showed 
tliat he too rccogniz<Ml an. old foe. Then his glance ran over 
Leontu'd’s dress, which wa.s somewhat dust-stained, but far 
above tiie class amongst which the peasant was born. Randal 
raised his brows in surprise, and with a smile slightly super- 
cilious — the smile stung Leonard — and with a slow step, 
Randal left the passage, and took his way towards Grosvenor 
Square. The Entrance of Ambition was clear to him. 

Then the little girl once more took Leonard by the hand, 
and led him through rows of humble, obscure, dreary streets. 
It setmied almost like an allegory personified, as the sad, si- 
lent child led on the penniless and low-born adventurer of 
genius by tbe stpialid shops and through the winding lanes, 
wluoh grow meiiner and meaner, till both their forms vanished 
from the view. 
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CHAPTBE X. 

“But do come; change your dress, return, and dine with 
me ; you will have Just time^ Harley. You will meet the 
most eminent men of our party; surely they are worth your 
study, philosophor that you affect to be.” 

Thus said Audley Egerton to Lord L’Estrange, with whom 
he had been riding (after the toils of his office). The two 
gentlemen were in Audley’s library, — Mr. Egerton, as usual, 
buttoned up, seated in his chair, in the erect posture of a 
man who scorns “ inglorious ease ; ” Harley, as usual, thrown 
at length on the sofa, his long hair in careless curls, his neck- 
cloth loose, his habiliments flowing simiilex munditUs, in- 
deed, — his grace all his own; seemingly negligent, never 
slovenly ; at ease everywhere and with every one, even with 
Mr. Audley Egerton, who chilled or awed the ease out of 
most people. 

“Nay, my dear Audley, forgive me. But your eminent 
men are all men of one idea, and that not a diverting one, — 
politics! politics! politics! The storm in the saucer.” 

“But what is your life, Harley? — the saucer without the 
storm? ” 

“Do you know, that’s very well said, Audley? I did not 
think you bad so much liveliness of repartee. Life! life! it 
is insi])id, it is shallow,— no launching Argosies in the 
saucer. Audley, I have the oddest fancy — ” 

‘‘ That of course,” said Audley, dryly; “you never had any 

other. What is the new one? ” 

Hajbley (with great gravity). — “Do you believe in 
Mesmerism? ” 

-A-udley. — “ Certainly not.” 

Haeley. — “If it were in the power of an animal magneti- 
zer to get me out of ray own skin into somebody’s else! 
That'S my fancy! I am so tired of myself,— so tired! I 
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have run through all luy ideas, — know every one of them by 
hea.rt. When some pretentious impostor of an idea perks it- 
self up and says, ‘Look at me, — I hii a new acfpiaintance, ’ I 
just give it a nod, and say ‘Not at all, y''ou have only got a new 
coat on; yon arti the same old wretch that has bored me these 
bust twenty years ; get away. ’ But if one could be in a new 
skin, if I could be for h.alf-an-hour your tall porter, or one 
of your eminent nmtter-of-faot men, I should then really 
travel into a new world. ^ Every man’s brain must be a 
world in itself, eh? If I could but juake a parochial settle- 
ment even in yours, Audley, — run over all yonr thoughts and 
sensations- Upon my life, I ’ll go and talk to that French 
mesmerizer about it.” 

Audley (who does not seem to like the notion of having 
his thoughts and sensations rummaged, even hy his friend, 
and even in fancy). — “Pooh, pooh, pooh! Do talk like a 
man of sense.” 

Hakley, — “ Man of sense I Where shall I find a model? 
I don’t know a man of sense ! — never met such a creature. 
Don’t believe it ever existed. At one time I thought Socrates 
must have been a man of sense: a delusion 5 he would stand 
gazing into the air, and talking to his Genius from sunrise to 
sunset. Is that like a man of sense? Poor Audley! how 
puzzled he looks! Well, I’ll try and talk sense to oblige 
yon. And first ” (here Harley raised himself on his elhow), 

■ — “first, is it true, as I have heard vaguely, that you are 
paying court to the sister of that infamous Italiati traitor? ” 

“Madame di Negra? No: I am not paying court to her,” 
answered Audley, with a cold smile. “But she is very hand- 
some; slie is very clever; she is useful to me, — I need not 
say how or why ; that belongs to my metier as a politician. 
But I think, if yon will take my advice, or get your friend to 

J If, at the (lute in wlncli Lord LTBstrange held this conversation with Mr. 
Egerton, Alfred de Musset had ■written his comedies, we should suspect that 
his lordship had plagiarized from one of them the whimsical idea that he 
here vents upon Audley. In repeating it, the author at least cannot escape 
from the charge of obligation to a writer whose humour is sufficiently opulent 
to justify the loan. 
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take it, I could obtain from her brother, through lu} iuflueiice 
with her, some liberal concessions to your exile. She is very 
anxious to know where he is.” 

“ You have not told her? ” 

“No; 1 promised you I would keep that secret.” 

“lie sure you do; it is only for some inis(diio;f', .soiix! snare, 
that slie could desire such information. Concessions! pooh! 
This is no question of concessions, but of rights. ’’ 

“I think you should leave your friend to judge of that.” 
“Well, I will write to him. Meanwhile, beware of this 
■^vonian. I have heard much of her abroad, and she has the 
character of her brother for duplicity and — ” 

“Beauty,” interrupted Audley, turning the conversation 
with practised adroitness. “ I am told that the count is one 
of the handsomest men in Europe, much handsomer than his 
sister still, though nearly twice her age. Tut, tut, I-Tarley; 
fear not for me. I am proof against all feminine attractions. 
This heart is deM.” 

“Hay, nay; it is not for you to speak thus, — leave that to 
me. But even 1 Avill not say it. The heart never dies. 
And you; what have you lost? — a wife; true: an excellent, 
noble-hearted woman. But was it love that you felt for her? 
Enviable man, have you ever loved? ” 

“Perhaps not, Harley,” said Audley, with a sombre aspecr, 
and in dejected accents; “very few men ever have loved, at 
least as you mean by the word. But there are other passions 
than love that kill the heart, and reduce us to mechanism.” 

While Egerton spoke, Harley turned aside, and his breast 
heaved. There was a short silence; Audley Avas the first to 
break it. 

“ Speaking of my lost wife, I am sorry that you do not ap- 
prove what I have done for her young kinsman, Bandal 
Leslie.” 

H.AELEY (recovering himself with an effort). — “Is it true 
kindness to bid him exchange manly independence for tlio 
protection of an official patron ? ” 

Audley. — “I did not bid him. I gave him his choice. 
At his age, I should have chosen as he has done.” 
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Haiiley. — "‘I trust not-, I think better of you. But an- 
swer me one question frankly, and. then I will ask another. 
Do you mean to make this young man your heir? ” 

Audley (with a slight embarrassment). -—“Heir, pooh! I 
am young still. I may live as long as he — time enough to 
think of that.” 

Harley. — “ Then now to my second question. Have you 
told this youth plainly that he may look to you for influence, 
but not for wealth? ” 

Audley (firmly). — “I think I have; but I shall repeat it 
more emphatically.” 

Harley. — “Then I am satisfied as to your conduct, but 
not as to his. For he has too acute an intellect not to know 
what it is to forfeit independence; and, depend on it, he has 
made his calculations, and would throw you into the bargain 
in any balance that he could strike in his favour. You go by 
your experience in judging men; I by my instincts. Kature 
warns us as it does the inferior animals, — only we are too 
conceited, we bipeds, to heed her. My instincts of soldier 
and gentleman recoil from that old young man. He has the 
soul of the Jesuit. I see it in his eye, I hear it in the tread 
of his foot; volto sciolto he has not y i pemieri stretti he has. 
Hist! I hear now his step in the hall. I should know it 
from a thousand. That’s his very touch on the handle of 
the door.” 

Randal Leslie entered. Harley — -who, despite his disre- 
gard for forms, and his dislike to Randal, was too high-bred 
not to be polite to his junior in age or inferior in rank — rose 
and bowed. But his bright piercing eyes did not soften as 
they caught and bore down the deeper and more latent fire in 
Randal’s. Harley did not resume his seat, but moved to the 
mantelpiece, and leaned against it. 

RA>fi)AL. — “ I have fulfilled your commissions, Mr. Eger- 
ton. I went first to Maida Hill, and saw Mr. Burley. I gave 
him tlie cheek, but he said it was too much, and he should 
return half to the banker; he will write the article as you 
suggested. T then — ” 

Audlev, — “Enough, Randal! we will not fatigue Lord 
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L’Bstrange with these little details of a life that displeases 
him, — the life political.^’ 

Hakley. — details do not displease me; they 
reconcile me to my own life. Go on, pray, Mr. T-jcslie.” 

liandal had too much tact to need the cautioning glance of 
Mr. Egerton. He did not continue, but said with a soft voice, 
‘‘ Ho you think, Lord L’Estrange, that the contemplation of 
the mode of life pursued by others can reconcile a man to his 
own, if he had before thought it needed a reconciler?” 
Harley looked pleased, for the question was ironical ; and if 
there was a thing in the world he abhorred, it was flattery. 

‘‘Recollect your Lucretius, Mr. Leslie, the Sua/cc mare, 
etc., ‘pleasant from the cliff to see the mariners tossed on the 
ocean. ^ Eaith, I think that sight reconciles one to the cliff, 
though, before, one might have been teased by the splash 
from the spray, and deafened by the scream of the sea-gulls. 
But I leave you, Audley, Strange that I have heard no more 
of my soldier I Remember I have your promise when I come 
to claim it. Good-by, Mr. Leslie, I hope that Burley’s 
article will be worth the — check.” 

Lord L’Estrange mounted his horse, which was still at the 
door, and rode through the Park. But he was no longer now 
unknown by sight. Bows and nods saluted him on every 
side. 

“Alas, I am found out, then,” said he to himself. “That 
terrible Duchess of Knaresborough, too — I must fly my coun- 
try.” He pushed his horse into a canter, and was soon out of 
the Park. As he dismounted at his father’s sequestered 
house, you would have hardly supposed him the same whim- 
sical, fantastic, but deep and subtle humourist that delighted 
in perplexing the material Audley, for his expressive face 
was unutterably serious. But the moment he came into the 
presence of his parents, the countenance was again lighted 
and cheerful. It brightened the whole room like sunshine. 
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CHAPTEK XI. 

“Mb. Leslie,” said Egerton, wken Harley had left the 
library, “you did not act with your usual discretion in touch- 
ing upon matters connected with politics in the presence of a 
third party.” 

“I feel that already, sir; my excuse is, that I held Lord 
L’Estrange to he your most intimate friend.” 

“A public man, Mr. Leslie, would ill serve his country if 
he were not especially reserved towards his private friends— 
when they do not belong to his party.” 

“But pardon me my ignorance. Lord Lansihete is so well 
known to be one of your supporters, that I fancied his son 
must share his sentiments, and be in your confidence.” 

Egerton’s brows’ slightly contracted, and gave a stern ex- 
pression to a countenance always firm and decided. He how- 
ever answered in a mild tone,-— ' 

“At the entrance into political life, Mr. Leslie, there is 
nothing in wdiich a young man of your talents should be more 
on his guard than thinking for himself; he will nearly always 
think wrong. And I believe that is one reason why young 
men of talent disappoint their friends, and remain so long out 
of office.” 

A haughty flush passed over KandaPs brow, and faded 
away quickly; he bowed in silence. 

Egerton resumed, as if in explanation, and even in kindly 
apology,— 

“Look at Lord L^Estrange himself. What young man 
<iould come into life with brighter auspices? Rank, wealth, 
high animal spirits (a great advantage those same spirits, Mr. 
Leslie), courage, ^self-possession, scholarship as brilliant per- 
haps as your own; and now see how his life is wasted! 
Why? He always thought fit to think for himself. He could 
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never be broken into harness, and never will be. The state 
coach, Mr. Leslie, requires that all the horses should pull 
together.’' 

“With submission, sir,” answered Randal, “I should 
think that there were other reasons why Lord L’Estraiige, 
whatever be his talents — and of these you must be indeed an 
adequate judge — would never do anything in public life.” 

“Ay, and what?” said Egerton, quickly. 

“First,” said Eandal, shrewdly, “private life has done too 
much for him. What could public life give to one who needs 
nothing? Born at the top of the social ladder, why should 
he put himself voluntarily at the last step, for the sake of 
climbing up again? And secondly. Lord L’Estrange seems 
to me a man in whose organization sentiment usurps too large 
a share for practical existence.” 

“You have a keen eye,” said Audley, with some admira- 
tion} — “ keen for one so young. Poor Harley ! ” 

Mr. Egerton’s last words were said to himself. He re- 
sumed quickly, — 

“There is something on my mind, my young friend. Let 
us be frank with each other. I placed before you fairly the 
advantages and disadvantages of the choice I gave you. To 
take your degree with such honours as no doubt you would 
have won, to obtain your fellowship, to go to the l^ar, with 
those credentials in favour of your talents, — this was one 
career. To come at once into public life, to profit by my ex- 
perience, avail yourself of my interest, to take the chances of 
rise or fall with a party, — this was another. You chose the 
last. But in so doing, there was a consideration which might 
weigh with you, and on which, in stating your reasons for 
your option, you were silent.” 

“What is that, sir?” 

“You might have counted on my fortune, should the 
chances of party fail you: speak, and without shame if so; 
it would be natural in a young man, who comes from the 
elder branch of the House whose heiress was my wife.” 

“You wound me, Mr. Egerton,” said Randal, turning 
away. 



VAlilE'riES IN- ENGLISH LIFE. 


41 


Mr. Egerton’s cold gla,nce followed Randal’s raoveinents; 
the face was hid from the glance, and the statesman’s eye 
rested on the ligure, which is often as self-betraying as the 
conntenaiKUi itself. Randal baffled Mr. Egerton’s penetration, 
— the yming man’s emotion might be honest pride and pained 
and generous feeling, or it might be sonaething else. Eger- 
ton continued slowly, — 

“Once for all, then, distinctly and emphatically, I say, 
never count upon that; count upon all else that I can do for 
you, and forgive me when I advise harshly or censure coldly ; 
ascribe this to my interest in your career. Moreover, before 
decision becomes irrevocable, I wish you to know practically 
all that is disagreeable or even humiliating in the first subor- 
dinate steps of him who, without wealth or station, would 
rise in public life. I will not consider your choice settled 
till the end of a year at least, — your name will be kept on 
the college books till then ; if on experience you should pre- 
fer to return to Oxford, and pursue the slower but surer path 
to independence and distinction, you can. And now give me 
your hand, Mr. Leslie, in sign that yon forgive my hluntness : 
it is time to dress.” 

Randal, with his face still averted, extended his hand. 
Mr. Egerton held it a moment, then dropping it, left the 
room. Randal turned as the door closed; and there was in 
his dark face a power (h‘ sinister passion, that justified all 
Harley’s warnings. His lips moved, but not audibly; then 
as if struck by a sudden thought, he followed Egerton into 
the hall. 

“Sir,” said he, “I forgot to say, that on returning from 
Maida Hill, I took slielter from the rain under a covered pas- 
sage, and there I met unexpectedly with your nephew, Frank 
Hazeldean.” 

“Ah!” said Egerton, indifferently, “a fine young man; in 
the Guards. It is a pity that my brother has such antiquated 
political notions ; he should put his son into parliament, and 
under my guidance; I could push him. Well, and what said 
Frank? ” 

“ He invited me to call on him. I remember that you once 
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ratlier cautioned me against too intimate an acquaintance with 
those who have not got their fortunes to make/’ 

“liecause they are idle, and idleness is contagious. Right, 
— better not to be too intimate with a young Guardsman.” 

‘‘Then you would not have me call on him, sir? We were 
rather friends at Eton; and if I wholly reject his overtures, 
might he not think that you — ” 

“I!” interrupted Egerton. “Ah, true; my brother might 
think I hore him a grudge; absurd. Call then, and ask the 
young man here. Yet still, I do not advise intimacy.” 

Egerton turned into his dressing-room. “Sir,” said his 
valet, who was in waiting, “Mr. Levy is here, — he says by 
appointment; and Mr. Grinders is also just come from the 
country,” 

“Tell Mr. Grinders to come in first,” said Egerton, seating 
himself. “You need not wait; 1 can dress without you. Tell 
Mr. Levy I will see him in five minutes.” 

Mr. Grinders was steward to Audley Egerton. 

Mr. Levy was a handsome man, who wore a camellia in his 
button-hole; drove, in his cabriolet, a high-stepping horse 
that had cost £ 200; was well known to young men of fash- 
ion, and considered by their fathers a very dangerous 
acquaintance. 


CHAPTER XII. 

As the company assembled in the drawing-rooms, Mr. Eger- 
ton introduced Randal Leslie to his eminent friends in a way 
that greatly contrasted the distant and admonitory manner 
which he had exhibited to him in private. The presentation 
was made with that cordiality and that gracious respect, by 
wbioh those who are in station command notice for those who 
have their station yet to win. 

“My dear lord, let me introduce to you a kinsman of my 
lat» wife’s” (in a whisper), — “the heir to the elder branch 
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of her family. Stamnore, this is Mr. Leslie, of whom I 
spoke to you. You, who were so distinguished at Oxford, 
will not like him the worse for the prizes he gained there. 
Duke, let me present to you Mr. Leslie. The duchess is, 
angry with me for deserting her balls ; I shall hope to make 
my peace, by providing myself with a younger and livelier 
substitute. Ali, Mr. Howard, here is a young gentleman just 
fresh from Oxford, who will tell us all about the new sect 
springing up there. He has not wasted his time on billiards 
and horses.” 

Leslie w^as received with all that charming courtesy which 
is the To Kahn of an aristocracy. 

After dinner, conversation settled on polities. Randal lis- 
tened with attention, and in silence, till Egerton drew him 
gently out; just enough, and no more, — just enough to make 
his intelligehoe evident, and without subjecting him to the 
charge of laying down the law. Egerton knew how to draw 
out young men, — a difficult art. It was one reason why he 
was so peculiarly popular with the more rising members of 
his party. 

The party broke up early. 

“We are in time for xilmack^s,” said Egerton, glancing at 
the clock, “and I have a voucher for you; come.” 

Randal followed his patron into the carriage. By the way 
Egerton thus addressed him, — 

“I shall introduce you to the principal leaders of society; 
know them and study them : I do not advise you to attempt to 
do more, — that is, to attempt to become the fashion. It is a 
very expensive ambition: some men it helps, most men it 
ruins. On the whole, you have better cards in your hands. 
Dance or not as it pleases you; don’t flirt. If you flirt people 
will iirquire into your fortune,— an inquiry that will do you 
little good; and flirting entangles a young man into marrying. 
That would never do. Here we are.” 

In two minutes more they were in the great ballroom, and 
Randal’s eyes were dazzled with the lights, the diamonds, 
the blaze of beauty. Audley presented him in quick succes- 
sion to some dozen ladies, and then disappeared amidst the 
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crowd. Kandal was not at a loss: he was without shyness; 
or if he had that disabling inlirniity, he concealed it. He 
answered the languid questions put to him with a certain 
spirit that kept up talk, and left a favourable impression of 
his agreeable qualities. But the lady with whom he got on 
the best was one who had no daughters out, a handsome and 
witty woman of the world, — Lady Frederick Coniers. 

“ It is your first ball at Almack’s then, Mr. Leslie? ” 

“My first.’’ 

“And you have not secured a partner? Shall I find you 
one? What do you think of that pretty girl in pink? ” 

“I see her — but I cannot think of her.” 

“You are rather, perhaps, like a diplomatist in a new court, 
and your first object is to know who is who.” 

“I confess that on beginning to study the history of my 
own day I should like to distinguish the portraits that illus- 
trate the memoir.” 

“ Give me your arm, then, and we will come into the next 
room. We shall see the different notabiliUs enter one by 
one, and observe without being observed. This is the least I 
can do for a friend of Mr. Egerton’s.” 

“Mr. Egerton, then,” said Eandal, — as they threaded their 
way through the space without the rope that protected the 
dancers, — “ Mr. Egerton has had the good fortune to win 
your esteem even for his friends, however obscure?” 

“Why, to say truth, I think no one whom Mr. Egerton 
calls his friend need long remain obscure, if he has the ambi- 
tion to be otherwise; for Mr. Egerton holds it a maxim never 
to forget a friend nor a service.” 

“ Ah, indeed ! ” said Randal, surprised. 

“And therefore,” continued Lady Frederick, “as he passes 
through life, friends gather round him. He will rise even 
higher yet. Gratitude, Mr. Leslie, is a very good policy.” 

“Hem,” muttered Mr. Leslie. 

They had now gained the room where tea and bread and 
butter were the homely refreshments to the hahitues of what 
at that day was the most exclusive assembly in London. 
They ensconced themselves in a corner by a window, and Lady 
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Frederick performed her task of cicerone with lively ease, 
accompanying each notice of the various persons who passed 
panoramically before them with sketch and anecdote, some- 
times good-natured, generally satirical, always graphic and 
amusing. 

By and by Frank Hazeldean, having on his arm a young 
lady of haughty air and with high though delicate features, 
came to the tea-table. 

“The last new Guardsman,” said Lady Frederick; “very 
handsome, and not yet q^uite spoiled. But he has got into a 
dangerous set.” 

Randal. — “The young lady with him is handsome enough, 
to be dangerous.” 

Lady Fbedbeick (laughing). — “No danger for him there, 
— as yet at least. Lady Mary (the Duke of Knaresborough’s 
daughter) is only in her second year. The first year, nothing 
under an earl ; the second, nothing under a baron. It will be 
full four years before she comes down to a commoner. Mr. 
Hazeldean’s danger is of another kind. He lives much with 
men who are not exactly mauvais ton, but certainly not of 
the best taste. Yet he is very young; he may extricate him- 
self,—- leaving half his fortune behind him. What, he nods 
to you! You know him?” 

“ Very well; he is nephew to Mr. Egerton.” 

“ Indeed 1 I did not know that. Hazeldean is a new name 
in London. I heard his father was a plain country gentle- 
man, of good fortune, but not that he was related to Mi. 
Egerton.” 

“Half-brother.” 

“Will Mr. Egerton pay the young gentleman’s debts? He 
has no sons himself.” 

Randal, — “Mr. Egerton’s fortune comes from his wife, 
from my family, — from a Leslie, not from a Hazeldean,” 

Lady Frederick turned sharply, looked at Randal’s counte- 
nance with more attention than she had yet vouchsafed to it, 
and tried to talk of the Leslies. Randal was very short 
there. 

An hour afterwards, Randal, who had not danced, was still 
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m ths refiv.slnnent-room, but Lady Frederick bad long quitted 
liim. lie was t:illciug with some old Etonians who bad recog- 
nized biiUj wlien. tbere entered a lady of very remarkable appear- 
ance, and a murmur passed through the room as she appeared. 

She might be three or four and twenty. She was dressed 
in black velvet, which contrasted with the alabaster white- 
ness of her throat and the clear paleness of her complexion, 
while it set off the diamonds with which she was profusely 
covered. Her hair was of the deepest jet, and worn simply 
braided. Her eyes, too, were dark and brilliant, her features 
regular and striking; but their expression, when in repose, 
w^as not prepossessing to such as love modesty and softness in 
the looks of woman. But when she spoke and smiled, there 
was so much spirit and vivacity in the countenance, so much 
fascination in the smile, that all which might before have 
marred the effect of her beauty strangely and suddenly 
disappeared. 

“Who is that very handsome woman? ” asked Kandal. 

“An Italian, — a Marchesa something,” said one of the 
Etonians. 

“Di Hegra,” suggested another, who had been abroad; 
“she is a widow, her husband was of the great Genoese 
family of Negra, — a younger branch of it.” 

Several men now gathered thickly around the fair Italian. 
A few ladies of the highest rank spoke to her, but with a 
more distant courtesy than ladies of high rank usually show 
to foreigners of such quality as Madame di Negra. Ladies of 
rank less elevated seemed rather shy of her, — that might be 
from jealousy. As Landal gazed at the marchesa with more 
admiration than any woman, perhaps, had before excited in 
him, he heard a voice near him say, — 

“Oh, Madame di Negra is resolved to settle amongst us, 
and marry an Englishman.” 

“If she can find one sufficiently courageous,” returned a 
female voice. 

“Well, she ’s trying hard for Egerton, and he has courage 
enough for anything.” 

The, female voice replied, with a laugh, “Mr Egerton 
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knows the world too well, and has resisted too many temp- 
tations to be — ” 

“'Hush! there he is.” 

Jilgerton came into the room with his usual firm step and 
erect mien. Kandal observed that a quick glance was ex- 
changed between him and the marchesa; but the minister 
passed her by with a bow. 

Still Randal watched, and, ten minutes afterwards, Egerton 
and the marchesa were seated apart in the very same conve- 
nient nook that Randal and Lady Frederick had occupied an 
hour or so before. 

“ Is this the reason why Mr. Egerton so insultingly warns 
me against counting on his fortune? ” muttered Randal. 
“Does he mean to marry again?” 

Unjust suspicion! — for, at that moment, these were the 
words that Audley Egerton was dropping forth from his lips 
of bronze, — 

“ Nay, dear madam, do not ascribe to my frank admiration 
more gallantry than it merits. Your conversation charms 
me, your beauty delights me; your society is as a holiday 
that I look forward to in the fatigues of my life. But I have 
done with love, alid I shall never marry again.” 

“ You almost pique me into trying to win, in order to reject 
you,” said the Italian, with a flash from her bright eyes. 

“I defy even you,” answered Audley, with his cold hard 
smile. “But to return to the point. You have more influ- 
ence, at least, over this subtle ambassador; and the secret we 
speak of I rely on you to obtain me. Ah, Madam, let us rest 
friends. You see I have conquered the unjust prejudices 
against you; you are received and/«ifet«! everywhere, as be- 
comes your birth and your attractions. Rely on me ever, as 
I on you. But I shall excite too much envy if I stay here 
longer, and am vain enough to think that I may injure you 
if I provoke the gossip of the ill-natured. As the avowed 
friend, I can serve you; as the supposed lover, No — ” Aud- 
ley rose as he said this, and, standing by the chair, added 
carelessly, “ A propos, the sum you do me the honour to bor- 
row will be paid to your bankers to-morrow.” 
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“ A tlioiisand thanks ! my brother will hasten to repay 
you.’’ 

Audley bowed. “Your brother, I hope, will repay me in 
person, not before. When does he come?” 

“Oh, he has again postponed his visit to London; he is st) 
niuoli needed in Vienna. But while we are talking of him. 
allow me to ask if your friend, Lord L’Estrange, is indee<l 
still so bitter against that poor brother of mine?” 

“ Still the same.” 

“It is shameful! ” cried the Italian, with warmth; “what 
has my brother ever done to him that he should actually in- 
trigue against the count in his own court? ” 

“ Intrigue I I think you wrong Lord L’Estrange ; he but 
represented what he believed to be the truth, in defence of a 
ruined exile.” 

“ And you will not tell me where that exile is, or if his 
daughter still lives?” 

“My dear marchesa, I have called you friend, therefore I 
will not aid L’Estrange to injure you or yours. But I call 
L’Estrange a friend also; and I cannot violate the trust 
that — ” Audley stopped short, and bit his lip. “You un- 
derstand me,” he resumed, with a more genial smile, than 
usual; and he took his leave. 

The Italian’s brows met as her eye followed him; then, as 
she too rose, that eye encountered Randal’s. 

“That young man has the eye of an Italian,” said the 
marchesa to herself, as she passed by him into the ballroom. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

Jjfokaim) and Helen settled themselves in two little cnam- 
bers in a small lane. The neighbourhood was dull enough, 
the accommodation humble; but their landlady had a smile. 
That was the reason, perhaps, why Helen chose the lodgings : 
a smile is not always found on the face of a landlady when 
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the lodger is poor. And out of their windows they caught 
sight of a green tree, an elm, that grew up fair and tall in a 
carpenter’s yard at the rear. , That tree was like another 
smile to the place. They saw the birds come and go to its 
shelter; and they even heard, when a breeze arose, the x^leas- 
ant murmur of its boughs. 

Leonard went the same evening to Ca^itain Digby’s old 
lodging.s, but he could learn there no intelligence of friend.s 
or protectors for Helen. The people were rude and surly, 
and said that the caiJtain still owed them 1 ITa*. The 
claim, however, seemed very disputable, and was stoutly de- 
nied by Helen. The next morning Leonard set out in search 
of Dr. Morgan. He thought his best plan was to inquire the 
address of the doctor at the nearest chemist’s, and the chemist 
civilly looked into the “Court Guide,” and referred him to a 
house in Bulstrode Street, Manchester Square. To this street 
Leonard contrived to find his way, much marvelling at the 
meanness of London: Screwstown seemed to him the hand- 
somer town of the two. 

A shabby man-servant opened the door, and Leonard re- 
marked that the narrow passage was choked with boxes, 
trunks, and various articles of furniture. He was shown into 
a small room containing a very large round table, whereon 
were sundry works on homoeopathy, Parry’s “Cymbrian Plu- 
tarch,” Davies’s “Celtic Researches,” and a Sunday news- 
paper. An engraved portrait of the illustrious Hahnemann 
occupied the place of honour over the chimneypiece. In a 
few minutes the door to an inner room opened, and Dr. Mor- 
gan appeared, and said politely, “Come in, sir.” 

The doctor seated himself at a desk, looked hastily at 
Leonard, and then at a great chronometer lying on the table. 
“My time’s short, sir, — going abroad: and now that I am 
going, patients flock to me. Too late. London will repent 
its apathy. Let it ! ” 

The doctor paused majestically, and not remarking on 
Leonard’s face the consternation he had anticipated, he re- 
peated peevishly, “I am going abroad, sir, but I will make 
a synopsis of your case, and leave it to my successor. Hum ! 
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Hair chestnut; eyes — what colour? Look this way, — blue, 
dark bine. Hem ! Constitution nervous. What are the 
symptoms?” 

“Sir,” began Leonard, “a little girl — ” 

Dr. Moroan (impatiently). — “Little girl; never mind the 
history of your sufferings; stick to the symptoms,— stick to 
the symptoms.” 

Leonard. — “You mistake me, Doctor; I have nothing the 
matter with me. A little girl — ” 

Dr. Morgan. — “Girl again ! I understand! it is she who 
is ill. Shall I go to her? She must describe her own symp- 
toms,— I can’t judge from your talk. You ’ll be telling me 
she has consumption, or dyspepsia, or some such disease that 
don’t exist: mere allopathic inventions, — symptoms, sir, 
symptoms.” 

Leonard (forcing his way). — “You attended her poor 
father, Captain Digby, when he was taken ill in the coach 
with you. He is dead, and his child is an orphan.” 

Dr. Morgan (Limbling in his medical pocket-book). — 
“Orphan! nothing for orphans, especially if inconsolable, 
lUkO' aoomte and chamomilla.” ^ 

With some difficulty Leonard succeeded in bringing Helen 
to tlie recollection of the hommopathist, stating how he came 
in charge of her, and why he sought Dr. Morgan. 

The doctor was much moved. 

“But, really,” said he, after a pause, “I don’t see how I 
can help the poor child. I know nothing of her relations. 
This Lord Les — whatever his name is — I know of no lords 
in London. T knew lords, and physicked them too, when I 
was a blundering allopathist. There was the Earl of Lans- 
mere, — has had many a blue pill from me, sinner that I wa.s. 
His son was wiser ; never would take physic. Very clever 
boy was Lord L’Estrange — ” 

“Lord L’Estraiigo! that name begins with Les—” 

“ Stuff ! He ’s always abroad, — shows his sense. T ’m go- 

* It may be necesssary to observe that homoeopathy professes to deal with 
oar moral affections as well as with our phy.sical maladies, and has a globule 
for every sorrow 
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ing abroad too. No development for science in this horrid 
city,— full of prejudices, sir, and given up to the most bar- 
barous allopatliical and plilebotomical propensities. I am going 
to the land of Hahnemann, sir,— sold my good-will, lease, 
and furniture, and have bought in on the Rhine. Natural 
life tliere, sir, — homoeopathy needs nature; dine at one 
o’clock, get up at four, tea little known, and science appre- 
ciated. But I forget. Cott! what can I do for the orphan?” 

“Well, sir,” said Leonard, rising, “Heaven will give me 
strength to support her.” 

The doctor looked at the young man attentively. “And 
yet,” said he, in a geutler voice, “you, young man, are, hy 
your account, a perfect stranger to her, or were so when you 
undertook to bring her to London. You have a good heart,— 
always keep it. Very healthy thing, sir, a good heart, — that 
is, when not carried to excess. But you have friends of your 
own in town? ” 

Leoistard. — “Not yet, sir; I hope to make them.” 

Doctor. — “Pless me, you do? How? — I can’t make 
any.” 

Leonard coloured and hung his head. He longed to say, 
“Authors find friends in their readers, — I am going to be ah. 
author.” But he felt that the reply would savour of pre- 
sumption, and held his tongue. 

The doctor continued to examine him, and with friendly 
interest. “You say you walked up to London: was that from 
choice or economy? ” 

Leonard. — “Both, sir.” 

Doctor. — “ Sit down again, and let us talk. I can give 
you a quarter of an hour, and I ’ll see if I can help either of 
you, provided you tell me all the symptoms, — I mean all the 
particulars.” 

Then, with that peculiar adroitness which belongs to expe- 
rience in the medical profession. Dr. Morgan, who was really 
an acute and able man, proceeded to put his questions, and 
soon extracted from Leonard the boy’s history and hopes. 
But when the doctor, in admiration at a simplicity which 
contrasted so evident an intelligence, finally asked him his 
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luune and (“.onnectioiis, and Leonard told them, the homcEO- 
pathist aotuallj started. “Leonard Fairfield, grandson of my 
old friend, John Avenel of Lansmere ! I must shake you by 
the hand. Brought up by Mrs. Fairfield ! — Ah, now I look, 
strong family likeness, — very strong ! ” 

The tears stood in the doctor’s eyes. “Poor Nora!” 
said he. 

“Nora I Did you know my aunt? ” 

“Your aunt! Ah! ah! yes, yes! Poor Nora! she died 
almost in these arms, — so young, so beautiful. I remember 
it as if yesterday.” 

The doctor brushed his hand across his eyes, and swallowed 
a globule; and before the boy knew what he was about, had, 
in his benevolence, thrust another between Leonard’s quiver- 
ing lips. 

A knock was heard at the door. 

“ Ha ! that ’s my great i)atient, ” cried the doctor, recover- 
ing his self-possession, — “must see him. A chronic case, — 
excellent patient, — tic, sir, tic. Puzzling and interesting. 
If I could take that tic with me, I should ask nothing more 
from Heaven. Call again on Monday; I may have something 
to tell you then as to yourself. The little girl can’t stay with 
you, — wrong and nonsensical ! I will see after her. Leave me 
your address, — write it here. I think I know a lady who will 
take charge of her. Good-by. Monday next, ten o’clock.” 

With this, the doctor thrust out Leonard, and ushered in 
liis grand patient, whom he was very anxious to take wdth 
Ivim to the banks of the Rhine. 

Leonard had now only to discover the nobleman whose 
name had been so vaguely uttered by poor Captain Digby. 
He had again recourse to the “Court Guide; ” and finding the 
address of two or three lords the first syllable of whose titles 
seemed similar to that repeated to him, and all living pretty 
near to each other, in the regions of Mayfair, he ascertained 
his way to that quarter, and, exercising his mother-wit, in- 
quired at the neighbouring shops as to the personal appear- 
ance of these noblemen. Out of consideration for his rusticity, 
he got very civil and clear answers; but none of the lords in 
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q^uestioii corresponded with the description given by Helen. 
One was old; another was exceedingly corpulent, a third was 
bedridden, — none of them was known to keep a great dog. 
It is needless to say that the name of L’Estrange (no habitant 
of London) was not in the “Court Guide.” And Dr. Mor- 
gan’.s assertion that that person was always abroad unluckily 
dismissed from Leonard's mind the name the homcBopathist 
had so casually mentioned. But Helen was not disappointed 
when her young protector returned late in the day, and told 
her of his ill-success. Poor child ! she was so pleased in her 
heart not to be separated from her new brother; and Leonard 
was touched to see how she had contrived, in his absence, to 
give a certain comfort and cheerful grace to the bare room 
devoted to himself. She had arranged his few books and 
papers so neatly, near the window, in sight of the one green 
elm. She liad coaxed the smiling landlady out of one or two 
extra articles of furniture, especially a walnut-tree bureau, 
and some odds and ends of ribbon, with which last she had 
looped up the curtains. Even the old rush-bottom chairs had 
a strange air of elegance, from the mode in which they were 
placed. The fairies had given sweet Helen the art that 
adorns a home, and brings out a smile from the dingiest 
corner of hut and attic. 

Leonard wondered and praised. He kissed his blushing 
raiuistrEint gr.'itefully, and they sat down in joy to their abste- 
mious meal; when suddenly his face was overclouded, — there 
shot through him the remembrance of Dr. Morgan’s words, 
“The little girl can’t stay with you, — wrong and nonsensical. 
I think I know a lady who will take charge of her.” 

“Ah,” cried Leonard, sorrowfully, “how could I forget?” 
And he told Helen what grieved him. Helen at first ex- 
claimed that she would not go. Leonard, rejoiced, then be- 
gan to talk as usual of his great prospects; and, hastily 
finishing his meal, as if there were no time to lose, sat doi' 
at once to his papers. Then Helen contemplated him sadly, 
as he bent over Lis delightful work. And when, lifting 
his radiant eyes from his manuscripts, he exclaimed, “.Ho, 
no, you shall not go. Thh must succeed, — and we shall liv« 
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together in some pretty cottage, where we can see more than 
one tree,” — theQi Helen sighed, and did not answer this time, 
“No, I will not go.” 

Shortly after she stole from the room, and into her own; 
and there, kneeling down, she prayed, and her prayer was 
somewhat this, Guard me against iny own selfish heart; may 
I never be a burden to him who has shielded me.” 

Perhaps as the Creator looks down on this world, whose 
wondrous beauty beams on us more and more, in proportion 
as our science would take it from poetry into law, — perhaps 
He beholds nothing so beautiful as the pure heart of a simple 
loving child. 


CHAPTER XIV. 

LEONAtii) went out the next day with his precious manu- 
scripts. He had read sufiicient of modern literature to know 
the names of the principal London jmhlisliers ; and to these 
he took his way with a bold step, though a beating heart. 

That day he was out longer than the last; and when he re- 
turned, and came into the little room, Helen uttered a cry, 
for she scarcely recognized him, — there was on his face so 
deep, so silent, and so concentrated a despondency. He sat 
down listlessly, and did not kiss her this time, as she stole 
towards him. He felt so humbled. He was a king deposed. 
He take charge of another life ! He ! 

She coaxed him at last into communicating his day’s chroni- 
cle. The reader beforehand knows too well what it must be 
to need detailed repetition. Most of the publishers had abso- 
lutely refused to look at his manuscripts ; one or two had good- 
naturedly glanced over and returned them at once with a civil 
word or two of flat rejection. One publisher alone — himself 
a man oE letters, and who in youth had gone through the 
same hitter process of disillusion that now awaited the village 
genius — volunteered some kindly though stern explanation 
and counsel to the unhappy boy. This gentleman read a pox- 
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tion of Leonard’s principal poem with attention, and even 
with frank admiration. He could appreciate the rare promise 
that it manifested. He sympathized with the boy’s history, 
and even with his hopes; and then he said, in bidding him 
farewell, — 

“Tf I publish tliis poem for you, speaking as a trader, I 
vshall be a considerable loser. Did I publish all I admire, out 
of sympathy with the author, I should be a ruined man. But 
suppose that, impressed as I really am with the evidence of no 
common poetic gifts in this manuscript, I publish it, not as a 
tra,der, but a lover of literature, I shall in reality, I fear, ren- 
der you a great disservice, and perhaps unfit your whole life 
for the exertions on which you must rely for independence.” 

“How, sir?” cried Leonard. “Not that I would ask you 
to injure yourself for me,” he added, with proud tears in his 
eyes. 

“How, my young friend? I will explain. There is enough 
talent iu these verses to induce very flattering reviews in some 
pf the literary journals. You will read these, find yourself 
proclaimed a poet, will cry ‘I am on the road to fame.’ You 
will come to me, ‘And my poem, how does it sell? ’ I shall 
point to some groaning shelf, and say, ‘Not twenty copies ! 
The journals may praise, but the public will not buy it.’ ‘But 
you will have got a name,’ yon say. Yes, a name as a poet 
just sufficiently known to make every man in practical busi- 
ness disinclined to give fair trial to your talents in a single 
department of positive life; none like to employ poets; — a 
name that will not put a penny in your purse, — worse still, 
that will operate as a harrier against every escape into the 
ways whereby men get to fortune. But having once tasted 
praise, you will continue to sigh for it: you will perhaps 
never again get a publisher to bring forth a poem, but you 
will hanker round the purlieus of the Muses, scribble for 
periodicals, fall at last into a bookseller’s drudge. Profits 
will be so precarious and uncertain, that to avoid debt may 
be impossible ; then, you who now seem so ingenuous and so 
proud, will sink deeper still into the literary mendicant, beg- 
gmg, borrowing — ” 
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“Never! never! never !” cried Leonard, veiling Ms face 
with his hands. 

“Such would have been my career,” continued the pub- 
lisher; “but I luckily had a rich relative, a trader, whose 
calling I despised as a boy, who kindly forgave my folly, 
bound me as an apprentice, and here I am; and now I can 
afford to write books as well as sell them. 

“Young man, you must have respectable relations, — go by 
their advice and counsel; cling fast to some positive calling. 
Be anything in this city rather than poet by profession.” 

“A.nd how, sir, have there ever been poets? Had they 
other callings?” 

“ Read their biography, and then — envy them ! ” 

Leonard was silent a moment; but lifting his head, an- 
swered loud and quickly, “I have read their biography. 
True, their lot was poverty, — perhaps hunger. Sir, I — 
envy them 1 ” 

“ Poverty and hunger are small evils, ” answered the book- 
seller, with a grave, kind smile. “There are worse, — debt 
and degradation, and — despair.” 

“No, sir, no, you exaggerate; these last are not the lot of 
all poets.” 

“Right, for most of our greatest poets had some private 
means of their own. And for others — why, all who have 
put into a lottery have not drawn blanks. But who could 
advise another man to set his whole hope of fortune on the 
chance of a prize in a lottery? And such a lottery ! ” groaned 
the publisher, glancing towards sheets and reams of dead au- 
thors, lying, like lead, upon his shelves. 

Leonard clutched his manuscripts to his heart, and hurried 
away. 

“Yes,” he muttered, a,s Helen clung to him, and tried to 
console,— “yes, you were right: London is very vast, very 
strong, and very cruel; ” and his head sank lower and lower 
yet upon his bosom. 

The door was flung widely open, and in, unannounced, 
walked Dr. Morgan. 

The child turned to him, and at the sight of his face she 
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remembered her father; aad the tears that for Leonard’s sake 
she had been trying to supi)ress found way. 

The good doctor soon gained all the confidence of these ty^f) 
young hearts; and after listening to Leonard’s story of his 
paradise lost in a day, he patted him on the shoulder and 
said, “ Well, you will call on me on Monday, and we will see. 
Meanwhile, borrow those of me ! ’’ — and he tried to slip three 
sovereigns into the boy’s hand. Leonard was indignant. 
The bookseller’s warning flashed on him. Mendicancy ! Oh, 
no, he had not yet come to that ! He was almost rude and 
savage in his rejection; and the doctor did not like him the 
less for it. 

“You are an obstinate mule,” said the homteopathist, re- 
luctantly putting up his sovereigns. “Will you work at 
something practical and prosy, and let the poetry rest a 
while?” 

“Yes,” said Leonard, doggedly. “I will work.” 

“Very well, then. I know an honest bookseller, and he 
shall give you some employment; and meanwhile, at all 
events, you will be among books, and that will be some 
comfort.” 

Leonard’s eyes brightened. “A great comfort, sir.” He 
pressed the hand he had before put aside to his grateful 
heart, 

“But,” resumed the doctor, seriously, “you really feel a 
strong predisposition to make verses? ” 

“I did, sir.” 

“Very bad symptom indeed, and must be stopped before a 
relapse ! Here, T. have cured three prophets and ten poets 
Avith this novel specific.” 

While thus speaking he had got out his hook and a globule. 
“ Agarimis muscarius dissolved in a tumbler of distilled water, 
— teaspoonful whenever the fit comes on. Sir, it would have 
cured Milton himself.” 

“And now for you, my child,” turning to Helen, — “I have 
found a lady who will be very kind to yon. Hot a menial 
situation. She wants some one to read to her and tend on 
her; she is old and has no children. She wants a companion, 
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and prefers a girl of your age to one older. Will tMs suit 
you? ” 

Leonard walked away. 

Helen got close to the doctor's ear, and whispered, I 
cannot leave Mm, now, -- he is so sad." 

“ Gott !" grunted the doctor, “you two must have been 
reading ‘ Paul and Virginia.’ If I could but stay in Eng- 
land, I would try what ignatia, would do in this case, — in- 
teresting experiment ! Listen to me, little girl, and go out 
of the room, you, sir.” 

Leonard, averting his face, obeyed. Helen made an invol- 
untary step after him; the doctor detained and drew her on 
his knee. 

“What 's your Christian name?-— I forget." 

“Helen." 

“Helen, listen. In a year or two you will be a young 
woman, and it would be very wrong then to live alone with 
that young man. Meanwhile you liave no right to cripple all 
his energies. He must not have you leaning on his right 
arm, — you would weigh it down. I am going away, and 
when I am gone there will be no one to help you, if you re- 
ject the friend I offer you. Do as I tell you, for a little girl 
so peculiarly susceptible (a thorough pulsatilla, constitution) 
cannot be obstinate and egotistical.” 

“Let me see him cared for and happy, sir,” said she, 
firmly, “and I will go where you wish." 

“He shall be so; and to-morrow, while he is out, I will 
come and fetch you. Nothing so painful as leave-taking, — 
shfikes the nervous system, and is a mere waste of the animal 
economy." 

Helen sobbed aloud; then, writhing from the doctor, she 
exclaimed, “But he may know where I am? We may see 
each other sometimes? Ah, sir, it was at my father’s grave 
that we first met, and I think Heaven sent him to me. Do 
not part ns forever.” 

“I should have a heart of stone if I did,” cried the doctor, 
vehemently; “and Miss Starke shall let him come and visit 
you once a week, t ’ll give her something to make her. She 


VAKIE'i'iKS JN ENGLISH LIFE. 


69 


is naturally indifferent to others. I will alter her whole eon- 
stitutiouj and melt her into sympathy — with rhododendron 
and arsenio f " 


CHAPTEE XV. 

Before he went the doctor wrote a line to “Mr. Prickett, 
Bookselleiv Plolborn,” and told Leonard to take it the next 
morning, as addressed. “I will call on Prickett myself to- 
night and prepare him for your visit. But I hope and trust 
you will only have to stay there a few days.” 

He then turned the conversation, to communicate his plans 
for Helen. Miss Starke lived at Highgate, — a worthy 
woman, stiff and prim, a,s old maids sometimes are; but just 
the place for a little girl like Helen, and Leonard should 
certainly be allowed to call and see her. 

Leonard listened and made no opposition, — now that his 
day-dream was dispelled, he had no right to pretend to be 
Helen’s protector, He could have prayed her to share his 
wealth and his fame; his penury and his drudgery — no. 

It was a very sorrowful evening,— that between the adven- 
turer and the child. They sat up late, till their candle had 
burned down to the sock(d; neither did they talk much; but 
his hand clasped hers all the time, and her head pillowed it- 
self on his shoulder. I fear when they parted it was not for 
sleep. 

And when Leonard went forth the next morning, Helen 
s tood at the street door watching him depart — slowly, slowly. 
No doubt, in that humble lane there were many sad hearts; 
but no heart so heavy as that of the still, quiet child, when 
the form slie had watched was to he seen no more, and, still 
standing on the desolate threshold, she gazed into space, — 
and all was vacant- 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

Mk. Prickett was a believer in homoeopathy, and declared, 
to the indignation of all the apothecaries round Holborn, that 
he had been cured of »■ chronic rheumatism by Dr. Morgan. 
The good doctor had, as he promised, seen Mr. Priekett wdien 
he left Leonard, and asked him as a favour to find some light 
occupation for the boy, that would serve as an excuse for a 
modest weekly salary. “It will not be for long,” said the 
doctor; “his relations are respectable and well off. I will 
write to his grandparents, and in a few days I hope to relieve 
you of the charge. Of course, if you don’t want him, I will 
repay what he costs meanwhile.” 

Mr. Priekett, thus prepared for Leonard, received him very 
graciously; and, after a few questions, said Leonard was just 
the person he wanted to assist him in cataloguing his books, 
and offered him most handsomely £1 a week for the task. 

Plunged at once into a world of books vaster than he had 
ever before won admission to, that old divine dream of know- 
ledge, out of which poetry had sprung, returned to the village 
student at the very sight of the venerable volumes. The col- 
lection of Mr. Priekett was, however, in reality by no means 
large; but it comprised not only the ordinary standard works, 
but several curious and rare ones. And Leonard paused in 
making the catalogue, and took many a hasty snatch of the 
contents of each tome, as it passed through his hands. The 
bookseller, who was an enthusiast for old books, was pleased 
to see a kindred feeling (which his shop- boy had never ex- 
hibited) in his new assistant; and he talked about rare eili- 
tions and scarce copies, and initiated Leonard into many of 
the mysteries of the bibliographist. 

Nothing could be more dark and dingy than the shop. 
There was a booth outside, containing cheap books aud odd 
volumes, round which there was always an attentive group; 
within, a gas-lamp burned night and day. 
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But time passed quickly to Leonard. He missed not tke 
green fields, he forgot his disappointments, he ceased to re- 
member even Helen. 0 strange passion of knowledge ! noth- 
ing like thee for .strength and devotion! 

Mr. ib'ickett was a bachelor, and asked Leonard to dine 
with him on a cold shoulder of mutton. During dinner the 
shop-boy kept the shop, and Mr. Prickett was really pleas- 
ant, as well as loquacious. He took a liking to Leonard, and 
Leonard told him his adventures with the publishers, at which 
Mr. Prickett rubbed his hands and laughed, as at a capital 
joke. “Oh, give up poetry, and stick to a shop,” cried he; 
“ and to cure you forever of the mad whim to be author, I ’ll 
just lend you the ‘Life and Works of Chatterton.’ You may 
take it home with you and read before you go to bed. You ’ll 
come back quite a new man to-morrow.” 

Not till night, when the shop was closed, did Leonard re- 
turn to his lodging. And when he entered the room, he was 
struck to the soul hy the silence, by the void. Helen was 
gone ! 

There was a rose-tree in its pot on the table at which he 
wrote, and by it a scrap of paper, on which was written, — 

Dear, d<Mir hvotbor Lecmard, God bless you. I will let you know 
when w(5 can meet again. Take care of this rose, Brother, and 
forget poor 

HnnEN. 

Over the word “ forget ” there was a big round blistered 
spot that nearly effaced the word. 

Leonard leaned his face on his hands, and for the first time 
in his lif{3 he felt what solitude really is. He could not stay 
long in the room. He walked out again, and wandered ob- 
jectless to and fro the streets. He passed that stiller and 
humbler neighbourhood, he mixed with the throng that 
swarmed in the more populous thoroughfares. Hundreds and 
thousands passed him by, and still — still such solitude. 

He came back, lighted his candle, and resolutely drew forth 
the “Chatterton ” which .the bookseller had lent him. It was 
an old edition, in one thick volume. It had evidently he- 
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longed to .some contemporary of the poet’s, — apparently an 
inhabitant of Bristol, — some one who had gathered up many 
anecdotes respecting Chatterton’s habits, and who appeared 
even to have seen him, nay, been in his company; for the 
book was interleaved, and the leaves covered with notes and 
remarks, in a stiff clear hand, — all evincing personal know- 
ledge of the moiiruful immortal dead. At first, Leonard read 
with an efiort ; then the strange and fierce spell of that dread 
life seized upon him, — seized with pain and gloom and ter- 
ror, — this boy dying by his own hand, about the age Leonard 
had attained himself. This wondrous boy, of a genius beyond 
all comparison the greatest that ever yet was developed and 
extinguished at the age of eighteen, — self-taught, self-strug- 
gling, self-immolated. Nothing in literature like that life 
and that death! 

With intense interest Leonard perused the tale of the bril- 
liant imposture, which had been so harshly and so absurdly 
construed into the crime of a forgery, and which was (if not 
wholly innocent) so akin to the literary devices always in 
other cases viewed with indulgence, and exhibiting, in this, 
intellectual qualities in themselves so amazing, — such pa- 
tience, such forethought, such labour, such courage, such in- 
genuity, — the qualities that, well directed, make men great, 
not only in books, but actifju. And, turning from the history 
of the imposture to the poems themselves, the young reader 
bent before their beauty, literally awed and breathleSvS. How 
this strange Bristol boy tinned and mastered his rude and 
motley materials into a music that comprehended every tune, 
and key, from the simplest to the sublimesti He turned 
back to the biography ; he read on ; he saw the proud, daring, 
mournful spirit alone in the Great City, like himself. He 
followed its dismal career, he saw it falling with bruised and 
soiled wings into the mire. He turned again to the later 
works, wrung forth as tasks for bread, — the satires without 
moral grandeur, the politics without honest faith. He shud- 
dered and sickened as he read. True, even here his poet 
mind appreciated (what perhaps only poets can) the divine 
fire that burned fitfully through that meaner and more sordid 
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fuel,™ he still traced in those crude, hasty, bitter offerings to 
dire Necessity the hand of the young giant who had built up 
tlxe statedy verse of Rowley. But alas! how different from 
that “mighty line,.” How all serenity and joy had fled from 
these lat(n' cxercd.scs of art degraded into journey-work! Then 
rai)idly came on the catastrophe, — the closed doors, the poison, 
the .suicide, the manuscripts torn by the hands of despairing 
wrath, a.nd strewed round the corpse upon the funereal floors. 
It was terrible ! Ihe spectre of the Titan boy (as described 
in the notes written on the margin), with his haughty brow, 
his cynic smile, his lustrous eyes, haunted all the night the 
baffled and solitary child of song. 


CHAPTER XVII. 

It will often happen that what ought to turn the human 
mind from some peculiar tendency produces the opposite 
eifect. One would think that the perusal in the newspaper 
of some crime and capital punishment would warn away all 
who had ever meditated the crime, or dreaded the chance of 
detection. Yet it is well known to ns that many a criminal 
is made by pondering over the fate of some predecessor in 
guilt. There is a fascination in the Dark and Forbidden, 
wliich, strange to say, is only lost in fiction. No man is 
mort^ inclined to murder lii.s nephews, or stifle his wife, after 
reading “ Richard the Third ” or “Othello.” It is the reality 
that is ntuxessary to constitute the danger ol; contagion. Now, 
it was this reality in the fate and life and crowning suicide 
of Chatterton that forced itself upon Leonard’s thoughts, and 
sat there like a visible evil thing, gathering evil like cloud 
around it. There was much in the dead poet’s character, his 
trials, and his doom, that stood out to Leonard like a hold and 
colossal shadow of himself and his fate. Alas ! the book- 
seller, in one respect, bad said truly. Leonard came back to 
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him the next day a new man; and it seemed even to himself 
as if he had lost a good angel in losing Helen. “Oh, that 
she had been by my side !” thought he. “Oh, that I could 
have felt the touch of her confiding hand; that, look- 
ing up from the scathed and dreary ruin of this life, that 
had sublimely lifted itself from the plain, and sought to 
tower aloft from a deluge, her mild look had spoken to me 
of innocent, humble, unaspiring childhood ! Ah ! If indeed 
I were still necessary to her, — still the sole guardian and 
protector, — then could I say to myself, ‘Thou must not de- 
spair and die ! Thou hast her to live and to strive for.’ But 
no, no! Only this vast and terrible London, — the solitude 
of the dreary garret, and those lustrous eyes, glaring alike 
through the throng and through the solitude.” 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

On the following Monday I)r. Morgan’s shabby man-servant 
opened the door to a young man in whom he did not at first 
remember a former visitor. A few days before, embrowned 
with healthful travel, serene light in his eye, simple trust on 
his careless lip, Leonard Fairfield had stood at that threshold. 
Now again he stood there, pale and haggard, with a cheek 
already hollowed into those deep anxious lines that speak of 
working thoughts and sleepless nights; and a settled sullen 
gloom resting heavily oh his whole aspect, 

“I call by appointment,” said the boy, testily, as the ser- 
vant stood irresolute. The man gave w■a3^ “ Master is just 

gone out to a patient: please to wait, sir; ” and he showed 
him into the little parlour. In a few moments, two other 
patients were admitted. These were women, and they be- 
gan talking very loud. They disturbed Leonard’s unsocial 
thoughts. He saw that the door into the doctor’s receiving- 
room was half open, and, ignorant of the etiquette which 
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holds moh. peiietralia as sacred, he walked in to escape from 
the gossips. He threw himself into the doctor’s own well- 
worn chair, and muttered to himself, “Why did he tell me to 
come? What new can he think of for me? And if a favour, 
should I take it? He has given me the means of bread by 
work; that is all I have a right to ask from him, from auy 
man,— - all I should accept.” 

While thus soliloquizing, his eye fell on a letter lying open 
on the table. He started. He recognized the handwriting, 
— the same as that of the letter which had inclosed £ 60 to 
his mother, — the letter of his grandparents. He saw’’ his 
own name: he saw something more, — words that made his 
heart stand still, and his blood seem like ice in his veins. 
As he thus stood aghast, a hand was laid on the letter, and 
a voice, in an angry growl, muttered, “How dare you come 
into my room, and pe reading my letters? Er — r — r ! ” 

Ijeonard placed his own hand on the doctor’s firmly, and 
said, in a fierce tone, “ This letter relates to me, belongs to 
me, crushes me, I have seen enough to know that. I demand 
to read all, — learn all.” 

The doctor looked round, and seeing the door into the wait- 
ing-room still open, kicked it to with his foot, and then said, 
under his breath, “What have you read? Tell me the 
truth.” 

“ Two lines only, and I am (failed — I am called — ” 
Leonard’s frame shook from head to foot, and the veins on 
his forehead swelled like cords. He could not complete the 
sentence. It seemed as if an ocean was rolling up through 
his brain, and roaring in his ears. The doctor saw at a 
glance that there was physical danger in his state, and 
iiastily and soothingly answered, “Sit down, sit downj calm 
yourself; you shall know all, — read all; drink this water;” 
and he poured into a tumbler of the pure liquid a drop or two 
from a tiny phial. 

Leonard obeyed mechanically, for he was no longer able to 
stand. He closed his eyes, and for a minute or two life 
seemed to pass from him; then he recovered, and saw the 
good doctor’s gaze fixed on Mm with great compassion. Ho 
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silently stretched forth his hand towards the letter- “Wait 
a few moments/’ said the physieiaii; judiciously, “and hear 
me meanwhile. It is very unfortunate you should have seen 
a letter never meant for your eye, and containing allusions to 
a secret you were never to have known. But if I toll you 
more, will you promise me, on your word of honour, that 
you will hold the confidence sacred from Mrs. Fairfield, the 
Avenels, — from all? I myself am pledged to conceal a se - 
cret, which I can only share with you on the same condition.’' 

“There is nothing,” announced Leonard, indistinctly, and 
with a bitter smile on his lip,— “nothing, it seems, that I 
should be proud to boast of. Yes, I promise ; the letter, the 
letter! ” 

The doctor placed it in Leonard’s right hand, and quietly 
slipped to the wrist of the left his forefinger and thumb, as 
physicians are said to do when a victim is stretched on the 
rack, “Pulse decreasing,” he muttered; “wonderful thing, 
aconite ! ” Meanwhile Leonard read as follows, faults in 
spelling and all : — 

De. Morgan : 

Sir, — I received your favur duly, and am glad to hear that the 
pore hoy is safe and Well. But he has been behaving ill, and hn- 
grateful to my good son Kichard, who is a credit to the whole Pairiuly 
and has made himself a Grentlemau and Was very kind and good to 
the hoy, not knowing who and What he is — God forbid! 1 don’t 
want never to sec him again — the l)oy. Pore John was ill and Rest- 
less f(»r days afterwards. John is a pore cretur now, and has had 
paralyticks. And he Talked of nothing but Nora — the hoy’s eyes 
were so like Iiis Mother’s. I cannot, cannot see the Child of Sham(>.. 
He can’t cum hero — for our Lord’s sake, sir, don’t ask it — ho can’t, 
so Respectable as we ’ve always been I — and such disgrace ! Base 
born ! base born ! Keep him where he is, bind him prentis, I ’ll pay 
anything for That. Yon says, sir, he 's clover, and quick at learning ; 
so did Parson Dale, and wanted him to go to Collidge and inake a 
Figur, — then all would cum out. It would he my death, sir ; I could 
not sleep in my grave, sir. Nora, that, we were all so proud of. Sin- 
ful cretars that we are ! Nora’s good name that we ’ve saved, now 
gone, gone. And Richard, who is so grand, and who was so Ibnu <.i 
|>0M, pore Nora! He would not holdup his Head agam. Don't l-t, 
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him make a Fignr in the world ; let him he a tradesman, as we were 
afore him, — any trade he takes to, — and not cross us no more while he 
lives- Th<m I shall pray for him, and wish him happy. And have not 
we had eniiff of bringing np children to he above their birth ? Nora, 
that I used to say was like the first lady o' the land — oh, but we were 
rightly puniahed ! So now, sir, 1 leave aU to you, and will Fay all you 
want for tlie boy. And be sure that the secret’s kept. For we have 
never heard from the father, and, at leest, no one knows that Nora has a 
Uviug son but I and my daughter Jane, and Parson Dale and you— - 
and ytai Two are good Gentlemen — ^and Jane will keep her word, and 
1 am old, and shall he in my grave Soon, hut I hope it won’t he while 
pore John needs me. What could he do without met And if that 
got wind, it would kill me straght, sir. Pore John is a helpless cretur, 
God bless him. So no more from your servant in all dooty, 

M. Avenel. 

Leonard laid down this letter very calmly, and, except by a 
slight heaving at his breast, and a deathlike whiteness of his 
lips, the einotioins he felt were undetected. And it is a proof 
how much exquisite goodne.ss there was in his heart that the 
first words he spoke were, “ Thank Heaven ! ” 

The doctor did not expect that thanksgiving, and he was so 
startled that he exclaimed, “For what?” 

“I have nothing to pity or excuse in the woman I knew 
and honoured as a mother. I am not her son — her — ” 

He stopped short. 

“No: hut don’t be hard on your true mother, — poor 
Nora ! ” 

Leonard staggered, and then burst into a sudden paroxysm 
of tears. 

“Oh, my own mother ! my dead mother! Thou for whom 
T felt so mysterious a love, — thou from whom I took this 
poet soul! pardon me, pardon me! Hard on thee! Would 
that thou wert living yet, that I might comfort thee ! What 
thou must have suffered ! ” 

These words were sobbed forth in broken gasps from the 
depth of his heart. Then he caught up the letter again, and 
his thoughts were changed as his eyes fell upon the writer’s 
shame and fear, as it were, of his very existence. All his 
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native hauglitiness returned to him. His crest rose, his tears 
dried. “ Tell her, ” he said, with a stern, unfaltering voice, — 
“tell Mrs. Avenel that she is obeyed; that I will never seek 
her roof, never cross her path, never disgrace her wealthy 
son. But tell her, also, that I will choose my own way in 
life, — that I will not take from her a bribe for concealment. 
Tell her that I am nameless, and will yet make a name.” 

A name ! Was this but an idle boast, or was it one of those 
flashes of conviction which are never belied, lighting up our 
future for one lurid instant, and then fading into darkness? 

“I do not doubt it, my prave poy,” said Dr. Morgan, grow-* 
ing exceedingly Welsh in his excitement; “and perhaps you 
may find a father, who ~ ” 

“ Pather ! who is he, what is he? He lives, then ! But he 
has deserted me, — he must have betrayed her ! I need him 
not. The law gives me no father.” 

The last words were said with a return of bitter anguish; 
then, in a calmer tone, he resiimed, “ But I should know who 
he is — as another one whose path I may not cross.” 

Dr. Morgan looked embarrassed, and paused in delibera- 
tion. “Nay,” said he, at length, “as you know so much, it 
is surely best that you should know all.” 

The doctor then proceeded to detail, with some circumlo- 
cution, what we will here repeat from his account more 
succinctly. 

Nora Avenel, while yet very young, left her native village, 
or rather the house of Lady Lansniere, by whom she had been 
educated and brought up, in order to a,ccept the place of com- 
panion to a lady in London. One evening she suddenly pre- 
sented herself at her father’s house, and at the first sight of 
her mother’s face she fell down insensible. She was carried 
to bed. Hr. Morgan (then the chief medical practitioner of 
the town) was sent for. That night Leonard came into the 
world, and his mother died. She never recovered her senses, 
never spoke intelligibly from the time she entered the house. 
“And never, therefore, named your father,” said Hr. Morgan. 
“We knew not who he was.” 

“And how,” cried Leonard, fiercely, — “how have they 
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dared bo slander tliis dead mother? How knew they that 
I — was — was — was not the child of wedlock? ” 

“There was no wedding-ring on Nora’s linger, never any 
rumour of her marriage; her strange and sudden appearance 
at her father’s house; her emotions on entrance, so unlike 
those natural to a wife returning to a parent’s home, — these 
are all the evidence against her. But Mrs. Avenel deemed 
them strong, and so did I. You have a right to think we 
judged too harshly, — perhaps we did.” 

“And no inquiries were ever made?” said Leonard, mourn- 
fully, and after a long silence, — “no inquiries to learn who 
was the father of the motherless child?” 

“Inquiries! Mrs. Avenel would have died fir- 1. Your 
grandmother’s nature is very rigid. Had she come from 
princes, from Cadwallader himself,” said the Welshman, 
“she could not more have shrunk from the thought of dis- 
honour. Even over her dead child, the child she had loved 
the best, she thought but how to save that child’s name and 
memory from suspicion. There was luckily no servant in the 
house, only Mark h'airfield and his wife (Nora’s sister) : they 
had arrived the same day on a visit. 

“Mrs. Fairfield was nursing her own infant two or three 
months old; she took charge of you; Nora was buried and 
the secret kept. None out of the family knew of it but myself 
and the curate ol: the town, — Mr. Dale. The day after your 
birth, Mrs. Fairlield, to prevent discovery, moved to a village 
at some distance. There her child died; and when she re- 
turned to Hazoldean, where her husband was settled, you passed 
as the son she had lost. Mark, I know, was as a father to 
you, for he had loved Nora: they had been children together.” 

“And she came to London,— London is strong and cruel,” 
muttered Leonard, “ She was friendless and deceived. I see 
all, — I desire to know no more. This father — he must in- 
deed have been like those whom I have read of in books. To 
love, to wrong her, — that I can conceive; but then to leave, 
to abandon; no visit to her grave, no remorse, no search for 
his own child. Well, well; Mrs. Avenel was right. Let us 
think of no more.” 
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Tlie man-servant knocked at the door, and tlien pat in his 
head. “Sir, the ladies are getting very impatient, and say 
they ’ll go.” 

“Sir,” said Leonard, with a strange calm return to the 
things about him, “ I ask your pardon for taking up your time 
so long. I go now. I will never mention to my moth — 1 
mean to Mrs. Fairfield — what I have learned, nor to any 
one. I will work my way somehow. If Mr. Prickett will 
keep me, I will stay with him at present; but I repeat, I 
cannot take Mrs. AvenePs money and be bound apprentice. 
Sir, you have been good and patient with me, — Heaven re- 
ward you.” 

The doctor was too moved to answer. He wrung Leonard’s 
hand, and in another minute the door closed upon the name- 
less boy. He stood alone in the streets of London; and the 
sun flashed on him, red and menacing, like the eye of a foe ! 


CHAPTER XIX. 

Leonard did not appear at the shop of Mr. Prickett that 
day. Needless it is to say where he wandered, what he suf- 
fered, what thought, what felt. All within was storm. Late 
at night he returned to his solitary lodging. On his table, 
neglected since the morning, was Helen’s rose-tree. It looked 
parched and fading. His heart smote him : he watered the 
poor plant, — perhaps with his tears. 

M(ianwhile Hr. Morgan, after some debate with himself 
whether or not to apprise Mrs. Avenel of Leonard’s discovery 
and message, resolved to spare her an uneasiness and alarm 
that might be dangerous to her health, and unnecessary in 
itself. He replied shortly, that she need not fear Leonard’s 
coming to her house; that he was disinclined to bind himself 
an apprentice, but that he was provided for at present; and 
in a few weeks, when Dr. Morgan heard more of him through 
the tradesman by whom he was employed, the doctor would 
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: write to her from Germany. He then went to Mr. Prickett^s, 

told the willing bookseller to keep the young man for the 
present, — to be kind to him, watch over his habits and con- 
duct, and report to the doctor in his new home, on the Rhine, 
j what avocation he thought Leonard would be best suited for, 

i and most inclined to adopt. The charitable Welshman di- 

j cided with the bookseller the salary given to Leonard, and 

I left a quarter of his moiety in advance. It is true that he 

i knew he should be repaid on applying to Mrs. Avenelj but 

i being a man of independent spirit himself, he so sympathized 

i with Leonard’s present feelings, that he felt as if he should 

degrade the boy did he maintain him, even secretly, out of 
Mrs. Avenel’s money, — money intended not to raise, but 
keep him down in life. At the worst, it was a sum the doctor 
could afford, and he had brought the hoy into the world. 

Having thus, as he thought, safely provided for his two 
young charges, Helen and Leonard, the doctor then gave 
himself up to his final preparations for departure. He left 
a short note for Leonard with Mr. Prickett, containing some 
brief advice, some kind cheering} a postscript to the effect 
, that he had not communicated to Mrs. Avenel the informa- 

I tion Leonard had acquired, and that it were best to leave her 
in that ignorance ; and six small powders to be dissolved in 
water, and a teaspoonfiil every fourth hour, — “Sovereign 
against rage and sombre thoughts,” wrote the doctor. 

I By the evening of the next day Dr. Morgan, accompanied 

* by his pet patient with the chronic tic, whom he had talked 

I - into exile, was on the steamboat on his way to Ostend. 

• Leonard resumed his life at Mr. Prickett’s; but the change 

; in him did not escape the bookseller. All his ingenuous 

simplicity had deserted him. He was very distant and very 
taciturn ; he seemed to have grown much older. I shall not 
attempt to analyze metaphysically this change. By the help 
of such words as Leonard may himself occasionally let fall, 
the reader will dive into the boy’s heart, and see how there 
the change had worked, and is working still. The happy, 
dreamy peasant-genius gazing on Glory with inebriate, nn- 
dazzled eyes is no more. It is a man, suddenly cut off from 
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the old household holy ties, — conscious of great powers, and 
confronted on all sides by barriers of iron, alone with hard 
Reality and scornful London; and if he catches a glimpse of 
the lost Helicon, he sees, w'^here he saw the Muse, a pale 
melancholy spirit veiling its face in shame,— the ghost of 
the mournful mother, whose child has no name, not even 
the humblest, among the family of men. 

On the second evening after Dr. Morgan’s departure, as 
Leonard was just about to leave the shop, a customer stepped 
in with a book in his hand, which he had snatched from the 
shop-boy, who was removing the volumes for the night from 
the booth without. 

“Mr. Prickett, Mr. Prickett !” said the customer, “I am 
ashamed of you. You presume to x>iit upon this work, in two 
volumes, the sum of eight shillings.” 

Mr. Prickett stepped forth from the Cimmerian gloom of 
some recess, and cried, “What! Mr. Burley, is that you? 
But for your voice, I should not have known you.” 

“Man is like a book, Mr. I’rickett; the commonalty only 
look to his binding. I am better boxmd, it is very true.” 

Leonard glanced towards the speaker, who now stood un- 
der the gas-lamp, and thought he recognized his face. He 
looked again. Yes; it was the perch-fisher whom he had 
met on the banks of the Brent, and who had warned him of 
the lost fish and the broken line. 

Mk. Bubuky (continuing). — “But the ‘Art of Thinking’ 1 
— you charge eight shillings for the ‘Art of Thinking.’ ” 

Mb. PiiicKETT. — “Cheap enough, Mr. Burley. A very 
clean copy.” 

Mb. Burley. — “Usurer! I sold it to you for three shill- 
ings. It is more than one hundred and fifty per cent you 
propose to gain from my ‘Art of Thinking.’” 

Mr. Prickett (stuttering and taken aback). — “ You sold 
it to me ! All, now I remember. But it was more than three 
shillings I gave. You forget, — two glasses of brandy-and- 
water.” 

Mr. Burley. — “ Hospitality, sir, is not to be priced. If 
you sell your hospitality, you are not worthy to possess my 
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'Art of Thinking.’ I resume it. There are three shillings, 
and a shilling more for interest. No; on second thoughts, 
instead of that shilling, I will return your hospitality : and 
the iirst time you come my way you shall have two glasses of 
brandy-and-water. ” 

Mr. Priokett did not look pleased, but he made no objec- 
tion; and Mr. Burley put the book into his pocket, and turned 
to examine the shelves. He bought an old jest-book, a stray 
volume of the Comedies of Destouehes, paid for them, put 
them also into his pocket, a,nd was sauntering out, when he 
perceived Leonard, who was now standing at the doorway. 

“Hem ! who is that?” he asked, whispering Mr. Prickett, 

“A young assistant of mine, and very clever.” 

Mr. Burley scanned Leonard from top to toe. 

“We have met before, sir. But you look as if you had re- 
turned to the Brent, and been fishing for my perch.” 

“Possibly, sir,” answered Leonard. “But my line is 
tough, and is not yet broken, though the fish drags it 
amongst the weeds, and buries itself in the mud.” 

He lifted his hat, bowed slightly, and walked on. 

“He 'is clever,” said Mr. Burley to the bookseller; “he un- 
derstands allegory.” 

Mr. Pbigkhtt. — “ Poor youth ! He came to town with the 
idea of turning author: you know what t/iai is, Mr. Burley.” 

Mr. Borlry (with an air of superb dignity). — “Bibliop)ole, 
yes ! An author is a being between gods and men, who ought 
to be lodged in a palace, and entertained at the public charge 
upon ortolans and Tokay. He should be kept lapped in down, 
and curtained with silken awnings from the cares of life, — 
have nothing to do but to write books upon tables of cedar, 
and fish for perch from a gilded galley. And that ’s what 
will come to pass when the ages lose their barbarism and 
know their benefactors. Meanwhile, sir, I invite you to my 
rooms, and wdll regale you upon brandy-and-water as long as 
I can pay for it; and when I cannot — you shall regale me.” 

Mr. Prickett muttered, “A very bad bargain indeed,’’ a?" 
Mr, Burley, with his chin in the air, stepped into the street 
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CHAPTER XX. 

At first Leonard had always returned home through the 
crowded thoroughfares, — the contact of numbers had ani- 
mated his spirits. But the last two days, since the discovery 
of his birth, he had taken his way down the comparatively 
unpeopled path of the Xew Road. 

He had just giiined that part of this outskirt in which the 
statuaries and tomb-makers exhibit their gloomy wares, — 
furniture alike for gardens and for graves, — and, pausing, 
contemplated a column, on which was placed an urn, half 
covered with a funeral mantle, when his shoulder was lightly 
tapped, and, turning quickly, he saw Mr. Burley standing 
behind him. 

“Excuse me, sir, but you understand perch-fishing; and 
since we find ourselves on the same road, I should like to be 
better acquainted with you. I hear you once wished to be an 
author. I am one.” 

Leonard had never before, to his knowledge, seen an au- 
thor, and a mournful smile passed his lips as he surveyed the 
perch-fisher. 

Mr. Burley was indeed very differently attired since the 
first interview by the brooklet. He looked much less like an 
author, — but more perhaps like a perch-fisher. He had a new 
white ha.t, stuck on one side of his head, a new green over- 
coat, new gray trousers, and new boots. In his hand was a 
whalebone stick, with a silver handle. Hothing could be 
more vagrant, devil-me-carish, and, to use a slang word, 
tigerish, than his whole air. Yet, vulgar as was his costume, 
he did not himself seem vulgar, hut rather eccentric, law- 
less, — something out of the pale of convention. His face 
looked more pale and more puffed than before, the tip of his 
nose redder; but the spark iu his eye was of a livelier lighb 
and there was self -enjoyment in the corners of his sensual, 
humorous lip. 
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“You are au autlior, sir,” repeated Leonard. “Well; and 
wliat is your report of the calling? Yonder column props an 
urn. The eoluinn is tall, and the urn is graceful. But it 
looks out of place by the roadside: what say you?” 

Mr. Bukluv. — “It would look better in the churchyard.” 

Leonard. — “ So I was thinking. And you are an author ! ” 

Me. Burley. — “Ah, I said you had a quick sense of 
allegory. And so you think an author looks better in a 
churchyard, when you see him but as a muffled urn under the 
moonshine, than standing beneath the gas-lamp in a white hat, 
and with a red tip to his nose. Abstractedly, you are right. 
But, with your leave, the author would rather be where he is. 
Let us walk on.” The two men felt an interest in each other, 
and they walked some yards in silence. 

“To return to the urn,” said Mr. Burley,— “you think of 
fame and churchyards. Natural enough, before illusion dies; 
but I think of the moment, of existence, — and I laugh at 
fame. Fame, sir — not worth a glass of cold-without ! And 
as for a glass of warm, with sugar — and five shillings in 
one’s pocket to spend as one pleases — what is there in West- 
minster Abbey to compare with it? ” 

“Talk on, sir,— I should like to hear you talk. Let me 
listen and hold my tongue.” Leonard pulled his hat over his 
brows, and gave up his moody, questioning, turbulent mind 
to his new acquaintance. 

And John Burley talked on. A dangerous and fascinating 
talk it was, — the talk of a great intellect fallen; a serpent 
trailing its length on the ground, and showing bright, shift- 
ing, glorious hues, as it grovelled, — a serpent, yet without 
the serpent’s guile. If John Burley deceived and tempted, 
he meant it not, — he crawled and glittered alike honestly. 
No dove could be more simple. 

Laughing at fame, he yet dwelt with an eloquent enthusi- 
asm on the joy of composition. “What do I care what men 
without are to say and think of the words that gush forth on 
my page?” cried he. “If you think of the public, of urns, 
and laurels, while you write, you are no genius; you are not 
fit to be an author. I write because it rejoices me, because it 
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CHAPTER XX. 

At first Leonard had always returned home through the 
crowded thoroughfares, — the contact of numbers had ani- 
mated his snirits. But the last two days, since the discovery 
of his birth, he had taken his way down the comparatively 
unpeopled path of the Kew Road. 

He had just gained that part of this outskirt in which the 
statuaries and tomb-makers exhibit their gloomy wares, — 
furniture alike- for gardens and for graves, — and, pausing, 
contemplated a column, on which was placed an urn, half 
covered with a funeral mantle, when his shoulder was lightly 
tapped, and, turning quickly, he saw Mr. Burley standing 
behind him. 

“Excuse me, sir, but you understand perch-fishing; and 
since we find ourselves on the same road, I should like to be 
better acquainted with you. I hear you once wished to be an 
author. I am one.’’ 

Leonard had never before, to his knowledge, seen an au- 
thor, and a mournful smile passed his lips as he surveyed the 
perch-fisher. 

Mr. Burley was indeed very differently attired since the 
first interview by the brooklet. He looked much less like an 
author, — but more perhaps like a perch-fisher. He had a new 
white hat, stuck on one side of his head, a new green over- 
coat, new gray trousers, and new boots. In his hand was a 
whalebone stick, with a silver handle. Xothing could be 
more vagrant, devil -me -carisb, and, to u.se a slang word, 
tigerish, than his whole air. Yet, vulgar as was his costume, 
he did not himself seem vulgar, but rather eccentric, law- 
less, — something out of the pale of convention. His face 
looked more pale and more puffed than before, the tip of his 
nose redder; but the spark in his eye was of a livelier light, 
and there was self -enjoyment in the corners of his sensual, 
humorous lip. 
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“You are an author, sir,” repeated Leonard. “Well; and 
what is your re.port of the calling? Yonder column props an 
urn. The column is tall, and the urn is graceful. But it 
looks out of place by the roadside: what say you?” 

Mr. Burlrv. — “It would look better in the churchyard.” 

Leoxard. — “ Bo I was thinking. And you are an author ! ” 

Mr. Burley. — “Ah, I said you had a quick sense of 
allegory. And so you think an author looks better in a 
churchyard, when you see him but as a muffled urn under the 
moonshine, than standing beneath the gas-lamp in a white hat, 
and with a red tip to his nose. Abstractedly, you are right. 
But, with your leave, the author would rather be where he is. 
Let us walk on.” The two men felt an interest in each other, 
and they walked some yards in silence. 

“To return to the urn,” said Mr. Burley, — “you think of 
fame and churchyards. Natural enough, before illusion dies; 
but I think of the moment, of existence, — and I laugh at 
fame. Fame, sir — not worth a glass of cold-withoiit! And 
as for a glass of warm, with sugar — and five shillings in 
one's pocket to spend as one pleases — what is there in West- 
minster Abbey to compare with it? ” 

“Talk on, sir, — I should like to hear you talk. Let me 
listen and hold my tongue.” Leonard pulled his hat over his 
brows, and gave up his moody, questioning, turbulent mind 
to his new acquaintance. 

And John Burley talked on. A dangerous and fascinating 
talk it was, — the talk of a great intellect fallen; a serpent 
trailing its length on the ground, and showing bright, shift- 
ing, glorious hues, as it grovelled, — a serpent, yet without 
the serpent's guile. If John Burley deceived and tempted, 
he meant it not, — he crawled and glittered alike honevstly. 
No dove could be more simple. 

Laughing at fame, he yet dwelt with an eloquent enthusi- 
asm on the joy of composition. “What do I care what men 
without are to say and think of the words that gush forth on 
my page?” cried he, “ If you think of the public, of urns, 
and laurels, while you write, you are no genius; you are not 
fit to be an author. I write because it rejoices me, because it 
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is my nature. Written, I care no more -vvliat becomes of it 
than the lark for the effect that the song has on the peasant 
it wakes to the plough. The poet, like the lark, sings ‘'from 
his watch-tower in the skies.^ Is this true? ” 

“Yes, very true !” 

“What can rob us of this joy? The bookseller %vill not 
buy; the public will not read. Let them sleep at the foot of 
the ladder of the angels,— we climb it all the same. And 
then one settles down into such good-tempered Luoianic con- 
tempt for men. One wants so little from them, when one 
knows what one’s self is worth, and what they are. They are 
just worth the coin one can extract from them, in order to live. 
Our life — that is worth so much to us. And then their joys, 
so vulgar to them, we can make them golden and kingly. Do 
you suppose Burns drinking at the alehouse, with his boors 
around him, was drinking, like them, only beer and whiskey? 
No, he was drinking nectar; he was imbibing his own ambro- 
sial thoughts, — shaking with the laughter of the gods. The 
coarse human liquid was just needed to unlock his spirit from 
the clay, — take it from jerkin and corduroys, and wrap it in 
the ‘singing robes’ that floated wide in the skies : the beer or 
the whiskey needed but for that, and then it changed at once 
into the drink of Hebe. But come, you have not known this 
life, — you have not seen it. Come, give me this night. I have 
moneys about me, — I will fling them abroad as liberally as 
Alexander himself, when he left to his share but hope. Come ! ” 

“Whither?” 

“To my throne. On that throne last sat Edmund Kean, 
mighty mime ! I am his successor. We will see whether in 
truth these wild sons of genius, who are cited but ‘to point a 
moral and adorn a tale, ’ were objects of compassion. Sober- 
suited cits to lament over a Savage or a Morland, a Person 
and a Burns ! ” 

“Or a Chatterton,” said Leonard, gloomily. 

“ Chatterton was an impostor in all things ; he feigned ex- 
cesses that he never knew. He a bacchanalian, a royster ! 
He ! No. We will talk of him. Come ! ” 

Leonard went. 
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CHAPTEB XXL 

The Eoom ! And the smoke-reek, and the gas glare of it ! 
The whitewash of the walls, and the prints thereon of the 
actors in their mime-robes, and stage postures, — actors as far 
back as their own lost Augustan era, when the stage was a 
real living influence on the manners and the age ! There was 
Betterton, in wig and gown, — as Cato, moralizing on the 
soul’s eternity, and halting between Plato and the dagger. 
There was Woodward as “The Pine G-entleman,” with the 
inimitable rake-hell in which the heroes of Wycherly and 
Congreve and Parquhar live again. There was jovial Quin 
as Falstaff, with round buckler and “fair round belly.” 
There was Colley Cibber in brocade, taking snuff as with “ his 
Lord,” the thumb and forefinger raised in air, and looking at 
you for applause. There was Macklin as Shy lock, with knife 
in hand : and Kemble in the solemn weeds of the Dane ; and 
Kean in the place of honour over the chimney piece. 

When we are suddenly taken from practical life, with its 
real workday men, and presented to the portraits of those 
sole heroes of a world Fantastic and Phantasmal, in the 
garments wherein they did “ strut and fret their hour upon 
the stage,” verily there is something in the sight that moves 
an inner sense within ourselves, — for all of us have an inner 
sense of some existence, apart from the one that wears away 
our days: an existence that, afar from St. James’s and St. 
Giles’s, the Law Courts and Exchange, goes its way in terror 
or mirth, in smiles or in tears, through a vague magic-land of 
the poets. There, see those actors — they are the men who 
lived it — to whom our Avorld was the false one, to whom the 
Imaginary was the Actual ! And did Shakspeare himself, in 
his life, ever hearken to such applause as thundered round 
the personators of his airy images? Vague children of the 
..most transient of the arts, fleet shadows on running waters, 
'though thrown doAvn from the steadfast stars, were ye not 
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happier than we who live in the Real? How strange you 
must feel in the great circuit that ye now take through eter- 
nity ! No prompt-books, no lamps, no acting Congreve and 
Shakspeare there ! For what parts in the skies have your 
studies on the earth fitted you? Your ultimate destinies are 
very puzzling. Hail to your effigies, and pass we on ! 

There, too, on the whitewashed walls, were admitted the 
portraits of ruder rivals in the arena of fame, — yet they, too, 
had known an applause warmer than his age gave to Shaks- 
peare; the Champions of the Bing, — Cribb and Molyneux 
and Dutch Sam. Interspersed with these was an old print of 
Newmarket in the early part of the last century, and sundry 
engravings from Hogarth. But poets, oh, they were there 
too I poets who might be supposed to have been sufficiently 
good fellows to be at home with such companions, — Shaks- 
peare, of course, with his placid forehead ; Ben Jonson, with 
his heavy scowl; Burns and Byron cheek by jowl. But the 
strangest of all these heterogeneous specimens of graphic art 
was a full-length print of William Pitt ! — William Pitt, the 
austere and imperious. What the deuce did he do there 
amongst prize-fighters and actors and poets? It seemed an 
insult to his grand memory. Nevertheless there he was, very 
erect, and with a look of ineffable disgust in his upturned 
nostrils. The portraits on the sordid walls were very like 
the crambo in the minds of ordinary men, — very like the 
motley pictures of the Famous hung up in your parlour, 0 
my Public ! Actors and prize-fighters, poets and statesmen, 
all without congruity and fitness, all whom you have been to 
see or to hear for a moment, and whose names have stared out 
in your newspapers, 0 my imblic I 

And the company? Indescribable! Comedians, from small 
theatres, out of employ ; pale, haggard-looking boys, probably 
the sons of worthy traders, trying their best to break their 
fathers’ hearts; here and there the marked features of a Jew, 
Now and then you might see the curious puzzled face of some 
greenhorn about town, or perhaps a Cantab; and men of grave 
and grayhaired, were there, and amongst them, a woni-ous 
poportion of carbuneled faces and bottle-noses. And wh«!n 
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Jolin Burley entered, tliere was a shout that made William 
Pitt shake in his frame. Such stamping and hallooing, and 
such hurrahs for “Burley John.” And the gentleman who 
had filled the great high leathern chair in his absence gave it 
up to John Barley j aiul Leonard, with his grave, observant 
eye, and lip half sad and half scornful, placed himself by the 
side of his iutroduuer. There was a nameless, expectant stir 
through the assembly, as there is in the pit of the opera when 
some great singer advances to the lamps, and begins, “IH 
tatiti paljaiti.” Time flies. Look at the Dutch clock over 
the door. Half-an-hour. JohnBurley begins to warm, A yet 
quicker light begins to break from his eye; his voice has a 
mellow luscious roll in it. 

“He will be grand to-night,” whispered a thin man, who 
looked like a tailor, seated on the other side of Leonard. 

Time flies, — an hour. Look again at the Dutch clock. 
John Bnrley is grand, he is in his zenith, at his culminating 
point. What magnificent drollery ! what luxuriant humour ! 
How the Rabelais shakes in his easy -chair I Dndex the rush 
and the roar of this fun (what word else shall describe it?) 
the man's intellect is as clear us gold sand under a river. 
Such wit and such truth, and, at times, such a flood of quick 
eloquence! All now are listeners, — silent, save in applause. 
And Leonard listened too. Not, as he would some nights ago, 
in innocent unquestioning delight. No; his mind has passed 
through great sorrow, great passion, and it comes out unset- 
tled, inquiring, eager, brooding over joy itself as over a prob- 
lem. And the drink circulates, and faces change ; and there 
are gabbling and babbling; and Burley’s head sinks in his 
l)osom, and he is silent. And up starts a wild, dissolute, 
bacchanalian glee for seven voices. And the smoke-reek 
grows denser and thicker, and the gaslight looks dizzy throngh 
the haze. And John Burley’s eyes reel. 

Look again at the Dutch clock. Two hours have gone. 
John Bnrley has broken ont again from his silence, his voice 
thick and husky, and his langh cracked; and he talks, 0 ye 
gods! such rubbish and ribaldry; and the listeners roar aloud, 
and think it finer than before. And Leonard, who had hitherto 
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been measuring liimself in liis mind against the giant, and 
saying inly, “He soars out of my reach,” finds the giant 
shrink smaller and smaller, and saith to himself, “ He is but 
of man’ s common stand ard after all ! ” 

Look again at the Duteh clock. Three hours have passed. 
Is John Burley now of man’s common standard? Man him- 
self seems to have vanished from the scene, — his soul stolen 
from him, his form gone away with the fumes of the smoke, 
and the nauseous steam from that fiery bowl. And Leonard 
looked round, and saw but the swine of Circe, — some on the 
floor, some staggering against the walls, some hugging each 
other on the tables, some fighting, some bawling, some weep- 
ing. The divine spark had fled from the human face; the 
Beast is everywhere growing more and more out of the thing 
that had been Man. And John Burley, still unconquered, 
but clean lost to his senses, fancies himself a preacher, and 
drawls forth the most lugubrious sermon upon the brevity of 
life that mortal ever heard, accompanied with unctuous sobs ; 
and now and then in the midst of balderdash gleams out a 
gorgeous sentence, that Jeremy Taylor might have envied, 
drivelling away again into a cadence below the rhetoric of a 
Muggletonian, And the waiters choked up the doorway, lis- 
tening and laughing, and prepared to call cabs and coaches ; 
and suddenly some one turned off the gaslight, and all was 
dark as pitch, — howls and laughter, as of the damned, ring- 
ing through the Pandemonium. Out from the black atmos- 
phere stepped the boy-poet; and the still stars rushed on his 
sight, as they looked over the grimy roof-tops. 


CHAPTEE XXII. 

Well, Leonard, this is the first time thou hast shown that 
thou hast in thee the iron out of which true manhood is 
forged and shaped. Thou hast the power to resist. Forth, 
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imebriate, anx)ollutecl, lie came from tlie orgy, as yon star 
above bim came from the cloud. 

He had a latch-key to his lodgings. He let himself in and 
walked noiselessly up the creaking wooden stair. It was 
dawn. He passed on to his window and threw it open. The 
green elm-tree from the carpenter’s yard looked as fresh and 
fair as if rooted in solitude, leagues away from the smoke of 
Eabylon. 

“Nature, Nature!” murmured Leonard, “I hear thy voice 
now. This stills, this strengthens. But the struggle is very 
dread. Here, despair of life,— there, faith in life. Nature 
thinks of neither, and lives serenely on.” 

By and by a bird slid softly from the heart of the tree, and 
dropped on the ground below out of sight. But Leonard 
heard its carol. It awoke its companions; Avings began to 
glance in the air, and the clouds grew red towards the east. 

Leonard sighed and left the window. On the table, near 
Helen’s rose-tree, which he bent over wistfully, lay a letter. 
He had not observed it before. It was in Helen’s hand. He 
took it to the light, and read it by the pure, healthful gleams 
of morn : — 

Ivy Lodge. 

Oh, niy dear brother Leonard, will this find you well, and (more happy 
I dare not say, but) less sad than when we parted ? I write kneeling, 
so that it seems to me as if I wrote and prayed at the same time. Yon 
may come and see me to-mom)W evening, Leonard. Do come, do, — 
we shall walk together in this pretty garden ; and there is an arbour all 
(iovered with jessamine and honeysuckle, from which we can look down 
on London. I have looked from it so many times, — so many — trying 
it' I can guess the rt)ofs in our poor little street, and fancying that I do 
see the dear elm- tree. 

Miss Starke is very kind to me ; and I think after I have seen you, 
that I shall be happy here, — that is, if yon are happy. 

Your own grateful sister, 

Helen.. 

P. S. — Any one will direct you to our house ; it lies to the left near 
the top of the hill, a little way down a lane that is overhung on one 
side with chestnut-trees and lilac.s. I shall be w^atching for you at the 
gate. 

VO)L.II. 
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Leonardos brow softened, lie looked again like his forme? 
self. Up from the dark sea at his heart smiled the meek face 
of a child, and the waves lay still as at the charm of a 
spirit. 


CHAPTER XXIII. 

“And what is Mr. Burley, and what has he written?” 
asked Leonard of Mr. Prickett, when he returned to the 
shop. 

Let us reply to that question in our own words, for we 
know more about Mr. Burley than Mr. Prickett does. 

John Burley was the only son of a poor clergyman, in a 
village near Ealing, who had scraped and saved and pinched, 
to send his son to an excellent provincial school in a northern 
county, and thence to college. At the latter, during his first 
year, young Burley was remarked by the undergraduates for 
his thick shoes and coaivse linen, and remarkable to the au- 
thorities for his assiduity and learning. The highest hopes 
were entertained of him by the tutors and examiners. At the 
beginning of the second year his high animal spirits, before 
kept down by study, broke out. Reading had become easy 
to him. He knocked off his tasks with a facile stroke, as it 
were. He gave up his leisure hours to Symposia by no means 
Soeratical. He fell into an idle, hard-drinking set. He got 
into all kinds of scrapes. The authorities were at first kind 
and forbearing in their admonitions, for they respected his 
abilities, and still hoped he might become an honour to the 
University. But at last he went drunk into a formal exami- 
nation, and sent in papers, after the manner of Aristophanes, 
containing capital jokes upon the Dons and Big-wigs them- 
selves. The offence was the greater and seemed the more 
premeditated for being clothed in Greek, John Burley was 
expelled. He went home to his father’s a miserable man, 
for, with all his follies, he had a good heart. Removed 
from ill example, his life for a year was blameless. He got 
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admitted as usher into the school in which he had received 
instruction as a pupil. This school was in a large town. 
John Burley became member of a club formed among the 
tradesmen, and spent three evenings a week there. His as- 
tonishing convivial and conversational powers began to declare 
themselves. He grew the oracle of the club; and, from being 
the most sober, peaceful assembly in which grave fathers of 
a family ever smoked a pipe or sipped a glass, it grew under 
Mr. Burley’s auspices the parent of revels as frolicking and 
frantic as those out of which the old Greek Goat Song ever 
tipsily rose. This would not do. There was a great riot in 
the streets one night, and the next morning the usher was dis- 
missed. Fortunately for John Burley’s conscience, his father 
had died before this happened, — died believing in the reform 
of his son. During his ushership Mr. Burley had scraped 
acquaintance with the editor of the county newspaper, and 
given him some capital political articles; for Burley was, like 
Parr and Person, a notable politician. The editor furnished 
him with letters to the jouriiiilists in London, and John came 
to the metropolis and got employed on a very respectable 
newspaper. At college he had known ibudley’' Egerton, though 
hut slightly : that gentleman was then just rising into repute 
in parliament. Burley sympathized with some question on 
which Audley had distinguished himself, and wrote a very 
good article thereon, — an article so good that Egerton in- 
quired into the authorship, found out Burley, and resolved in 
his own mind to provide for him whenever he himself came 
into office. But Burley was a man whom it was impossible 
to provide for. He soon lost his connection with the news- 
paper. First, he was so irregular that he could never be de- 
pended upon. Secondly, he had strange, honest, eccentric 
twists of flunking, that could coalesce with the thoughts of 
no party in the long run. An article of his, inadvertently 
admitted, had horrified all the proprietors, staff, and readers 
of the paper. It was diametrically opposite to the principles 
the paper advocated, and compared its pet politician to Cati- 
line, Then John Burley shut himself up and wrote books. 
He wrote two or three books, very clever, hut not at all to 
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the popular taste, — abstract and learned, full of whims that 
were caviare to the multitude, and larded with Greek. Kever- 
theless they obtained for him a little money, and among liter- 
ary men some reputation. hTow Audley Egerton came into 
])Ower, and got him, though with great difficulty, — for there 
were many prejudices against this scampish, harum-scarum son 
of the Muses, — a place in a public office. He kept it about a 
month, and then voluntarily resigned it. “ My crust of bread 
and liberty! ” quoth John Burley, and he vanished into a gar- 
ret. From that time to the present he lived — Heaven knows 
howl Literature is a business, like everything else; John Bur- 
ley grew more and more incapable of business. “ He could not 
do task-work,” he said; he wrote when the whim seized him, 
or when the last penny was in his pouch, or when he was 
actually in the spunging-house or the Fleet, — migrations 
which occurred to him, on an average, twice a year. He 
could generally sell what he htid actually written, but no one 
would engage him beforehand. Editors of magazines and 
other periodicals were very glad to have his articles, on the 
condition that they were anonymous; and his style was not 
necessarily detected, for he could vary it with the facility of 
a practised pen. Audley Egerton continued his best sup- 
porter, for there were certain questions on which no one 
wrote with such force as John Burley, — questions connected 
with the metaphysics of politics, such as law reform and 
economical science. And Audley Egerton was the only man 
John Burley put himself out of the way to serve, and foi' 
whom he would give up a drinking bout and do task-work; 
foi John Burley was grateful by nature, and he felt that 
Egerton had really tried to befriend him. Indeed, it was 
true, as he had stated to Leonard by the Brent, that even 
after he had resigned his desk in the London office, he had 
had the offer of an appointment in Jamaica, and a place in 
India, from the minister. But probably there were other 
charms then than those exercised by the one-eyed perch that 
kept him to the neighbourhood of London. With all his 
grave faults of character and conduct, John Burley was not 
without the fine qualities of a, large nature. He was most 
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resuiutely his own enemy, it is true, but he could hardly he 
said to be any one else’s. Even when he criticised some 
3iu)re fortunate writer, he was good-humoured in his very 
satire : he had no bile, no envy. And as for freedom from 
malignant personalities, he might have been a model to all 
eritics. I must excejjt politics, however, for in these he 
could be rabid and savage. He had a passion for independ- 
ence, which, though pushed to excess, was not without gran- 
deur, No lick-platter, no parasite, no toad-eater, no literary 
beggar, no hunter after patronage and subscriptions; even in 
his dealings with Audley Egerton, he insisted on naming the 
price for his labours. He took a price, because, as the papers 
required by Audley demanded much reading and detail, which 
was not at all to his taste, he considered himself entitled 
fairly to something more than the editor of the journal 
wherein the papers appeared was in the habit of giving. But 
he assessed this extra price himself, and as he would have 
done to a bookseller. And when in debt and in prison, 
though he knew a line to Egerton would have extricated him, 
he never wrote that line. He would depend alone on his 
pen, — dipped it hastily in the ink, and scrawled himself 
free. The most debased point about him was certainly the 
incorrigible vice of drinking, and with it the usual eoncomi- 
tant of that vice, — the love of low company. To be King of 
the Bohemians, to dazzle by his wild humour, and sometimes 
to exalt by his fanciful eloquence, the rude, gross natures 
that gathered round him, — this was a royalty that repaid 
him for all sacrifice of solid dignity; a foolscap crown that 
he would not have changed for an emperor’s diadem. In- 
deed, to appreciate rightly the talents of John Burley, it was 
necessary to hear him talk on such occasions. As a writer, 
after all, he was now only capable of unequal desultory 
efforts; but as a talker, in his own wild way, he was original 
and matohless. And the gift of talk is one of the most dan- 
gerous gifts a man can possess for his own sake, — the ap- 
plause is so immediate, and gained with so little la])our. 
Lower and lower and lower had sunk John Burley, not only 
in the opinion of all who knew his name, but in the habitual 
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exercise of his talents. And this seemed wilfully — from 
choice. He would write for some unstamped journal of the 
populace, out of the pale of the law, for pence, when he could 
have got pounds from journals of high repute. He was very 
fond of scribbling off penny ballads, and then standing in the 
street to hear them sung. He actually once made himself the 
poet of an advertising tailor, and enjoyed it excessively. I5ut 
that did not last long, for John Burley was a Pittite, — not a 
Tory, he used to say, but a Pittite. And if you had heard 
him talk of Pitt, you would never have known what to make 
of that great statesman. He treated him as the German com- 
mentators do Shakspeare, and invested him with all imagi- 
nary meanings and objects, that would have turned the grand 
practical man into a sibyl. Well, he was a Pittite; the tailor 
a fanatic for Theiwall and Cobbett. Mr. Burley wrote a poem 
wherein Britannia appeared to the tailor, complimented him 
highly on the art he exhibited in adorning the persons of her 
sons; and bestowing upon him a gigantic mantle, said that 
he, and he alone, might be enabled to fit it to the shoulders 
of living men. The rest of the poem was occupied in Mr. 
Snip’s unavailing attempts to adjust this mantle to the emi- 
nent politicians of the day, when, just as he had sunk down 
in despair, Britannia re-appeared to him, and consoled him 
with the information that he had done all mortal man could 
do, and that she had only desired to convince pigmies that no 
human art could adjust to theiv proportions the mantle of 
William Pitt. Bie itur ad asfra , — she went hack to the stars, 
mantle and all ! Mr. Snip was exceedingly indignant at this 
allegorical effusion, and with wrathful shears cut the tie be- 
tween himself and his poet. 

Thus, then, the reader has, we trust, a pretty good idea of 
John Burley, — a specimen of his genus not very common in 
any age, and now happily almost extinct, since authors of all 
degrees share in the general improvement in order, economy, 
and sober decorum, which has obtained in the national man- 
ners. Mr. Prickett, though entering into less historical de- 
tail than we have done, conveyed to Leonard a tolerably 
accurate notion of the man, representing him as a person of 
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great powers and learnings who had thorouglily thrown him- 
self away. 

Leonard did not, however, see how much Mr. Burley him- 
self was to be blamed for his waste of life; he could not con- 
neive a man of genius voluntarily seating himself at the lowest 
step in the social ladder. He rather supposed he had been 
thrust down there by Necessity. 

And when Mr. Prickett, concluding, said, “Well, I should 
think Burley would cure you of the desire to be an author 
even more than Chatterton, ” the young man answered 
gloomily, “Perhaps,” and turned to the book-shelves. 

With Mr. Prickett’s consent, Leonard was released earlier 
than usual from his task, and a little before sunset he took 
his way to Highgate. He was fortunately directed to take 
the new road by the Regent’s Park, and so on through a very 
green and smiling country. The walk, the freshness of the 
air, the songs of the birds, and, above all, when he had got 
half-way, the solitude of the road, served to rouse him from 
his stern and sombre meditations. And when he came into 
the lane overhung with chestnut-trees, and suddenly caught 
sight of Helen’s watchful and then brightening face, as she 
stood by the wicket, and under the shadow of cool, murmur- 
ous boughs, the blood rushed gayly through his veins, and 
his heart beat loud and gratefully. 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

Shis drew him into the garden with such true childlike joy. 

Now behold them seated in the arbour, — a perfect bower of 
sweets and blossoms ; the wilderness of roof-tops and spires 
stretching below, broad and far; London seen dim and silent, 
as in a dream. 

She took his hat from his brows gently, and looked him in 
the face with tearful penetrating eyes. 
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tSlui did, not say, “You are changed.” She said, “Why, 
why did I leave you?” and then turned away. 

“Never mind me, Helen. I am man, and rudely born; 
speak of yoursfdf. This lady is kind to you, then? ” 

“Does she not let me see you? Oh, very kind, — and look 
here.” 

Helen pointed to fruits and cakes set out on the table. “A 
feast, brother.” 

And she began to press her hospitality with pretty Avinning 
ways, more playful than was usual to her, and talking very 
fast, and with forced, but silvery, laughter. 

By degrees she stole him from his gloom and reserve ; and 
though he could not reveal to her the cause of his bitterest 
sorroAv, he OAvned that he had suffered much. He would not 
have OAvned that to another living being. And then, (quickly 
turning from this brief confession, with assurances that the 
Avorst was OA’^er, he sought to amuse her by speaking of his 
new acquaintance Avith the perch-fisher. But Avhen he spoke 
of this man Avith a kind of reluctant admiration, mixed with 
compassionate yet gloomy interest, and drew a grotestpie, 
though subdued, sketch of the Avild scene in which he had 
been spectator, Helen grew alarmed and grave. 

“ Oh, brother, do not go there again, — do not see more of 
this bad man.” 

“ Bad ! — no ! Hopeless and unhappy, he has stooped to 
stimulants and oblivion — but you cannot understand these 
things, my pretty preacher.” 

“ Yes, I do, Leonard. What is the difference between be- 
ing good and bad? The good do not yield to temptations, 
and the bad do.” 

The definition was so simple and so wise that Leonard was 
more struck with it than he might have been by the most 
elaborsite sermon by Parson Dale. 

“I have often murmured to myself since I lost you, ‘Helen 
was my good angel ; ’ — sa.y on. For ray heart is dark to my- 
self, and while you sptnik light seems to dawn on it.” 

This praise so confused Helen that she was long before she 
could obey the command annexed to it. But, by little and 
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little, words came to both more frankly. And then he told 
her the sad tale of Ghatterton, and waited, anxious to hear 
her comments. 

“Well,” he said, seeing that she remained silent, “how can 
I hope, when this xnighty genius laboured and despaired? 
What did he, want, sa,ve birth and fortune and friends and 
human justice? ” 

“ Did he pray to God? ” asked Helen, drying her tears. 

Again Leonard was startled. In reading the life of Chat- 
terton he had not much noted the scei)ticism, assumed or 
real, of the ill-fated aspirer to earthly immortality. At 
Helen’s question, that scepticism struck him forcibly, 

“Why do you ask that, Helen?” 

“Because, when we pray often, we grow so very, very pa-; 
tient,” answered the child. “Perhaps, had he been patient a 
few months more, all would have been won by him, as it will 
be by you, brother, for you pray, and you will be patient.” 

Leonard bowed his head in deep thought, and this time the 
thought was not gloomy. Then out from that aw.ful life 
there glowed another passage, which before he had nob. 
heeded duly, but regarded rather as one of the darkest mys- 
teries in the fate of Ghatterton. 

At the very time the despairing poet had locked himself up 
in his garret, to dismiss his soul from its earthly ordeal, his 
genius had just found its way into the light of renown. Good 
and learned and powerful men were preparing to serve and 
save him. Another year — nay, perchance another month — 
and he miglit have stood acknowledged sublime in the fore- 
most rankvS of his age. 

“ Oh, Helen ! ” cried Leonard, raising his brows, from 
which the cloud had passed, “why, indeed, did you leave 
me?” 

Helen started in her turn as he repeated this regret, and 
in her turn grew thoughtful. At length she asked him if he 
had written for the box which had belonged to her father and 
been left at the inn. 

And Leonard, though a little chafed at what he thought a 
ehildish interruption to theme.s of graver interest, owned, 
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witli self-reproach, that he had forgotten to do so. Shosld 
he not write now to order the box to be sent to her at Miss 
Starke’s? 

“ITo; let it be sent to yon. Take care of it. I should 
like to know that something of mine is with you; and perhaps 
I may not stay here long.” 

“Not stay here? That you must, iny dear Helen, — at least 
as long as Miss Starke will keep you, and is kind. By and 
by ” (added Leonard, with something of his former sanguine 
tone) “I may yet make my way, and we shall have our 
cottage to ourselves. But — oh, Helen ! — I forgot — yon 
wounded me ; you left your money with me. I only found 
it in my drawers the other day, ¥ie*. I have brought it 
back.” 

“It was not mine, — it is yours. We were to share to- 
gether, — you paid all; and how can I want it here, too?” 

But Leonard was obstinate; and as Helen mournfully re- 
ceived back all that of fortune her father had bequeathed to 
her, a tall female figure stood at the entrance of the arbour, 
and said, in a voice that scattered all sentiment to the winds, 
“Young man, it is time to go.” 


CHAPTER XXV. 

“Albeadt?” said Helen, with faltering accents, as she 
crept to Miss Starke’s side while Leonard rose and bowed. 
“I am very grateful to you, madam,” said he, with the grace 
that comes from all refinement of idea, “ for allowing me to 
see Miss Helen. Do not let me abuse your kindness.” 

Miss Starke seemed struck with his look and manner, and 
made a stiff half courtesy. 

A form more rigid than Miss Starke’s it was hard to con- 
ceive. She was like the Grim White Woman in the nursery 
ballads* Yet, apparently, there was a good-nature in allow- 
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ing the stranger to enter her trim garden, and proTiding for 
him and her little charge those fruits and cakes which belied 
her aspect. “May I go with him to the gate?” whispered 
Helen, as Leonard had already passed up the path. 

“You may, child; but do not loiter. And then come back, 
and lock up the cakes and cherries, or Patty will get at 
them.” 

Helen ran after Leonard. 

“Write to me, brother, — write to me; and do not, do not 
be friends with this man, who took you to that wicked, 
wicked place.” 

“Oh, Helen, I go from you strong enough to brave worse 
dangers than that,” said Leonard, almost gayly. 

They kissed each other at the little wicket gate, and 
parted. 

Leonard walked home under the summer moonlight, and 
on entering his chamber looked first at his rose-tree. The 
leaves of yesterday’s flowers lay strewn around it; but the tree 
had put forth new buds. 

“Nature ever restores,” said the young man. He paused 
a moment, and added, “ Is it that Nature is very patient? ” 

His sleep that night was not broken by the fearful dreams 
he had lately known. He rose refreshed, and went his way 
to his day’s work, — not stealing along the less crowded paths, 
but with a firm step, through the throng of men. Behold, 
adventurer, — thou hast more to suffer ! Wilt thou sink? I 
look into thy heart, and I cannot answer. 


NOTE ON HOMOSOPATHY. 

A GENTLEMAN who practises Hotnceopathy, and who rejoices in the 
name, of Luther, has done me the honour to issue a pamphlet in grave 
vindication of the art of Hahnoinann from what he conceives to be the 
ag.sault thereon, perpetrated in “ My Novel.” Luther the First, though 
as combative as Luther the Second, did not waste his polemical vigour 
upon giants of his own mahing. It is true that, though in “My Novel” 
Dr. Morgan is represented as an able and warm-hearted man, there is a 
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;)uk« at his Immours — what then ? Do I turn the art itself into ridi- 
cule f As well might some dignitary of the Church accuse me of 
satiriring his sacred profession, W'henever the reader is invited to a 
smile at the expense of Parson Dale, — or a country gentleman take up 
his pen to clear the territorial class from participation in the prepidices 
assigned to the Squire of Hazeldean. Nay, as well might some literary 
allopathist address to me a homily on profaning the dignity of the 
College of Physicians, by the irreverent portraiture of Dr. Doseweil. 
“ My Novel” is intended as a survey of varieties in English life, chiefly 
through the medium of the prevailing humours in various rnodiflcations 
of character. Like other enthusiasts. Dr. Morgan pushes his favourite 
idea into humorous extravagance, — and must bear the penalty of a 
good-natured banter. If I were opposed altogether to Homceopathy, I 
should take a very different mode of dealing with it ; and Dr. Morgan, 
instead of being represented as an experienced practitioner in allopathy, 
converted to the homceopathieal theory by honest convictions, and re- 
deeming his foibles by shrewd observations and disinterested benev- 
olence, would be drawn as an ignorant charlatan and a greedy 
impostor. 

But the fact is that, if I do not think HomoBopathy capable of aU the 
•Wiinders ascribed to it by some of its professors, or the only scientific 
mode of dealing with human infirmities, I sincerely believe that it is 
often resorted to with very great benefit, — nay, I myself have frequently 
employed, and even advised it, I opine, wdth advantage. And if it had 
done nothing else than introduce many notable reforms in allopathieal 
practice, it would be entitled to the pntfonnd gratitude of all, with 
stcunachs no longer over-irrigated by the apothecary, and veins no 
longer under-drained by the phlehotomist. 

But Dr. Luther assumes that I have , no authority for the crotchets 
ascribed to Dr. Morgan, — that it, is monstrous in me to assert that 
Homceopathy professes to have globules for the mind as well as the 
body, that I have evidently only read some shallow catchpenny treatise 
on the subject, etc. Unlucky Dr., Luther ! Does he profess to be a 
Homceopathist, and yet forget his Jahe ? Will he tell me that Jahr 
is not the great original manual of the science, — the Blackstone of 
Homoeopathy ? And what says this master text-book? — I quote tbere- 
from not for the purpose only of justifying Dr. Morgan and myself from 
the charges so inconsiderately brought against us by Dr. Luther, but 
also for the pnrpttse of proving to the general reader that Dr. Morgan 
has full authority for prescribing Caustics for tears, and Agaricus 
M irsCARTua for the propensity to indulge in verse-making. Nay, I 
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will add that there is not a siugle prescription for mental disturbance 
suggested by Dr. IVL^rgan for which, strange as it may seem to the un- 
initiated, ho is not warranted literally by that work by Jahk, which is 
the groundwork of all limnoeopathieal literature. Imprimis, O too 
oblivious Luther, does not Jahr assign a large section of his manual to 
Moral Affections? Open vol. iii. of the Paris Edition, in 4 vols. 1850 
— go on to p. 236, Docs not Jahr prescribe arsenic fot la MilancoUe. 
noire. Hellebore for la Melancolie douce ; and, with the nice distinc- 
tion only known to homceopathical philosophy, Gold for la MMancolie 
religieusef If it be the patient’s inclination to rest silent, must he nut 
take Ignatia ; if he have a desire to drown himself, should not the 
globule be Pulsatilla ? 

For ill hmour (p. 246) is there no suggestion of Aconite ? If that 
humour is of the contemptuous character, like Dr. Luther’s, is there no 
injunction to try Ipecacuanha? If it be ‘■^disposition a fair e des 
reproclies, d critiquer ” (to quarrel and criticise), does not Jahr give 
you, 0 frowning Luther, a wide choice from Belladonna to Vbra- 
TRIUM ? Nay, if it be iu a close apartment rather than the open air 
that the attack seizes yon, should you not ingurgitate a pin’s head of 
platinutn ? Jahr, Jahr ! 0 Dr. Luther, would you have fallen into 
such a scrape, if you had consulted your Jahr? 

Turn to the same volume, p. 30, on “Moral Emotions,” is there not 
a globule for an Amour malheureux, — for a lover disappointed are 
there not Hyos: ign : Phos-ac ? Nay, to sum up and clench the 
whole by the very proposition which I undertook to prove, does not 
Jahr, vol. iii., p. 2.55, recommend Agaricus for the disposition dfaire 
des vers (to make v(n’ses), and more than once or twice throughout the 
same volume, is not Caustic the remedy, by preference, for a ten- 
dency to shed tears, provided, of course, other symptoms invite its 
application. 

And oh, Dr. Luther, do you mean to tell us that the enthusiast of an 
art, to which this hook by Jahr is an acknowledged text-hu-f k, may 
not, whatever the skill of the man, or the excellence of the art, or the 
value of the text-book, incur every one of the extravagancies imputed 
to Dr. Morgan, or not freely lay himself open to the gall-less pleasan- 
tries of a writer in search of the humorous? 

Dr. Morgan is represented as one of the earliest disciples of Hahne- 
mann in this country, and therefore likely, in the zeal of a tyro, and the 
passion of a convert, aprum emsumere totum, — which Horatian ele- 
gancy our vernacular has debased into the familiar vulgarism, “ Go the 
whole hog.” But even in the present day, I assure Dr. Luther, and 
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ray readers geaeraHy, that I have met, abroad, Homeopathic physicians 
of considerable eminence, who have seriously contended for the applica- 
tion of globules to the varieties of mental affliction and human vicissi- 
tude ; who have solemnly declared, that, while the rest of the family 
have been plunged into despair at the death of its head, one of the 
bereaved children resorting to Homoeopathy has been preserved from the 
depressing consequence of grief, and been as cheerful as usual j that a 
lover who meditated suicide at the perfidy of his beloved has in ten days 
been homosopathically reduced into felicitous indifierence, — and that 
tliere are secrets in the science professed by Dr. Luther, that cannot be 
too earnestly urged on his own attention, by which an irritable man 
may be taught to control his temper, and a dull man to comprehend a 
joke. 



BOOK SEVENTH. 


INITIAL CHAPTEE. 

MB. OAXTON UPON COUBAOE AND PATIENCE. 

“What is courage?” said my uncle Boland, rousing him- 
self from a re very into wliicli lie had fallen, after the Sixth 
Book in this history had been read to our family circle. 

“What is courage?” he repeated more earnestly. “Is it 
insensibility to fear? That may be the mere accident of con- 
stitution; and if so, there is no more merit in being cour- 
ageous than in being this table.” 

“I am very glad to hear you speak thus,” observed Mr. 
Caxton, “for I should not like to consider myself a coward; 
yet I am very sensible to fear in all dangers, bodily and 
moral.” 

“La, Austin, how can you say so?” cried my mother, fir- 
ing up ; “ was it not only last week that you faced the great 
bull that was rushing after Blanche and the children? ” 

Blanche at that recollection stole to my father's chair, and, 
hanging over his shoulder, kissed his forehead. 

Mb. Caxton (sublimely unmoved by these flatteries). — “I 
don’t deny that I faced the bull, but I assert that I was hor- 
ribly frightened.” 

ItoLAND. — “ The sense of honour which conquers fear is 
the true courage of chivalry: you could not run away when 
others were looking on,— no gentleman could,” 

Mb. Caxton. — “Fiddledee! It was not on my gentility 
that I stood, Captain. I should have run fast enough, if it 
had done any good. I stood upon my understanding. As the 
bull could run faster than I could, the only chance of escape 
was to make the brute as frightened as myself.” 
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Blanche. — “Ah, you did not think of that; your only 
thought was to save me and the children.” 

Mk. Canton. — “Possibly, my dear, very possibly, I might 
have been afraid for you too; but I was very much afraid 
for myself. However, luckily I had the umbrella,, and I 
sprang it up and spread it forth in the animaP's stupid eyes, 
hurling at him simultaneously the biggest lines I could think 
of in the First Chorus of, the ‘Seven against Thebes.' I began 
with Eledjshnas pedioploktupos ; and when I came to the 
grand howl of Tw, tw, m, Im, the beast stood appalled as at 
the roar of a lion. I shall never forget his amazed snort at 
the Greek. Then he kicked uj) his hind legs, and went bolt 
through the gap in the hedge. Thus, armed with JEsehylus 
and the umbrella, I remained master of tbe field; but ” (con- 
tinued Mr. Oaxton ingenuously) “I should not like to go 
through that half -minute again.” 

“No man would,” said the captain, kindly. “I should be 
very sorry to face a bull myself, even with a bigger umbrella 
than yours, and even though I had ./fEschylus, and Homer to 
boot, at my fingers’ ends,” 

Mb. Canton. — “You would not have minded if it had 
been a Frenchman with a sword in his hand? ” 

Captain. — “ Of course not. Rather liked it than other- 
wise,” he added grimly. 

Mb. Canton. — “Yet many a Spanish matador, who 
does n’t care a button for a bull, would take to his heels at 
the first hinge en carte from a Frenchman. Therefore, in 
fact, if courage be a matter of constitution, it. is also a mat- 
ter of custom. We face calmly the dangers we are habitu- 
ated to, and recoil from those of which we have no familiar 
experience, I doubt if Marshal Turenne himself would have 
been quite at his ease on the tight-rope ; and a rope-dancer, 
who seems disposed to scale the heavens with Titanic te- 
merity, might possibly object to charge on a cannon.” 

Captain Roland. — “ Still, either this is not the courage I 
mean, or it is another kind of it. I mean by courage that 
which is the especial force and dignity of the human char- 
acter, without which there is no reliance on principle, no 
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constancy in virtue, — a sonietliing,” continued my uncle, 
gallantly, and with a half bow towards my mother, “which 
your sex shares with our own. When the lover, for instance, 
clasps the hand of his betrothed, and says, ‘Wilt thou be true 
to me, in spite of absence and time, in spite of hazard and 
fortune, though my foes malign me, though thy friends may 
dissuade thee, and our lot in life may be rough and rude ? ^ 
and when the betrothed answers, ‘I will be true,' does not 
the lover trust to her courage as well as her love?” 

“ Admirably put, Roland,” said my father. “But a propos 
of what do you puzzle us with these queries on courage? ” 

Captain Roland (with a slight blush). — “ I was led to the 
inquiry (though perhaps it may be frivolous to take so much 
thought of what, no doubt, costs Pisistratus so little) by the 
last chapters in my nephew’s story. I see this poor boy 
Leonard, alone with his fallen hopes (though very irrational 
they were) and his sense of shame. And I read his heart, I 
dare say, better than Pisistratus does, for I could feel like 
that boy if I had been in the same position; and conjecturing 
what he and thousands like him must go through, 1 asked 
myself, ‘What can save him and them? ’ I answered, as a 
soldier would answer, ‘Courage.’ Very well. But pray, 
Austin, what is courage?” 

Mr. Caxton (prudently backing out of a reply). — Fapm! 
Brother, since you have just complimented the ladies on that 
quality, you had better address your question to them.” 

Blanche here leaned both hands on my father’s chair, and 
said, looking down at first bashfully, but afterwards warming 
with the subject, “Do you not think, sir, that little Helen 
has already suggested, if not what is courage, what at least is 
the real essence of all courage that endures and conquers, 
that ennobles and hallows and redeems? Is it not Patience, 
Father? And that is why we women have a courage of our 
own. Patience does not affect to be superior to fear, but at 
least it never adifiits despair.” 

Pisistratus. — ^“Kiss me, my Blanche, for you have come 
near to the truth which perplexed the soldier and puzzled th» 
sage.” 

VOL. II.~7 
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Mr. Gaxton (tartly). — “If you mean me by the sage, I 
was not puzzled at all. Heaven knows you do right to incul- 
cate patience, — it is a virtue very much required in your 
readers. ^Nevertheless,” added my father, softening with the 
enjoyment of his joke, — “nevertheless Blanche and Helen 
are quite right. Patience is the courage of the conqueror ; it 
is the virtue, yjar excellence, of Man against Destiny, — of the 
One against the World, and of the Soul against Matter. 
Therefore this is the courage of the Gospel; and its import- 
ance in a social view — its importance to races and institu- 
tions — cannot be too earnestly inculcated. What is it that 
distinguishes the Anglo-Saxon from all other branches of the 
human family, — peoples deserts with his children and con- 
signs to them the heritage of rising worlds? What but his 
faculty to brave, to suffer, to endure, — the patience that re- 
sists firmly and innovates slowly? Compare him with the 
Frenchman. The Frenchman has plenty of valour, — that 
there is no denying; but as for fortitude, he has not enough 
to cover the point of a pin. He is ready to rush out of the 
world if he is bitten by a flea.” 

Captain Koland. — “ There was a ease in the papers the 
other day, Austin, of a Frenchman who actually did destroy 
himself because he was so teased by the little creatures you 
speak of. He left a paper on his table, saying that ‘life was 
not worth having at the price of such torments. ’ ” ^ 

Me, Gaxton (solemnly). — “Sir, their whole political his- 
tory, since the great meeting of the Tiers iltat, has been the 
history of men who would rather go to the devil than be bit- 
ten by a flea. It is the record of human impatience that 
seeks to force time, and expects to grow forests from the 
spawn of a mushroom. Wherefore, running through all ex- 

^ Pact. In a work by M. Gibert, a celebrated French physician, on dis- 
eases of the skin, he states that that minute troublesome kind of rash, known 
by the name of prurigo, thongh not dangerous in itself, has often driven the 
individual afflicted by it to suicide. I believe that our more varying climate 
and our more heating drinks and aliments render this skin complaint more com- 
mon in England than in France, yet I doubt if any English physician could 
state that it had ever driven one of hii English patients to suicide. 
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tremes of constitutional experiment, wlieu they are nearest 
to democracy they are next door to a despot; and all they 
have really done is to destroy whatever constitutes the foun- 
dation of every tolerable government. A constitutional mon- 
archy cannot exist without aristocracy, nor a healthful 
republic endure with corruption of manners. The cry of 
equality is incompatible with civilization, which, of neces- 
sity, contrasts poverty with wealth; and, in short, whether 
it be an emperor or a mob ^ that is to rule, Force is the sole 
hope of order, and the government is but an army. 

Impress, 0 Pisistratus ! impress the value of patience as 
regards man and men. You touch there on the kernel of the 
social system, — the secret that fortifies the individual and dis- 
ciplines the million. I care not, for my part, if you are tedi- 
ous so long as you are earnest. Be minute and detailed. Let 
the real Human Life, in its war with Circumstance, stand 
out. Never mind if one can read you hut slowly, — better 
chance, of being less quickly forgotten. Patience, patience ! 
By the soul of Epictetus, your readers shall set you an 
example.” 


CHAPTEB 11. 

Leojstakd had written twice to Mrs. Fairfield, twice to 
Riccabocca, and once to Mr. Dale; and the poor proud boy 
could not bear to betray his humiliation. He wrote as with 
cheerful spirits, — as if perfectly satisfied with his prospects. 
He said that he was well employed, in the midst of hooks, 
and that he had found kind friends. Then he turned from 
himself to write about those whom he addressed, and the 
affairs and interests of the quiet world wherein they lived. 
He did not give his own address, nor that of Mr. Prickett. 
He dated his letters from a small coffee-house near the book- 

1 Published mote than a year before the date of the French empire umica' 
Lotm Napoleon. 
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seller’s, to wliicli lie occasionally went for his simple meals. 
He had a motive in this. He did not desire to be found out. 
Mr. Dale replied for himself and for Mrs. Fairfield, to the 
epistles addressed to these two. Eiccaboeca wrote also. 
Nothing could be more land than the replies of both. They 
came to Leonard in a very dark period in his life, and they 
strengthened him in the noiseless battle with despair. 

If there be a good in the world that we do without know- 
ing it, without conjecturing the effect it may have upon a 
human soul, it is when we show kindness to the young in the 
first barren footpath up the mountain of life. 

Leonard’s face resumed its serenity in his intercourse with 
his employer; but he did not recover his boyish ingenuous 
frankness. The under-currents flowed again pure from the 
turbid soil and the splintered fragments uptorn from the 
deep; but they were still too strong and too rapid to allow 
transparency to the surface. And now he stood in the sub- 
lime world of books, still and earnest as a seer who invokes 
the dead; and thus, face to face with knowledge, hourly he 
discovered how little he knew. Mr, Prickett lent him such 
works as he selected and asked to take home with him. He 
spent whole nights in reading, and no longer desultorily. 
He read no more poetry, no more Lives of Poets, He read 
what poets must read if they desire to be great — Sapere 
principium et forts , — strict reasonings on the human mind; 
the relations between motive and conduct, thought and action ; 
the grave and solemn truths of the past world; antiquities, 
history, philosophy. He was taken out of himself; he was 
carried along the ocean of the universe. In that ocean, 0 
seeker, study the law of the tides; and seeing Chance no- 
where, Thought presiding over all, Fate, that dread phan- 
tom, shall vanish from creation, and Providence alone be 
visible in heaven and on earth! 
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CHAPTBE III. 

Theb® was to be a considerable book-sale at a country 
house one day’s journey from London. Mr. Prickett meant 
to have attended it on his own behalf, and that of several 
gentlemen who had given him commissions for purchase; 
but on the morning fixed for his departure, he was seized 
with a severe return of his old foe the rheumatism. He re- 
quested Leonard to attend instead of himself. Leonard went, 
and was absent for the three days during which the sale 
lasted. He returned late in the evening, and went at once 
to Mr. Prickett’s house. The shop was closed; he knocked 
at the private entrance ; a strange person opened the door to 
him, and in reply to his question if Mr. Prickett was at 
home, said, with a long and funereal face, “ Young man, Mr. 
Prickett senior is gone to his long home, but Mr. Eichard 
Prickett will see you.” 

At this moment a very grave-looking man, with lank hair, 
looked forth from the side-door communicating between the 
shop and the passage, and then stepped forward. “Come in, 
sir; yon are my late uncle’s assistant, Mr. Fairfield, I 
suppose? ” 

“Your late uncle! Heavens, sir, do I understand aright, — 
can Mr. Prickett be dead since I left London? ” 

“Died, sir, suddenly, last night. It was an affection of the 
heart. Tlie doctor thinks the rhenmatism attacked that or- 
gan. He had small time to provide for his departure, and 
his account-books seem in sad disorder: I am his nephew and 
executor.” 

Leonard had now followed the nephew into the shop. 
There still burned the gas -lamp. The place seemed more 
dingy and cfivernons than before. Death always makes its 
presence felt in the house it visits. 

Leonard was greatly affected, — and yet more, perhaps, by 
the utter want of feeling which the nephew exhibited. In 
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fact the fleceased had not been on friendly terms with this 
person, his nearest relative and heir-at-law, who was also a 
bookseller. 

“You were engaged but by the week, I find, young man, 
on reference to my late uncle’s papers. He gave you .-SI a 
week, — a monstrous sum! I shall not require your services 
any further. I shall move these books to my own house. 
You will be good enough to send me a list of those you 
bought at the sale, and your account of travelling expenses, 
etc. What may be due to you shall be sent to your address. 
Good-evening.” 

Leonard went home, shocked and saddened at the sudden 
death of his kind employer. He did not think much of him- 
self that night; but when he rose the next day, he suddenly 
felt that the world of London lay before him, without a 
friend, without a calling, without an occupation for bread. 

This time it was no fancied sorrow, no poetic dream disap- 
pointed. Before him, gaunt and paljiable, stood Eamine. 

Escape! — yes. Back to the village: his mother’s cottage; 
the exile’s garden; the radishes and the fount. Why could 
he not escape? Ask why civilization cannot escape its ills, 
and flyback to the wild and the wigwam. 

Leonard could not have returned to the cottage, even if the 
Eamine that faced had already seized him with her skeleton 
hand. London releases not so readily her fated step-sons. 


CHAPTER IV. 

One day three persons were standing before an old book- 
stall in a passage leading from Oxford Street into Tottenham 
Court Road. Two were gentlemen; the third, of the class 
and appearance of those who more habitually halt at old 
bookstalls, 

“Look,” said one of the gentlemen to the other, “I have 
discovered here what I have searched for in vain the last ten 
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years, — the Horace of 1580, the Horace of tlie Forty Com- 
mentators, a perfect treasury of learning, and marked only 
fourteen shillings ! 

“Hush, Horreys,” said the other, “and observe what is yet 
more worth your study; ” and he pointed to the third by- 
stander, whose face, sharp and attenuated, was bent with an 
absorbed, and, as it were, with a hungering attention over an 
old worm-eaten volume. 

“What is the book, my lord?” whispered Mr. Norreys. 

His companion smiled, and replied by another question, 
“What is the man who reads the book?” 

Mr. Norreys moved a few paces, and looked over the stu- 
dent’s shoulder. “Preston’s translation of Boethius’s ‘The 
Consolations of Philosophy, ’ ” he said, coming back to his 
friend. 

“He looks as if he wanted all the consolations Philosophy 
can give him, poor boy.” 

At this moment a fourth passenger paused at the book- 
stall, and, recognizing the pale student, placed his hand on 
his shoulder, and said, “ Aha, young sir, we meet again. So 
poor Priokett is dead. But you are still haunted by avssocia- 
tions. Books, books, — magnets to which all iron minds 
move insensibly. What is this? Boethius ! Ah, a book 
written in prison, but a little time before the advent of the 
only philosopher who solves to the simplest understanding 
every mystery of life — ” 

“ And that philosopher? ” 

“Is death! ” said Mr. Burley. “How can you be dull 
enough to ask? Poor Boethius, rich, nobly horn, a consul, 
his sons consuls, the world one smile to the Last Philosopher 
of Rome. Then suddenly, against this type of the old world’s 
departing wisdom stands frowning the new world’s grim ge- 
nius, roRCK, — Theodoric the Ostrogoth condemning Boethius 
the schoolman; and Boethius in his Pavian dungeon holding 
a dialogue with the shade of. Athenian Philosophy. It is 
the finest picture upon which lingers the glimmering of the 
Western golden day, before night rushes over time.” 

“And,” said Mr. Horreys, abruptly, “Boethius comes back 
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bo us with the faint gleam of returning light, translated by 
Alfred the Great; and, again, as the sun of knowledge bursts 
forth in all its splendour by Queen Elizabeth. BoetJiius in- 
fluenees us as we stand in this passage ; and that is the best 
of all the Consolations of Philosophy, — eh, Mr. Burley?” 

Mr. Burley turned and bowed. 

The two men looked at each other; you could not see a 
greater contrast, — Mr. Burley, his gay green dress already 
shabby and soiled, with a rent in the skirts and his face 
speaking of habitual night-cups; Mr. Norreys, neat and 
somewhat precise in dress, with firm, lean figure, and quiet, 
collected, vigorous energy in his eye and aspect. 

“If,” replied Mr. Burley, “a poor devil like me may argue 
with a gentleman who may command his own price with the 
booksellers, I should say it is no consolation at all, Mr. 
Norreys. And I should like to see any man of sense accept 
the condition of Boethius in his prison, with some strangler 
or headsman waiting behind the door, upon the promised pro- 
viso that he should be translated, centuries afterwards, by 
kings and queens, and help indirectly to influence the minds 
of Northern barbarians, babbling about him in an alley, 
jostled by passers-by who never heard the name of Boethius, 
and who don’t care a fig for philosophy. Your servant, sir, — 
young man, come and talk. ” 

Burley hooked his arm within Leonard’s, and led the boy 
passively away. 

“That is a clever man,” said Harley L’Estrange. “But I 
am sorry to see yon young student, with his bright earnest 
eyes, and his lip that has the quiver of passion and enthu- 
siasm, leaning on the arm of a guide who seems disenchanted 
of all that gives purpose to learning, and links philosophy 
wibh use to the world. Who and what is this clever man 
whom you call Burley? ” 

“A man who might have been famous, if he had conde- 
scended to be respectable ! The hoy listening to us both so 
attentively interested Ttifi too, — I should like to have the 
making of him. But I must buy this Horace.” 

The shopman, lurking within his hole like a spider for 
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flies, was now called out, Ancl wuen Mr. Norreys had 
bought the Horace, and given an address whore to send it, 
Harley asked the shopman if he knew the young man who 
had been reading Boethius. 

“Only by sight. He has come here every day the last 
week, and spends hours at the stall. When once he fastens 
on a book, he reads it through.” 

“And never buys? ” said Mr. Noi^reys, 

“Sir,” said the shopman, with a good-natured smile, “they 
who buy seldom read. The poor boy pays me twopence a 
day to read as long as he pleases. I would not take it, but 
he is proud.” 

“I have known men amass great learning in that way,” 
said Mr. Norreys. “Yes, I should like to have that boy in 
my hands. And noyr, my lord, I am at your service, and 
we will go to the studio of your artist.” 

The two gentlemen walked on towards one of the streets 
out of Fitzroy Square. 

In a few minutes- more Harley L’Estrange was in his ele- 
ment, seated carelessly on a deal table smoking his cigar, and 
discussing art with the gusto of a man who honestly loved, 
and the taste of a man who thoroughly understood it. The 
young artist, in his dressing-robe, adding slow touch upon 
touch, paused often to listen the better. And Henry Horreys, 
enjoying the brief respite from a life of great labour, was 
gladly reminded of idle hours under rosy skies; for these 
three men had formed their friendship in Italy, where the 
bauds of friendship are woven by the hands of the Graces. 


CHAPTER V. 

Leonard and Mr. Burley walked on into the suburbs 
round the north road from London, and Mr. Burley offered 
to find literary employment for Leonard, — an offer eagerly 
accepted. 
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Then they went into a public-house by the wayside. Bur- 
ley demanded a private room, called for pen, inh, and paper; 
and placing these implements before Leonard, said, “Write 
what you please, in prose, five sheets of letter-paper, twenty- 
two lines to a page, — neither more nor less.” 

“I cannot write so.” 

“Tut, ’t is for bread.” 

The boy’s face crimsoned. 

“I must forget that,” said he. 

. “There is an arbour in the garden, under a weeping-ash,” 
returned Burley. “Go there, and fancy yourself in Arcadia.” 

Leonard was too pleased to obey. He found out the little 
arbour at one end of a deserted bowling-green. All was still, 
— the hedgerow shut out the sight of the inn. The sun lay 
warm on the grass, and glinted pleasantly through the leaves 
of the ash. And Leonard there wrote the first essay from his 
hand as Author by profession. "What was it that he wrote? 
His dreamy impressions of London, an anathema on its 
streets and its hearts of stone, murmurs against poverty, 
dark elegies on fate? 

Oh, no ! little knowest thou true genius, if thou askest such 
questions, or thinkest that there under the weeping-ash the 
taskwork for bread was remembered; or that the sunbeam 
glinted but over the practical world, which, vulgar and sor- 
did, lay around. Leonard wrote a fairy tale, — one of the 
loveliest you can conceive, with a delicate touch of playful 
humour, in a style all flowered over with happy fancies. He 
smiled as he wrote the last word, — he was happy. In rather 
more than an hour Mr. Burley came to him, and found him 
with that smile on his lips. 

Mr, Burley had a glass of brandy-and-water in his hand; 
it was his third. He too smiled, he too looked happy. He 
read the paper aloud, and well. He was very complimentary. 
“You -will do!” said he, clapping Leonard on the hack. 
“Perhaps some day you will catch my one-eyed perch.” 
Then he folded up the manuscript, scribbled off a note, put 
the whole in one envelope, and they returned to London, 

Mr. Burley disappeared within a dingy office near Fleet 
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Street, on wkicli was inscribed, “OfS.ce of tlie ‘Beebiye, ’ ” 
and soon came forth with a golden sovereign in his band, — 
Leonard’s first-fruits. Leonard thought Peru lay before him. 
He accompanied Mr. Burley to that gentleman’s lodging in 
Maida Hill. The walk had been very long; Leonard was not 
fatigued. He listened with a livelier attention than before 
to Burley’s talk. And when they reached the apartments of 
the latter, and Mr. Burley sent to the cookshop, and their 
joint supper was taken out of the golden sovereign, Leonard 
felt proud, and for the first time for weeks he laughed the 
heart’s laugh. The two writers grew more and more inti- 
mate and cordial. And there was a vast deal in Burley by 
which any young man might be made the wiser. There was 
no apparent evidence of 23overty in the apartments, — clean, 
new, well-furnished; but all things in the most horrible lit- 
ter, — all speaking of the huge literary sloven. 

For several days Leonard almost lived in those rooms. He 
wrote co,ntinuously, save when Burley’s conversation fasci- 
nated him into idleness. Nay, it was not idleness, — his 
knowledge grew larger as he listened; hut the cynicism of 
the talker began slowly to work its way. That eynici.sm in 
which there was no faith, no hope, no vivifying breath from 
Glory, from Religion, — the cynicism of the Epicurean, more 
degraded in his sty than ever was Diogenes in his tub; and 
yet presente(.l with such ease and such eloquence, with such 
art and such mirth, so adofned with illustration and anecdote, 
so unconscious of debasement ! 

Strange and dread philosophy, that made it a maxim to 
squander the gifts of mind on the mere care for matter, and 
fit the soul to live hut as from day to day, with its scornful 
cry, “A fig for immortality and laurels!” An author for 
bread ! Oh, miserable calling ! was there something grand 
and holy, after all, even in Chatterton’s despair? 
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OHAPTEE VI. 

Thu villanoias “ Beehive ” ! Bread was worked out of it, 
certainly j but fame, but liope for tlie future. — certainly not. 
Milton’s Paradise Lost would have perished without a sound 
had it apjjeared in the “Beehive.” 

Fine things were there in a fragmentary crude state, com- 
posed by Burley himself. At the end of a week they were 
dead and forgotten, — never read by one man of education and 
baste; taken simultaneously and indifferently with shallow 
politics and wretched essays, yet selling, perhaps, twenty or 
thirty thousand copies, — an immense sale; and nothing got 
out of tliem but bread and brandy ! 

“What more would you have? ” cried John Burley, “Did 
not stern old Sam Johnson say he could never write but from 
want?” 

“He might say it,” answered Leonard; “but he never 
meant posterity to believe him. And he would have died of 
want, I suspect, rather than have written ‘Easselas’ for the 
‘Beehive ’ ! Want is a grand thing,” continued the boy, 
thoughtfully, — “a parent of grand things. Necessity is 
strong, and should give us its own strength; but Want should 
shatter asunder, with its very writhings, .the walls of our 
prison-house, and not sit contented with the allowance the 
jail gives ns in exchange for our work.” 

“ There is no prison-honse to a man who calls upon Bacchus ; 
stay, I will translate to you Schiller’s Dithyramb. ‘Then see 
I Bacchus; then up come Cupid and Phcebus, and all the 
Celestials are filliug my dwelling.’ ” 

Breaking into impromptu careless rhymes, Burley tlirew 
off a rude but spirited translation of that divine lyric. 

“ 0 materialist ! ” cried the boy, with his bright eyes suf- 
fused. “Schiller calls on the gods to take him to their 
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liea veil with them; and you •would, debase the gods to a gin- 
palace.” 

“ Ho, ho ! ” cried Burley, with his giant laugh. “ Drink, 
and you will understand the Dithyramb.” 



CHAPTER VII. 

SuDDENiiv one morning, as Leonard sat with Burley, a 
fashionable cabriolet, with a very handsome horse, stopped 
at the door. A loud knock, a quick step on the stairs, and 
Randal Leslie entered. Leonard recognized him, and started. 
Randal glanced at him in surprise, and then, with a tact that 
showed he had already learned to profit by London life, after 
shaking liands witli Burley, approached, and said, with some 
successful attempt at ease, “Unless I am not mistaken, sir, 
we have met before. If you remember me, I hope all boyish 
quarrels are forgotten?” 

Leonard bowed, and his heart was stili good enough to be 
softened. 

“Where could you two ever have met? ” asked Burley. 

“In a village green, and in single combat,” answered Ran- 
dal, smiling; and he told the story of the Battle of the 
Stocks, with a well-bred jest on himself. Burley laughed at 
the story. “But,” said he, when this laugh -was over, “my 
young friend had better have remained guardian of the village 
stocks than come to London in search of such fortune as lies 
at the bottom of an inkhorn.” 

“Ah,” said Randal, with the secret contempt which men 
elaborately cultivated are apt to feel for those who seek to 
educate themselves, — “ah, you make literature your calling, 
sir ? At what school did you conceive a taste for letters? 
Not very common at onr great public schools.” 

“I am at school now for the first time,” answered Leonard, 
dryly. 
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“Experience is the best schoolmistress,” said Burky; “and 
that was the maxim of Goethe, who had book-learning enough, 
in all conscience.” 

Randal slightly shrugged his shoulders, and without wast- 
ing another thought on Leonard, peasant-born and self-taught, 
took his seat, and began to talk to Burley upon a political 
question, which made then the war-cry between the two great 
parliamentary parties. It was a subject in which Burley 
showed much general knowledge; and Randal, seeming to 
differ from him, drew forth alike his information and his 
argumentative powers. The conversation lasted more than 
an hour. 

“I can’t quite agree with you,” said Rarvdal, taking his 
leave; “but you must allow me to call again, — will the same 
hour to-morrow suit you? ” 

“Yes,” said Burley. 

Away went the young man in his cabriolet. Leonard 
watched him from the window. 

Eor five days, consecutively, did Randal call and discuss 
the question in all its bearings ; and Burley, after the second 
day, got interested in the matter, looked up his authorities, 
refreshed his memory, and even spent an hour or two in the 
Library of the British Museum. 

By the fifth day, Burley had really exhausted all that could 
well be said on his side of the question. 

Leonard, during these colloquies, had sat apart seemingly 
absorbed in reading, and secretly stung by Randal’s disregard 
of his presence. For indeed that young man, in his superb 
self-esteem, and in the absorption of his ambitious projects, 
scarce felt even curiosity as to Leonard’s rise above his earlier 
station, and looked on him as a mere journeyman of Burley’s. 

But the self-taught are keen and quick observers; and 
Leonard had remarked that Randal seemed more as one play- 
ing a part for some private purpose, than arguing in earnest ; 
and that, when he rose, and said, “Mr. Burley, you liawe 
convinced me,” it was not with the modesty of a sincere 
reasoner, but the triumph of one who has gained his end. 
But so struck, meanwhile, was our unheeded and silent lis- 
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teaer with Burley’s i)Ower of generalization and the wide sur- 
face over which his inforniation extended, that when Randal 
left the room the hoy looked at the slovenly, purposeless man, 
and said aloud, “True; knowledge is power.” 

“Certainly not,” said Burley, dryly,-— “the weakest thing 
in the world.” 

“Knowledge is power,” muttered Randal Leslie, as, with a 
smile on his lip, he drove from the door. 

Not many days after this last interview there appeared a 
short pamphlet; anonymous, but one which made a great im- 
pression on the town. It was on the subject discussed be- 
tween Randal and Burley. It was quoted at great length in 
the newspapers. And Burley started to his feet one morning, 
and exclaimed, “My own thoughts! my very words! Who 
the devil is this x^amphleteer? ” 

Leonard took the newsjpaper from Burley’s hand. The 
most flattering encomiums preceded the extracts, and the ex- 
tracts were as stereotypes of Burley’s talk. 

“ Can you doubt the author? ” cried Leonard, in deep dis- 
gust and ingenuous scorn. “The young man who came to 
steal your brains, and turn your knowledge — ” 

“Into power,” interrupted Burley, with a laugh, — but it 
was a laugh of x)ain. “Well, this was very mean; I shall 
tell him so when he comes.” 

“He will come no more,” said Leonard. Nor did Randal 
come again. But he sent Mr. Burley a copy of the pamphlet 
with a i)olite note, saying, with candid but careless acknow- 
ledgment, that lie “had profited much by Mr, Burley’s hints 
and remarks,” 

A.nd now it was in all the papers that the pamphlet which 
had made so great a noise was by a very young man, M,'r. 
Andley Egerton’s relation. And high hopes were expressed 
of the future career of Mr. Randal Leslie. 

Burley still attemxited to laugh, and still liis pain was visi- 
ble. Leonard most cordially despised and hated Randal 
Leslie, and his heart moved to Burley with noble but perilous 
compassion. In his desire to soothe and comfort the man 
whom he deemed cheated out of fame, he forgot the caution 
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he had hitherto imposed on himself, and yielded more and 
more to tlie ehanu of that wasted intellect. lie accompanied 
Burley now to the haunts to which his friend went to spend 
his evenings; and more and more — though gradually, and 
with many a recoil and self -rebuke — there crept over him 
the cynic’s C(.mteinpt for glory, and miserable philosophy of 
debased content. 

Eandal had risen into grave repute upon the strength of 
Burley’s knowledge. But, had Burley written the pamphlet, 
would the same repute have attended him ? Certainly not. 
Randal Leslie brought to that knowledge qualities all his 
own, — a style simile, strong, and logical; a certain tone of 
good society, and allusions to men and to parties that showed 
his connection with a Cabinet minister, and proved that he 
had profited no less by Egerton’s talk than Burley’s. 

Had Burley -written the pamphlet, it would have showed 
more genius, it would have had humour and wit, but have 
been so full of whims and qiiijis, sins against taste, and de- 
fects in earnestness, that it would have failed to create any 
serious sensation. Here, then, there was something else be- 
sides knowledge, by which knowledge became power. Know- 
ledge must not smell of the brandy-bottle. 

Randal Leslie might be mean in his plagiarism, but he 
turned the useless into use. And so far he was original. 

But one’s admiration, after all, rests where Leonard’s 
rested, — with the poor, riotous, lawless, big, fallen man. 
Burley took himself off to the Brent, and fished again for the 
one-eyed perch. Leonard accompanied him. His feelings 
■were indeed different from what they had been when he had 
reclined under the old tree, and talked with Helen ' of the 
future. But it was almost pathetic to see how Burley’s na- 
ture seemed to alter, as he strayed along the banks of the 
rivulet, and discoursed of his own boyhood. The man then 
seemed restored to something of the innocence of the child. 
He cared, in truth, little for the perch, which continued in- 
tractable, but he enjoyed the air and the sky, the rustling 
grass and the murmuring waters. These excursions to the 
.Iraunts of youth seemed to rebaptize him, and then his elo- 
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quence took a pastoral character, and Izaak Walton himself 
would have loved to hear him. But as he got back into the 
smoke of the metropolis, and the gas-lamps made him forget 
the ruddy sunset and the soft evening star, the gross habits 
reassumed their sway; and on he went with his swaggering, 
reckless step to the orgies in which his abused intellect flamed 
forth, and then sank into the socket quenched and rayless. 


CHAPTEE YIII. 

Helen was seized with profound and anxious sadness. 
Leonard had been three or four times to see her, and ench 
time she saw a change in him that excited all her fears. He 
seemed, it is true, more shrewd, more worldly-wise, more 
fitted, it might be, for coarse daily life; but, on the other 
hand, the freshness and glory of his youth were waning 
slowly. His aspirings drooped earthward. He had not mas- 
tered the Practical, and moulded its uses with the strong 
hand of the Spiritual Architect, of the Ideal Builder; the 
Practical was overpowering himself. She grew pale when he 
talked of Burley, and shuddered, poor little Helen! when she 
found he was daily, and almost nightly, in a companionship 
which, with her native honest prudence, she saw so unsiiited 
to strengthen him in his struggles, and aid him against temp- 
tation. She almost groaned when, pressing him as to his 
pecuniary means, she found his old terror of debt seemed 
fading away, and the solid healthful principles he bad taken 
from his village were loosening fast. Under all, it is true, 
tliero was what a wiser and older person than Helen would have 
hailed as the redeeming promise. But that something was griaf, 
— a sublime grief in his own sense of falling, in his own im- 
potence against the Pate he had provoked and coveted. The 
sublimity of that grief Helen could not detect; she saw only 
that it was grief, and she grieved with it, letting it excuse 
every fault, — making her more anxious to coinfort, in order 
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that she might sare. Even from the first, when Leonard, 
had exclaimed, “A.h, Helen, why did you ever leave me?” 
she had revolved the idea of return to him; and when in the 
boy's last visit he told her that Burley, persecuted by duns, 
was about to fly from his present lodgings, and take his abode 
with Leonard, in the room she had left vacant, all doubt was 
over. She resolved to sacrifice the safety and slielter of the 
home assured her. She resolved to come back and share 
Leonard's penury and struggles, and save the old room, 
wherein she had prayed for him, from the tempter’s danger- 
ous presence. Should she burden him? Ho; she had assisted 
her father by many little female arts in needle and fancy 
work. She had improved herself in these during her sojourn 
with Miss Starke. She could bring her share to the common 
stock. Possessed with this idea, she determined to realize it 
before the day on which Leonard had told her Burley was to 
move his quarters. Accordingly she rose very early one 
morning; she wrote a pretty and grateful note to Miss Starke, 
who was fast asleep, left it on the table, and before any one 
was astir, stole from the bouse, her little bundle on her arm. 

She lingered an instant at the garden-gate, with a remorse- 
ful sentiment, — a feeling that she had ill -repaid the cold and 
prim protection that Miss Starke had shown her. But sisterly 
love carried all before it. She closed the gate with a sigh, 
and went on. 

She arrived at the lodging-house before Leonard was up, 
took possession of her old chamber, and imesenting herself to 
Leonard, as he was about to go forth, said (story-teller that 
she was), “ I am sent away, brother, and I have come to you 
to take care of me. Do not let us part again. But you must 
be very cheerful and very happy, or I shall think that I am 
sadly in your way.” 

Leonard at first did look cheerful, and even happy; but 
then he thought of Burley, and then of liis own means of 
supporting Helen, and was embarrassed, and began questicm- 
ing her as to tbe possibility of reconciliation with Miss, 
Starke. And Helen said gravely, “Impossible, — do not ask 
it, and do not so near her.” 
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Then Leonard thought she had been humbled and insulted, 
and remembered that she was a gentleman’s child, and felt 
for her wounded pride, he was so proud himself. Yet still 
he was embarrassed. 

“ Shall I keep the' purse again, Leonard? ” said Helen, 
ooaxingly. 

“Alas! ” replied Leonard, “the purse is empty.” 

“That is very naughty in the purse,” said Helen, “since 
you put so much into it.” 

iC J 9 3? 

“ Did not you say that you made, at least, a guinea a 
week? ” 

“Yes; but Burley takes the money; and then, poor fellow! 
as I owe all to him, I have not the heart to prevent him 
spending it as he likes.” 

“Please, I wish you could settle the month’s rent,” said 
the landlady, suddenly showing herself. She said it civilly, 
but with tinnness. 

Leonard coloured. “It shall be paid to-day.” 

Then he presse.d his hat on his head, and putting Helen 
gently aside, went forth. 

“Speak to me in future, kind Mrs. Smedley,” said Helen, 
with the air of a housewife, “//'e is always in study, and 
must not be disturbed.” , 

The landlady — a good woman, though she liked her rent — 
smiled benignly. She was fond of Helen, whom she had 
known of old. 

“I am so glad you are come back; and perhaps now the 
young man will not keep such late hours. I meant to give 
him warning, but — ” 

“But he will be a great man one of these days, and you 
must bear with him now.” And Helen kissed Mrs. Smedley, 
and sent her away half inclined to cry. 

Then Helen busied herself in the rooms. She found her 
father’s box, which had been duly forwarded. She re-exam- 
ined its contents, and wept as she touched each humble and 
pious relic. But her father’s memory itself thus seemed to 
give this home a sanction which the former had not; and she 
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rose quietly and began mechanically to put things in order, 
sighing as she saw all so neglected, till she came to the rose- 
tree, and that alone showed heed and care. “Dear Leonard! ” 
she murmured, and the smile resettled on her lips. 


CHAPTER IX. 

Nothing, perhaps, could have severed Leonard from Bur- 
ley but Helen’s return to his care. It was impossible for 
him, even had there been another room in the house vacant 
(which there was not), to install this noisy, riotous son of the 
Muse by Bacchus, talking at random and smelling of spirits, 
in the same dwelling with an innocent, delicate, timid, fe- 
male child. And Leonard could not leave her alone all the 
twenty-four hours. She restored a home to him and imposed 
its duties. He therefore told Mr. Burley that in future he 
slionlcl write and study in his own room, and hinted, with 
many a blush, and as delicately as he could, that it seemed 
to him that whatever he obtained from his pen ought to be 
halved with Burley, to whose interest he owed the employ- 
ment, and from whose books or whose knowledge he took 
what helped to maintain it; but that the other half, if his, he 
could no longer afford to spend upon feasts or libations. He 
had another life to provide for. 

Burley pooh-poohed the notion of taking half his coadju- 
tor’s earning with much grandeur, but spoke very fretfully 
of Leonard’s sober appropriation of the other half; and 
though a good-natured, warm-hearted man, felt extremely 
indignant at the sudden interposition of poor Helen. How- 
ever, Leonard was hxm; and then Burley grew sullen, and so 
they parted. But the rent was still to be paid. How? 
Leonard for the first time thought of the pawnbroker. He 
had clothes to spare, and Riccabocca’s watch. No; that last 
he shrank from applying to such base uses. 
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He went "home at noon, and met Helen at the street-door. 
She too had been ont, and her soft cheek was rosy red with 
unwonted exercise and the sense of joy. She had still pre- 
served the few gold pieces which Leonard had taken back to 
her on his first visit to Miss Starke’s. She had now gone out 
and bought wool and implements for workj and meanwhile 
she had paid the rent. 

Leonard did not object to the work, but he blushed deeply 
when he knew about the rent, and was very angry. He paid 
back to her that night what she had advanced j and Helen 
wept silently at his pride, and wept more when she saw the 
next day a woful hiatus in his wardrobe. 

But Leonard now worked at home, and worked resolutely; 
and Helen sat by his side, working too; so that next day, 
and the next, slipped peacefully away, and in the evening of 
the second he asked her to walk out in the fields. She sprang 
up joyously at the invitation, when bang went the door, and 
in reeled John Burley, — drunk, — and so drunk! 



CHAPTER X. 

And with Burley there reeled in another man, — a friend 
of his, a man who had been a wealthy trader and once well 
to do, but who, unluckily, had literary tastes, and was fond 
of hearing Burley talk. So, since he had known the wit, his 
business had fallen from him, and he had passed through the 
Bankrupt Court, A very shabby-looking dog he was, indeed, 
and his nose was redder than Burley’s. 

John made a drunken dash at poor Helen. “ So you are 
the Pentheirs in petticoats who defies Bacchus,” cried he; and 
therewith he roared out a verse from Euripides. Helen ran 
away, and Leonard interposed. 

For shame, Burley ! ” 

“He’s drunk,” said Mr. Douce, the bankrupt trader, — 
“very drunk; don’t mind him. I say, sir, I hope we don’t 
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iutrude. Sit still, Burley, sit still, and talk, do, — that ’s a 
good man. You should hear him — ta — ta — talk, sir. ” 

Leonard meanwhile had got Helen out of the room into her 
own, and begged her not to be alarmed, and keep the door 
locked. He then returned to Burley, who had seated himself 
on the bed, trying wondrous hard to keep himself upright; 
while Mr. Douce was striving to light a short pipe that he 
carried in his button-hole — without having filled it — and, 
naturally failing in that attempt, was now beginning to 
weep. 

Leonard was deeply shocked and revolted for Helen’s sake; 
but it was hopeless to make Burley listen to reason. And 
how could the boy turn out of his room the man to whom he 
was under obligations? 

Meanwhile there smote upon Helen’s shrinking ears loud 
jarring talk and maudlin laughter, and cracked attempts at 
jovial songs. Then she heard Mrs. Smedley in Leonard’s 
room, remonstrating; and Burley’s laugh was louder than 
before, and Mrs. Smedley, who was a meek woman, evidently 
got frightened, and was heard in precipitate retreat. Long 
and loud talk recommenced, Burley’s great voice predomi- 
nant, Mr. Douce chiming in with hiccoughy broken treble. 
Hour after hour this lasted, for want of the drink that would 
have brought it to a premature close. And Burley gradually 
began to talk himself somewhat sober. Then Mr, Douce was 
heard descending the stairs, and silence followed. At dawn, 
Leonard knocked at Helen’s door. She opened it at once, for 
she had not gone to bed. 

“Helen,” said he, very sadly, “you cannot continue here, 
i must find out some proper home for you. This man has 
served me when all London was friendless, and he tells me 
that he has nowhere else to go, — that the bailiffs are after 
him. He has now fallen asleep. I will go and find you some 
lodging close at hand, for I cannot expel him who has pro- 
tected me ; and yet you cannot be under the same roof with 
him. My own good angel, I must lose you.” 

He did not wait for her answer, but hurried down stairs. 

The morning looked through the shutterless panes in 
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Leonard’s garret, and tlie birds began to cliird from the elm- 
tree, when Burley rose and shook himself, and stared round. 
He could not q^uite make, out where he was. He got hold of 
the water-jug, which he emptied at three draughts, and felt 
greatly refreshed. He then began to reconnoitre the cham 
ber, — looked at Leonard’s manuscripts, peeped into the 
drawers, wondered where the devil Leonard himself had gone 
to, and tinally amused himself by throwing down the fire- 
irons, ringing the bell, and making all the noise he could, in 
the hopes of attracting the attention of somebody or other, 
and procuring himself his morning dram. 

In the midst of this charivari the door opened softly, but 
as if with a resolute hand, and the small quiet form of Helen 
stood before the threshold. Burley turned round, and the two 
looked at each other for some moments with silent scrutiny. 

Burley (composing his features into their most friendly 
expression). — “Come hither, my dear. So you are the little 
girl whom I saw with Leonard on the banks of the Brent, and 
you have come back to live with him, — and I have come to 
live with him too. You shall be our little housekeeper, and 
I will tell you the story of Priuce Pettyman, and a great 
many others not to be found in ‘Mother Goose.’ Meanwhile, 
my dear little girl, here ’s sixpence, — just run out and change 
this for its worth in rum.” 

PIelisn' (coming slowly up to Mr. Burley, and still gazing 
earnestly into his face). — “Ah, sir, Leonard says you have 
a kind heart, and that you have served him-, he cannot ask 
you to leave the house; and so I, who have never served hijn, 
am to go hence and live alone.” 

Burley (moved). — “You go, my little lady; and why? 
Can we not all live together? ” 

Helen. — ,“No, sir, I left everything to come to Leonard, 
for we had met first at my father’s grave ; but you rob me of 
him, and I have no other friend on earth.” 

Burley (discomposed). —“Explain yourself. Why must 
you leave him because I eome?’^ 

Helen looked at Mr. Burley again, long and wistfully, but 
made no answer. 
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BuitLKY (with a gulp). — ^Ms it because he thinks I am not 
fit oompany for you? ” 

Helen bowed her head. 

Burley winced, and after a moment’s pause said, “He is 
right.” 

Helen (obeying the impulse of her heart, springs forward 
and takes Burley’s hand), — “Ah, sir,” she cried, “before he 
knew you he was so different; then he was cheerful, then, 
even when his first disappointment came, I grieved and wept ; 
but I felt he would conquer still, for his heart was so good 
and pure. Oh, sir, don’t think I reproach you; but what is 
to become of him if — if — No, it is not for myself I speak. 
I know that if I was here, that if he had me to care for, he 
would come home early, and work patiently, and — and — that 
I might save him. But now when I am gone, and you live 
with him, — you to whom he is grateful, you whom he would 
follow against his own conscience (you must see that, sir), — 
what is to become of him? ” 

Helen’s voice died in sobs. 

Burley took three or four long strides through the room; 
he was greatly agitated. “I am a demon,” he murmured. 
“I never saw it before; but it is true, I should be this boy’s 
ruin.” Tears stood in his eyes, he paused abruptly, made a 
clutch at his hat, and turned to the door. 

Helen stopped the way, and taking him gently by the arm, 
said, “Oh, sir, forgive me, — I have pained you;” and looked 
up at him with a compassionate expression, that indeed made 
the child’s sweet face as that of an angel. 

Burley bent down as if to kiss her, and then drew back, — 
perhaps with a sentiment that his lips were not worthy to 
toucdi that innocent brow. 

“If I had bad a sister, — a child like you, little one,” he 
muttered, “perhaps T too might have been saved in time. 
Now — ” 

“ Ab, now you may stay, sir; I don’t fear yon any more.” 

“No, no; you would fear me again ere night-time, and T 
might not be always in the right mood to listen to a voice 
like yours, child. Your Leonard has a noble heart and rare 
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gifts. He should rise yet, and he shall. I will not drag him 
into the mire. Good-by, — you will see me no more.’’ He 
broke from Helen, cleared the stairs with a bound, and was 
out of the house. 

When Leonard returned he was surprised to hear his un- 
welcome guest was gone, — but Helen did not venture to tell 
him of her interposition. She knew instinctively how such 
officiousness would mortify and offend the pride of man; but 
she never again spoke harshly of poor Burley. Leonard sup- 
posed that he should either see or hear of the humourist in 
the course of the day. Finding he did not, he went in search 
of him at his old haunts; hut no trace. He inquired at the 
‘iBeehive ” if they knew there of his new address, but no 
tidings of Burley could be obtained. 

As he came home disappointed and anxious, for he felt un- 
easy as to the disappearance of his wild friend, Mrs. Smedley 
met him at the door. 

“Please, sir, suit yourself with another lodging,” said she. 
“ I can have no such singings and shoutings going on at night 
in my house, And that poor little girl, tool you should be 
ashamed of yourself.” 

Leonard frowned, and passed by. 



CHAPTER XL 

Mbanwittlu, on leaving Helen, Burley strode on; and, as 
if by some better instinct, for he was unconscious of his own 
steps, he took his way towards the still green haunts of his 
youth. When he paused at length, he was already before the 
door of a rural cottage, standing alone in the midst of fields, 
with a little farmyard at the back; and far through the trees 
in front was caught a glimpse of the winding Brent. 

With this cottage Burley was familiar; it was inhabited by 
a good old couple who had known him from a boy. There he 
habitually left his rods and fishing-tackle; there, for intervals 
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in liis turbid, riotous life, he had sojourned for two or three 
days together, fancying the first day that the country was 
a heaven, and convinced before the third that it was a 
purgatory. 

An old woman, of neat and tidy exterior, came forth to 
greet him. 

“Ah, Master John,-’’ said she, clasping his nerveless hand, 
“well, the fields be jdeasant now; I hope you are come td 
stay a bit? Do; it Avill freshen you; you lose all the fine 
colour you had once, in Lunnon town.” 

“I will stay with you, my kind friend,” said Burley, with 
unusual meekness; “I can have the old room, then?” 

“Oh, yes, come and look at it. I never let it now to any 
one but you, — never have let it since the dear beautiful lady 
with the angePs face went away. Poor thing, what could 
have become of her? ” 

Thus Speaking, while Burley listened not, the old woman 
drew him within the cottage, and led him up the stairs into a 
room that might have well become a better house, for it was 
furnished with taste, and even elegance. A small cabinet 
pianoforte stood opposite the fireplace, and the window looked 
upon pleasant meads and tangled hedgerows, and the narrow 
windings of the blue rivulet. Burley sank down exhausted, 
and gazed wistfully from the casement. 

“You have not breakfasted?” said the hostess, anxiously. 

: “'No.” 

“Well, the eggs are fresh laid, and you would like a rasher 
of bacon, Master John? And if you will have brandy in your 
tea, I have some that you left long ago in your own bottle.” 

Burley shook his head. “No brandy, Mrs. Goody er; only 
fresh milk. I will see whether I can yet coax Nature.” 

Mrs. Goodyer did not know what was meant by coaxing 
Nature, but she said, “Pray do, Master John,” and vanished. 

That day Burley went out with his rod, and he fished haa*d 
for the one-eyed perch; but in vain. Then he roved along 
the stream with his hands in las pockets, whistling. He re- 
turned to the cottage at sunset, partook of the fare provided 
for him, abstained from the brandy, and felt dreadfully low. 
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He called for pen, ink, and paper, and souglit to write, but 
could not acbieve two lines. He summoned Mrs. Goodyer. 
“Tell your husband to come and sit and talk.” 

IJj) came old Jacob Goodyer, and the great wit bade him 
tell him all the news of the village. Jacob obeyed willingly, 
and Burley at last fell asleep. The next day it was much the 
spjne, only at dinner he had up the brandy-bottle, and fin- 
ished it j and he did noi have up Jacob, but he contrived to 
write. 

The third day it rained incessantly. “Have you no books, 
Mrs. Goodyer? ” asked poor John Hurley. 

“Oh, yes, some that the dear lady left behind her; and 
perhaps you would like to look at some papers in her own 
writing? ” 

“No, not the papers, — all women scribble, and all scribble 
the same things. Get me the books.” 

The books were brought up, — poetry and essays — John 
knew them by heart. He looked out on the rain, and at 
evening the rain had ceased. He rushed to his hat and fled. 

“Nature, Nature ! ” he exclaimed, when he was out in the 
air and hurrying by the dripping hedgerows, “you are not to 
be coaxed by me! I have jilted you shamefully, I own it; 
you are a female, and unforgiving. I don’t complain. You 
may be very pretty, but you are the stupidest and most tire- 
some companion that ever I met with. Thank Heaven, I am 
not married to you 1 ” 

Thus John Burley made his way into town, and paused at 
the first public-house. Out of that house he came with a 
jovial air, and on he strode towards the heart of London. 
Now he is in Leicester Square, and he gazes on the foreigners 
who stalk tliat region, and hums a tune; and now from yonder 
alley two forms emerge, and dog his careless footsteps; now 
through tln^ maze of passages towards St. Martin’s he threads 
his path, and, anticipating an orgy as he nears his favourite 
haunts, jingle? the .silver in his pockets; and now the two 
forms are at his heels. 

“Hail to thee, 0 Freedom!” muttered John Burley, “thy 
dwelling is in cities, and thy palace is the tavern.” 
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“lu the king’s name,” quoth a gruff voice; and John Burley 
feels the horrid and familiar tap on the shoulder. 

The two bailiffs who dogged have seized their prey. 

“At whose suit?” asked John Burley, falteringly. 

“Mr. Cox, the wine-merchant.” 

“Cox! A man to whom I gave a check on my bankers not 
three months ago ! ” 

“But it war n’t cashed.” 

“What does that signify? — the intention was the same. 
A good heart takes the will for the deed. Cox is a monster 
of ingratitude, and I withdraw my custom.” 

“Sarve him right. Would your honour like a jarvey? ” 

“I would rather spend the money on something else,” said 
John Burley. “Give me your arm, l am not proud. After 
all, thank Heaven, I shall not sleep in the country.” 

And John Burley made a night of it in the Fleet. 


CHAPTER XII. 

Miss Starke was one of those ladies who pass their lives 
in the direst of all civil strife, — war with their servants. 
She looked upon the members of that class as the unrelenting 
and sleepless enemies of the unfortunate householders con- 
demned to employ them. She thought they ate and drank to 
their villanous utmost, in order to ruin their benefactors; 
that they lived in one constant conspiracy with one another 
and the tradesmen, the object of which was to cheat and pil- 
fer. Miss Starke was a miserable woman. As she had no 
relations or friends who cared enough for her to share her 
solitary straggle against her domestic foes ; and her income, 
though easy, was an annuity that died with herself, thereby 
reducing various nephews, nieces, or cousins to the strict 
bounds of a natural affection, — that did not exist; and as she 
felt the want of some friendly face amidst this world of dis- 
trust and hate, — so she had tried the resource of venal com- 
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panioiis. But the venal companions had never stayed long, — 
either they disliked Miss Starke, or Miss Starke disliked 
them. Therefore the poor woman had resolved upon bring- 
ing up some little girl, whose heart, as she said to herself, 
would be fresh and uncorrupted, and from, whom she might 
expect gratitude. She had been contented, on the whole, 
with Helen, and had meant to keep that child in her house 
as long as she (Miss Starke) remained upon the earth, — per- 
haps some tliirty years longer; and then, having carefully 
secluded her from marriage and other friendship, to leave 
her nothing but the regret of having lost so kind a benefac- 
tress. Conformably with this notion, and in order to secure 
the affections of the child. Miss Starke had relaxed the frigid 
austerity nEitural to her manner and inode of thought, and 
been kind to Helen in an iron wfiy. She had neither slapped 
nor pinched her, neither had she starved. She had alloived 
her to see Leonard, according to the agreement made with 
I)r. Morgan, and had laid out teiipjence on cakes, besides con- 
tributing fruit from ber garden for the first interview, — a 
hospitality she did not think it fit to renew on subsequent 
occasions. In return for this, she conceived she had pur- 
chased the right to Helen bodily and spiritually, and nothing 
could exceed her indignation when she rose one morning and 
found the child had gone. As it never had occurred to her 
to ask Leonard’s address, though she suspected. Helen had 
gone to him, she was fit a loss what to do, and remained for 
twenty-four hours in. a state of inane deiiression. But then 
she began to miss the child so much that her energies woke, 
and she persuaded herself that she was actuated by the purest 
benevolence in tiying to reclaim this poor creature from the 
world into which Helen had thus rashly plunged. 

Accordingly she put an advertisement into the “ Times, ” to 
the following effect, liberally imitated from one by which in 
former years she had recovered a favourite Blenheim : — 

TWO GUINEAS’ REWARD. 

Strayed, from Ivy Cottage, Higligate, a Little Girl, — answers to 
the name of Helen; with blue eyes ami brown hair; white muslin Irock, 
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aiid sitraw liat witli blue ribbons. Whoever will bring the same to Ivy 
Cottage, shall receive the above Reward. 

N- B. — Nothing more will be offered. 

Now it so liappened that Mrs. Smediey had put an adver- 
tisement in the “Times” on her own account, relative to a 
niece of hers who was coming from the country, and for 
whom she desired to find a situation. So, contrary to her 
usual habit, she sent for the newspaper, and close by her own 
advertisement, she saw Miss Starke’s. 

It was impossible that she could mistake the description 
of Helen; and as this advertisement caught her eye the very 
day after the whole house had been disturbed and scandal- 
ized by Burley’s noisy visit, and on which she had resolved 
to get rid of a lodger who received such visitors, the 
good'hearted woman was’ delighted to think that she could 
restore Helen to some safe home. 'W^’liile thus thinking, 
Helen herself entered the kitchen where Mrs. Smediey sat, 
and the landlady had the imprudence to point out the adver- 
tisement, and talk, as she called it, “ seriously, ” to the little 
girl. 

Helen in vain and with tears entreated her to take no step 
in reply to the advertisement. Mrs. Smediey felt that it was 
an affair of duty, and was obdurate, and shortly afterwards 
put on her bonnet and left the house. Helen conjectured that 
she was on her way to Miss Starke’s, and her whole soul 
was beiit on flight. Leonard had gone to the office of the 
“Beehive ” with his manuscripts; but she packed up all their 
joint effects, and just as she had done so, he returned. She 
communicated the news of the advertisement, and said she 
should be so miserable if compelled to go hack to Miss 
Starke’s, and implored him so pathetically to save her from 
such sorrow, that he at once assented to her proposal of 
flight. Luckily, little was owing to the landlady, — that lit- 
tle was left with the maid-servant; and, profiting by Mrs. 
Smedley’s absence, they escaped without scene or conflict. 
Their effects were taken by Leonard to a stand of hackney 
vehicles, and then left at a coach-office while they went in 
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searcli of lodgings. It was wise to clioose an entirely new 
and remote district; and before night they were settled in an 
attic in Lambeth. 


■ CHAPTER XIII. 

As the reader will expect, no trace of Burley could Leonard 
j find: the humourist had ceased to communicate with the 

s “Beehive.” But Leonard grieved for Burley’s sate; and, 

i indeed, he missed the intercourse of the large, wrong mind. 

But he settled down by degrees to the simple, loving society 
of his child companion, and in that presence grew more tran- 
quil, The hours in the daytime that he did not pass at work, 
he spent as before, picking up knowledge at book-stalls ; and 
I at dusk he and Helen would stroll out, — sometimes striving 

to escape from the long suburb into fresh rural air; more 
often wandering to and fro the bridge that led to glorious 
Westminster — London’s classic land — and watching the 
vague lamps reflected on the river. This haunt suited the 
musing, melancholy hoy. He would stand long and with 
wistful silence hy the balustrade, seating Helen thereon, 
that she too might look along the dark mournful waters, 
which, dark though they be, still have their charm of myste- 
rious repose. 

As the river flowed between the world of roofs, and the 
roar of human passions on either side, so in those two hearts 
flowed Thought — and all they knew of London was its 
shadow. 


CHAPTER XIV. 


Tttere appeared in the “Beehive” certain very truculent 
political papers, — papers very like the tracts in the tinker’s 
bag. Leonard did not heed them much, hut they made far 
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more sensation in the public that read the “Beehive ’’ than 
Leonard’s papers, full of rare promise though the last were. 
They greatly increased the sale of the periodical in the manu- 
facturing towns, and began to awake the drowsy vigilance of 
the Home Office. Suddenly a descent was made upon the 
“Beehive” and all its papers and plant. The editor saw him- 
self threatened with a criminal prosecution, and the certainty 
of two years’ imprisonment: he did not like the prospect, and 
disappeared. One evening, when Leonard, unconscious of 
these mischances, arrived at the door of the office, he found 
it closed. An agitated mob was before it, and a voice that 
was not new to his ear was haranguing the bystanders, with 
many imprecations against “tyrants.” He looked, and, to 
his amaze, recognized in the orator Mr. Sprott the Tinker. 

The police came in numbers to disperse the crowd, and Mr. 
Sprott prudently vanished. Leonard learned, then, what had 
befallen, and again saw himself without employment and the 
means of bread. 

Slowly he walked back. “ 0 knowledge, knowledge ! — 
powerless, indeed!” he murmured. 

As he thus spoke, a handbill in large cajiitals met his 
eyes on a dead wall, “Wanted, a few smnrt young men 
for India,” 

A crimp accosted him. “You would make a fine soldier, my 
mail. You have stout limbs of your own.” 

Leonard moved on. 

“It has come hack then to this, — brute physical force after 
all! 0 Mind, despair! 0 Peasant, bo a machine again! ” 

He entered his attic noiselessly, and gazed upon Helen as 
she sat at work, straining her eyes by the open window — 
with tender and deep compassion. She had not heard him 
enter, nor was she aware of his presence. Patient and still 
she sat, and the small fingers plied busily. He gazed, and 
saw tliat her cheek was pale and hollow, and the hands looked 
so thin! His heart was deeply touched, and at that moment 
he had not one memory of the baffled Poet, one thought that 
proclaimed the Egotist. 

He approached her gently, laid his hand on her shoulder. 
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put on your shawl and bounet, and walk out; — I 
have much to say.” 

In a few moments she was ready, and they took their way 
to their favourite haunt upon the bridge. Pausing in one of 
the recesses, or nooks, Jjcouard then began, “ Helen, we must 
j)art ! ” 

“Part? — Oh, brother!” 

“Liston. All work that depends on mind is over for me, — 
nothing remains but the labour of thews and sinews. I can- 
not go back to my village and say to all, ‘My hopes were self- 
conceit, and ray intellect a delusion! ’ I cannot. Neither in 
this sordid city can I turn menial or porter. I might be born 
to that drudgery, but my mind has, it may be unhappily, 
raised me above my birth. What, then, shall I do? I know 
not yet, — serve as a soldier, or push my way to some wilder- 
ness afar, as an emigrant, perhaps. But whatever my choice, 
I must henceforth be alone; I have a home no more. But 
there is a home for you, Helen, a very humble one (for you, 
too, so well born), but very safe, — the roof of — of — my 
peasant mother. She will love you for my sake, and — 
and — ” 

Helen clung to him trembling, and sobbed out, “ Anything, 
anything you will. But I can work; I can make money, 
Leonard. I do, indeed, make money, — you do not know how 
much, but enough for ns both till better times come to you. 
Bo not let us part.” 

“ And I — a man, and born to labour — to be maintained by 
the work of an infant! No, Helen, do not so degrade me.” 

She drew back as she looked on his fliished brow, bowed 
her head submissively, and murmured, “Pardon.” 

“Ah,” said Helen, after a pause, “if now we could but find 
my poor father’s friend! I never so much eared for it 
before.” 

•‘Yes, he would surely provide for you.” 

“ For me ! ” repeated Helen, in a toue of soft, deep reproach, 
and she turned away her head to conceal her tears. 

“ You are sure you would remember him, if we met him by 
cdiance? ” 

, ' ■. VOL. II — 9 . ;■ 
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“ Oil, yes. He was so different from all we see in tliis ter- 
ril)le city, and liis eyes were like yonder stars, so clear and 
so bright; yet the light seemed to come from afar off, as the 
light does in yours, when your thoughts are away from all 
things round you. And then, too, his dog, whom he called 
Nero — I could not forget that.” 

“But his dog may not be always with him.” 

“But the bright clear eyes are! Ah, now you look up to 
heaven, and yours seem to dream like his.” 

Leonard did not answer, for his thoughts were indeed less 
on earth than struggling to pierce into that remote and mys- 
terious heaven. ■ 

Both were silent long; the crowd passed them by unheed- 
ingly. Night deepened over the river, but the reflection of 
the lamp-lights on its waves was more visible than that of the 
stars. The beams showed the darkness of the strong current; 
and the craft that lay eastward on the tide, with sail-less 
spectral masts and black dismal hulks, looked death-like in 
their stillness. 

Leonard looked down, and the thought of Chatterton’s grim 
suicide came back to his soul ; and a pale, scornful face, with 
luminous liannting eyes, seemed to look up from the stream, 
and murmur from livid lips, “ Struggle no more against the 
tides on the surface, — all is calm and rest within the deep.” 

Starting in terror from the gloom of his revery, the boy be- 
gan to talk fast to Helen, and tried to soothe Jier with de- 
scriptions of the lowly home which he had offered. 

He spoke of the light cares which she would participate 
with his mother (for by that name he still called the v/idow), 
and dwelt, with an eloquence that the contrast round him 
made sincere and strong, on the happy rural life, the shadowy 
woodlands, the rippling cornfields, the solemn, lone ch^irch- 
spire soaring from the tranquil landscape. Flatteringly he 
painted the flowery terraces of the Italian exile, and the play- 
ful fountain that, even as he spoke, was flinging up its spray 
to the stars, through serene air untroubled by the smoke of 
cities, and untainted by the sinful sighs of men. He prom- 
ised her the love and protection of natures akin to the happy 
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scene : tlie sini})le, affectionate mother, the gentle pastor, the 
exile wise and kind, Violante, with dark eyes full of the 
mystic thoughts that solitude calls from childhood, — Violante 
should be her companion. 

“ Aud, oh ! ” cried Tlelen, “ if life be thus happy there, re- 
turn with me, return! return!” 

“Alas!” murmured the boy, “if the hammer once strike 
the spark from the. anvil, the spark must fly upward; it can- 
not fall back to ea,rth until light has left it. Upward still, 
Helen, — let me go upward still 1 ” 


CHAPTER XV. 

The next morning Helen was very ill, — so ill that, shortly 
after rising, she was forced to creep back to bed. Her frame 
shivered, her eyes were heavy, her hand burned like fire. 
Fever had set in. Perhaps she might have caught cold on 
the bridge, perhaps her emotions had proved too much for 
her frame, Leonard, in great alarm, called in the nearest 
apothecary. The apothecary looked grave, and said there 
was danger. And danger soon declared itself, — Helen be- 
came delirious. For sev^eral days she lay in this state, be- 
tween life and death. Leonard then felt that all the sorrows 
of earth are light, compared with the fear of losing what we 
love. How valueless the envied laurel seemed beside the 
dying rose ! 

Thanks, perhaps, more to his heed and tending than to 
medical skill, she recovered sense at last. Immediate peril 
was over; but she was very weak and reduced, her ultimate re- 
covery doubtful, convalescence, at best, likely to be very slow. 

But when she learned how long she had been thus ill, she 
looked anxiously at Leonard’s face as he bent over her, and 
faltered forth, “Grive me my work; lam strong enough for 
that now, — it would amuse me.” 

Leonard burst into tears. 
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Alas! lie had no work himself ; all their joint money had 
melted away. The apothecary was not like good Br. Morgan; 
the medicines were to be paid for, and the rent. Two days 
before, Leonard had pawned Riccabocca^s watch; and when 
the last shilling thus raised was gone, how should he support 
Helen? Nevertheless he conquered his tears, and assured 
her that he had employment; and that so earnestly that she 
believed him, and sank into soft sleep. He listened to her 
breathing, kissed her forehead, and left the room. He turned 
into his own neighbouring garret, and leaning his face on his 
hands, collected all his thoughts. 

He must be a beggar at last. He must write to Mr. Bale for 
money, — Mr. Bale, too, who knew the secret of his birth! 
He would rather have begged of a stranger; it seemed to add 
a new dishonour to his mother’s memory for the child to beg 
of one who was acquainted with her shame. Had he himself 
been the only one to want and to starve, he would have sunk 
inch by inch into the grave of famine, before he would have 
so subdued his pride. But Helen, there on that bed, — Helen 
needing, for weeks perhaps, all support, and illness making 
luxuries themselves like necessaries ! Beg he must. And 
when he so resolved, had you but seen the proud, bitter soul 
he conquered, you would have said, “ This, which he thinks is 
degradation, — this is heroism.” Oh, strange human heart! 
no epic ever written achieves the Sublime and the Beautiful 
which are graven, unread by human eye, in thy secret leaves. 

Of whom else should he beg? His mother had nothing, 
Riccabocca was poor, and the stately Violante, who had ex- 
claimed, “Would that I were a man! ” — he could not endure 
the thought that she should pity him and despise. The 
Avenels ! No, — thrice No. He drew towards him hastily 
ink and paper, and wrote rapid lines that were wrung from 
him as from the bleeding strings of life. 

But the hour for the post had passed, the letter must wait 
till the next day; and three days at least would elapse before 
he could receive an answer. He left the letter on the table, 
and, stifling as for air, went forth. He crossed the bridge, lie 
passed on mechanically, and was borne along by a crowd 
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pressing towards the doors of parliament. A debate that ex- 
cited popular interest was fixed for that evening, and many 
bystanders collected in the street to see the members pass to 
and fro, or hear wdiat speakers had yet risen to take part in 
the debate, or try to get orders for the gallery. 

He halted amidst these loiterers, with no interest, indeed, 
in common with them, but looking over their heads abstract - 
edly towards the tall Funeral Abbey, — imperial Golgotha of 
Poets and Chiefs and Kings. 

Suddenly his attention was diverted to those around by the 
sound of a name, displeasingly known to him. “How are 
you, Randal Leslie? coming to hear the debate?” said a 
member, who was passing through the street. 

“Yes, Mr. Egerton promised to get me under the gallery. 
He is to speak himself to-night, and I have never heard him. 
As you are going into the House, will you remind him of his 
promise to me? ” 

“I can’t now, for he is speaking already,— and well too. 
I hurried from the Athenaeum, where I was dining, on pur- 
pose to be in time, as I heard that his speech was making a 
great effect.” 

“This is very unlucky,” said Randal. “I had no idea he 
would speak so early.” 

“ Q brought him up by a direct personal attack. But fol- 

low me; perhaps T can get you into the House; and a man like 
you, Leslie, from whom we expect great things some day, I 
can tell you, should not miss any such opportunity of know- 
ing w'hat this House of ours is on a field-night. Come on ! ” 

The member hurried towards the door; and as Randal fol- 
lowed him, a bystander cried., “That is the young man who 
wrote the famous pamphlet,— Egertpn’s relation.” 

“Oh, indeed!” said another. “Clever man, Egerton, — I 
am waiting for him.” 

“So am I,” 

“Why, yon are not a constituent, as I am.” 

“Ko; hut he has been very kind to my nephew, and I must 
thank him. You are a constituent — he is an honour to your 
town.” 
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“ So lie is : enliglitened man : 

“ A.nd so generous ! ” 

“ Brings forward really good measures,” quoth, the 
politician. 

“And clever young men,” said the uncle. 

Therewith one or two others joined in the praise of Audley 
Bgerton, and many anecdotes of his liberality were told. 

Leonard listened at first listlessly, at last with thoughtful 
att'-ution. He had heard Burley, too, speak highly of this 
generous statesman, who, without pretending to genius him- 
self, appreciated it in others. He suddenly remembered, too, 
that Egerton was half-brother to the squire. Ahigue notions 
of some appeal to this eminent person, not for charity, but 
employment to his mind, gleamed across him,— inexperienced 
boy that he yet was ! And while thus meditating, the door of 
the House opened and out came Audley Egerton himself. A 
partial cheering, followed hj a general murmur, apprised 
Leonard of the presence of the popular statesman. Egerton 
was caught hold of by some five or six persons in succession; 
a shake of the hand, a nod, a brief whispered word or two, 
sufficed the practised member for graceful escape; and soon, 
free from the crowd, his tall, erect figure passed on, and 
turned towards the bridge. He paused at the angle and took 
out his watch, looking at it by the lamp -light. 

“Harley will be here soon,” he muttered, — “he is always 
punctual; and now that 1 have spoken, I can give him an 
hour or so. That is well.” 

As he replaced his watch in his pocke.t and re-buttoned his 
coat over his firm, broad chest, he lifted his eyes, and saw a 
young man standing before him. 

“Do you want me? ” asked the statesman, with the direct 
brevity of his practical character. 

“Mr. Egerton,” said the young man, with a voice that 
slightly trembled and yet was manly amidst emotion, “ you 
have a great name, and great power; I stand here in these 
streets of London without a friend, and without employment. 
I helieve that I have it in me to do some nobler v/ork than 
that of bodily labour, had I hut one friend, — one opening for 
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my tliouglits. And now I have said this, I scarcely know 
how, or win', but from despair, and the sudden impulse which 
that despair took from the praise that follows your success, I 
have nothing more to add.” 

Audley Egerton was silent for a moment, struck by the 
tone and address of the stranger; but the consummate and 
wary man of the world, accustomed to all manner of strange 
applications and all varieties of imposture, quickly recovered 
from a passing and slight effect. 

“Are you a native of -? ” (naming the town which the 

statesman represented). 

“No, sir.” 

“Well, young man, I am very sorry for you; but the good 
sense you must possess (for I judge of that by the education 
you have evidently received) must tell you that a public man, 
whatever be his patronage, has it too fully absorbed by claim- 
ants who have a right to demand it, to be able to listen to 
strangers.” 

He paused a moment, and as Leonard stood silent, added 
with more kindness than most public men so accosted would 
have shown, — 

“You say you are friendless, — poor fellow ! In early life 
that happens to many of us, who find friends enough before 
the close. Be honest, and well-conducted: lean on yourself, 
not on strangers; work with the body if you can’t with the 
mind; and, believe me, that advice is all I can give you, un- 
less this trifle ” — and the minister held out a crown-piece. 

Leonard bowed, shook his head sadly, and walked away. 
Egerton looked after him with a slight pang. 

“Pooh!” said he to himself, “there must be thousands in 
the same state in these streets of London. I cannot redress 
the necessities of civilization. Well educated! It is not 
from ignorance henceforth that society will suffer, — it is from 
over-educating the hungry thousands who, thus unfitted for 
manual toil, and with no career for mental, will some day or 
other stand like that boy in our streets, and puzzle wiser 
ministers than I am.” 

As Egerton thus mused, and passed on to the bridge, a 
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bugle-horn rang merrily from the box of a gay four-in-hand. 
A drag-coach with superb blood-horses rattled over the cause- 
way, and in the driver Egerton recognized his nephew, Frank 
Hazel dean. 

The young Cxuardsman was returning with a lively party of 
men from dining at Greenwich, and the careless laughter of 
these children of pleasure floated far over the still river; it 
vexed the ear of the careworn statesman, — sad, perhaps, with 
all his greatness, lonely amidst all his crowd of friends. It 
reminded him, perhaps, of his own youth, when such parties 
£ind companionships were familiar to him, though through 
them all he had borne an ambitious, aspiring soul. “Le jeu 
vaut-il la chandelle? ” said he, shrugging his shoulders. 

The coach rolled rapidly past Leonard, as he stood leaning 
against the corner of the bridge, and the mire of the kennel 
splashed over him from the hoofs of the fiery horses. The 
laughter smote on his ear more discordantly than on the 
minister’s, but it begot no envy. 

“Life is a dark riddle,” said he, smiting his breast. 

And he walked slowly on, gained the recess where he had 
stood several nights before with Helen, and, dizzy with want 
of food, and worn out for want of sleep, he sank down into 
the dark corner; while the river that rolled under the arch of 
stone muttered dirge-like in his ear, — as under the social 
key-stone wails and rolls on forever the mystery of Human 
Discontent. Take comfort, 0 Thinker by the stream ! ’T is 
the river that founded and gave pomp to the city; and, with- 
out the discontent, where were progress, what were Ma,n? 
Take comfort, 0 Tjiinkee ! wherever the stream over which 
thou bendest, or beside which thou sinkest, weary and deso- 
late, frets the arch that supports thee, never dream that, by 
destroying the bridge, thou canst silence the moan of the 
'Wave I '■■ ■ 
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GIIAPTEE XVI. 

BEFOitfi: a table, in the apartments appropriated to him in 
his father’s house at Knightsbridge, sat Lord L’Estrauge, 
sorting or destroying letters and papers, — an ordinary synip- 
tom of change of residence. There are certain trifles by 
which a shrewd observer may judge of a man’s disposition. 
Thus, ranged on the table, with some elegance, but with 
soldier-like precision, were sundry little relics of former 
days, hallowed by some sentiment of memory, or perhaps en- 
deared solely by custom; which, whether he was in Egypt, 
Italy, or England, always made part of the furniture of 
Harley’s room. Even the small, old-fashioned, and some- 
what inconvenient inkstand into which he dipped the pen as 
he labelled the letters he put aside, belonged to the writing- 
desk which had been his pride as a schoolboy. Even the 
books that lay scattered round were not new works, not those 
to whicli we turn to satisfy the curiosity of an hour, or to 
distract our graver thoughts; they were chiefly either Latin 
or Italian poets, with many a pencil-mark on the margin; or 
books which, making severe demand on thought, require slow 
and frequent perusal, and become conquinions. Somehow or 
other, in remarking that even in dumb, inanimate things the 
man was averse to change, and had the habit of attaching 
himself to wliatever was connected with old associations, you 
might guess that he clung with pertinacity to affections more 
important, and yon could better, comprehend the freshness of 
his friendship for one so dissimilar in pursuits and character 
as Andley Egertoii. An affection once admitted into the 
heart of Harley L’Estrange seemed never to be questioned 
or reasoned with ; it became tacitly fixed, as it were, into his 
own nature, and little less than a revolution of his whole sys- 
tem could dislodge or disturb it. 
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Lord L’Estrange’s hand rested now upon a letter in a stiff, 
legible Italian character, and instead of disposing of it at 
once as he had done with the rest, ho spread it before him, 
and re-read the contents. It was a letter from E-iccabocea^ 
received a few weeks since, and ran thus : — 

LETTER FROM SIGNOR RICCABOCCA TO LORD 
L’ESTRANGE. 

I thank you, my nohle friend, for judging of me with faith in my 
honour, and respect for my reverses. 

No, and thrice no, to all concessions, all overtures, all treaty with 
Giulio Pranzini. I write the name, and my emotions choke me. I 
must pause, and cool back into disdain. It is over. Pass from that 
subject. But you have alarmed me. This sister ! I have not seen 
her since her childhood ; but she was brought up under Ms influence, 

— she can but work as his agent. She wish to learn my residence ! It 
can be but for some hostile and malignant purpose. I may trust in you, 

— I kuuvv that. You say I may trust eiiually in the discretion of your 
friend. Pardon me, — my confidence is not so elastic. A word may give 
the clew to my retreat. But, if di.seovered, what harm can ensue An 
English roof protects me from Austrian despotism ; true ; but not the 
brazen tower of Dauae could protect me from Italian (iraft. And, were 
there notliing worse, it would be intolerable to me to live under the eyes 
of a relentless spy. Truly saith our proverb, ‘ He sleeps ill for whom 
the enemy wakes.’ Look you, my friend, 1 have done with my old life, 

— I wish to cast it from me as a snake its skin. 1 have denied my,self 
all that exiles deem consolation. No pity for misfortune, no messages 
from sympathizing friendship, no news from a lost and bereaved country 
follow me to my hearth under the skies of the stranger. Prom all these 
I have voluntarily cut my.self off. I am as dead to the life I once lived 
as if the Styx rolled between iiand me. With that sternness which is 
adniissi])le only to the afflicted, I have denied myself even tlie consola- 
tion of your visits. 1 have told you fairly and simply that your preseia'o 
would unsettle all my enforced and infirm philosophy, and I'cmind me 
only of the past, which I seek to blot from remembrance. You have 
complied on the one condition, that whenever 1 really want your aid i 
will ask it; and, meanwhile, you have generously sought to obtain nui 
justice from the cabinets of ministers and in the courts of kings. I did 
not refuse your heart this luxury; for I have a child — Ah! I have 
taught that child already to revere your name, and in her prayers it is 
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not forgotten. But now that you are convinced that even your zeal is 
unavailing, T ask you to discontinue attempts which may hut bring the 
spy upon iny track, and involve me in new misfortunes. Believe me, 

0 brilliant Englishman, that I am satisfied and contented with rny lot. 

1 am sure it would not be for my happiness to change it, ‘ Chi non ha 
provato il male non conosce il beue.’^ You ask me howl live,— I 
answer, alia (jiornata,^ — not for the mon-ow, as I did once. I have 
accustomed myself to the calm existence of a village. I take interest in 
its details. There is my wife, good creature, sitting opposite to me, 
never asking what I write, or to whom, but ready to throw aside h.er 
work and talk the moment the pen is out of my hand. Talk — and 
what about ? Heaven knows ! But I would rather hear that talk, 
though on the affairs of a hamlet, than babble again with recreant 
nobles and blundering professors about commonwealths and constitu- 
tions. When I want to see how’ little those last influv-uee the happiness 
of wise men, have I not Machiavelli and Thucydides? Then, by and 
by, the parson will drop in, and we argue. He never knows when, be 
is beaten, so the argument is everlasting. On fine days I ramble out by 
a windiug rill with my Violante, or stroll to my friend the squire’s, and 
see how healthful a thing is true pleasure; aud on wet days I shut my- 
self up, and mope, perhaps till, hark ! a gentle tap at the door, and iii 
comes Violante, with her dark eyes, that shine out through reproachful 
tears, — reproachful that I should mourn alone, while she is under my 
roof ; so she puts her arms round me, and in five minutes all is sunshine 
within. What care we for your English gi’ay clouds without ? 

Leave me, my dear Lord, — leave me to this quiet happy passage to- 
wards old age, serener than the youth that I wasted so wildly ; and 
guard well the secret ou which my happiness depends. 

Now to yourself, befoi-e I close. Of that same yoxirself you speak too 
little, as of me too much. But I so well comprehend the profound 
melancholy that lies underneath the wild and fanciful humour with 
which you but suggest, as in sport, what you feel so in earnest. The 
laborious .solitude of cities weighs on you. You are flying hack to the 
dolcefar niente, — to friends few, hut intimate ; to life monotonous, but 
unrestrained; and even there the sense of loneliness will again seize 
upon you ; and you do not seek, as I do, the annihilation of memory, — 
your dead passions are turned to ghosts that haunt you, and unfit you 
for the living world. I see it all, — I see, it still, in your hurried fan- 
tastic lines, as I saw it when we two sat amidst the pines and beheld 

1 “One does not know when one is well off till one has known misfortune.'' 

* “To the day." 
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the blue lake stretched helow, T troubled by the shadow of the Future, 
you disturbed by that of the Past. 

Well, but you say, half seriously, half hi jest, ‘‘1 will escape from 
this prison-house of incmory; I will form new ties, like other men, and 
before it be too late; I will marry. Ay, but I must love, — there is the 
difficulty." Difficulty, — yes, and Heaven be thanked for it I Recall all 
the uuhaj)py marriages that have come to your knowledge : pray, have 
not eighteen out of twenty been marriages for Love? It always has 
been so, and it always will; bticausc, whenever we love deeply, we ex- 
act so much and forgive so little. Be content to find some one with 
whom your hearth and your honour are safe. You will grow to love 
what never wounds your heart, you will soon grow out of love with 
what must always disappoint your imagination. Cospetfo ! I wish my 
Jemima had a younger sister for you. Yet it was with a deep groan 
that I settled myself to a — Jemima. 

Now, I have written you a long letter, to prove how little I need of 
your compassion or your zeal. Once more let there be long silence be- 
tween us. It is not easy for me to corre.spoud with a man of your rank, 
aud not incur the curious gossip of my still little pool of a world which 
the splash of a pebble can break into circles. I must take this over to 
a post-town some ten miles off, and drop it into the box by stealth. 

Adieu, dear and nolde friend, gentlest heart and subtlest fancy that I 
have met in my walk througli life. Adieu. Write me word when you 
have abandoned a day-dream and found a Jemima. 

Alphonso. 

P. S. — For Heaven’s sake, caution aud recaution your friend the 
minister not to drop a word to this woman that may betray my hiding- 
place. 

“Is he really happy?” murmured Harley, as he closed the 
letter; and he sank for a few moments into a revery. 

“ This life in a village, this wife in a lady who puts down 
her work to talk about villagers — what a contrast to Audley’s 
full existence! And I cannot envy nor comprehend either! 
yet my own existence — what is it?” 

He rose, and moved towards the window, from which a 
rustic stair descended to a green lawn, studded with larger 
trees than are often found in the grounds of a suburban resi- 
dence. There were calm and coolness in the sight, and one 
could scarcely have supposed that London lay so near. 
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Tlie door openod softly, and a lady past middle a,ge entered, 
and approaeliing Harley, as he still stood musing by the win- 
dow, laid her hand on his shoulder. What character there is 
in a hand ! Hers was a hand that Titian would have painted 
with elaborate care ! Thin, white, and delicate, with the blue 
veins raised from the surface. Yet there was something more 
than more pfitrician elegance in the form and texture. A 
true physiologist Avould have said at once, “There are intel- 
lect and X'ride in tliat hand, which seems to fix a hold where 
it rests; and lying, so lightly, yet will not be as lightly 
shaken off.” 

“Harley,” said the lady — and Harley turned — “you do 
not deceive me by that smile,” she continued sadly; “you 
were not smiling when I entered.” 

“It is rarely that we smile to ourselves, my dear mother; 
and I have done nothing lately so foolish as to cause me to 
smile at myself.” 

“My son,” said Lady Lansmere, somewhat abruptly, but 
with great earnestness, “you come from a line of illustrious 
ancestors ; and methinks they ask from their tombs why the 
last of their race has no aim and no object, no interest, no 
home, in the land which they served, and which rewarded 
them with its honours.” 

“Mother,” said the soldier, simply, “when the land was in 
danger I served it as my forefathers served, — and my answer 
would be the scars on my breast.” 

“Is it only in danger that a country is served, only in war 
that duty is fulfilled? Do you think that your father, in his 
plain, manly life of country gentleman, does not fulfil, though 
perhaps too obscurely, the objects for which aristocracy is 
created, and wealth is bestowed? ” 

“Doubtless he does, ma^ara, — and better than his vagrant 
son ever can.” 

“Yet his vagrant son has received such gifts from nature, 
his youth was so rich in promise, his boyhood so glowed at 
the dream of glory!” 

“Ay,” said Harley, very softly, “it is possible, — and all to 
be buried in a single grave!” 
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The countess started, and withdrew her hand from Harley 
shoulder. 

Lady Lausmere’s countenance was not one that much varied 
in expression. She had in this, as in her cast of feature, 
little resemblance to her son. 

Her features were slightly aquiline, — the eyebrows of that 
arch which gives a certain majesty to the aspect; the lines 
round the mouth were habitually rigid and compressed. Her 
face was that of one who had gone through great emotion and 
subdued it. There was something formal, and even ascetic, 
in the character of her beauty, which was still considerable, — 
in her air and in her dress. She might have suggested to 
you the idea of some Gothic baroness of old, half chatelaine, 
half-abbess ; you would see at a glance that she did not live 
in the light world around her, and disdained its fashion and 
its mode of thought; yet with all this rigidity it was still the 
face of the woman who has known human ties and human 
affections. And now, as she gazed long on Harley’s quiet, 
saddened brow, it was the face of a mother. 

“A single grave,” she said, after a long pause. “And you 
were then but a boy, Harley ! Can such a memory influence 
you even to this day? It is scarcely possible: it does not 
seem to me within the realities of man’s life, — though it 
might be of woman’s.” 

“I believe,” said Harley, half soliloquizing, “that I have a 
great deal of the woman in me. Perhaps men who live much 
alone, and care not for men’s objects, do grow tenacious of 
impressions, as your sex does. But oh, ” he cried, aloud, and 
with a sudden change of countenance, “oh, the hardest and 
the coldest man would have felt as T do, had he known /ter, — 
had he loved her. She was like no other woman I have ever 
met. Bright and glorious creature of another sphere! She 
descended on this earth and darkened it when she passed 
away. It is no use striving. Mother, I have as much cour- 
age as our steel-clad fathers ever had. I have dared in battle 
and in deserts, against man and the wild beast, against the 
fitorm and the ocean, against the rude powers of Nature, — 
dangers as dread as ever pilgrim or Crusader rejoiced to 
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brave. But courage against that one memory ! no, 1 have 
none ! ” 

‘‘Harley, Harley, you break my heart ! ” cried the countess, 
clasping her liands. 

“It is astonishing,” continued her son, so rapt in his own 
thoughts that ho did not, perhaps, hear her outcry. “Yea, 
verily, it is astonishing, that considering the thousands of 
women I have seen and spoken with, I never see a face like 
hers, — never hear a voice so sweet. And all this universe of 
life cannot afford me one look and one tone that can restore 
me to man’s privilege, — love. Well, well, well, life has 
other things yet; Poetry and Art live still; still smiles the 
heaven and still wave the trees. Leave me to happiness in 
my own way. ” 

The countess was about to reply, when the door was thrown 
hastily open, and Lord Lansmere walked in. 

The earl was some years older than the countess, but his 
placid face showed less wear and tear, — a benevolent, kindly 
face, without any evidence of commanding intellect, but with 
no lack of sense in its pleasant lines; his form not tall, but 
upright and with an air of consecpience, — a little pompous, 
but good-humouredly so, — the pomposity of the Grand Seign- 
eur who has lived much in provinces, whose will lias been 
rarely disputed, and whose importance has been so felt and 
acknowledged as to react insensibly on himself; — an excel- 
lent man; but when you glanced towards the high brow and 
dark eye of the countess, you marvelled a little how the two 
had come together, and, according to common report, lived so 
happily in the union. 

“Ho, ho 1 my dear Harley,” cried Lord Lansmere, rubbing 
his hands with an appearance of much satisfaction, “I have 
just been paying a visit to the duchess.” 

“What duchess, my dear father?” 

“Why, your mother’s first cousin, to be sure, — the Duchess 
of Knaresborough, whom, to oblige me, you condescended to 
call upon; and delighted I am to hear that you admire Lady 
Mary — ” 

“ She is very high bred, and rather — high- nosed,” answered 
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Harley. Then, observing that his mother looked pained, and 
his father disconcerted, he added seriously, “But handsome 
certainly.” 

“Well, Harley,” said the earl, recovering himself, “the 
duchess, taking advantage of our connection to speak freely, 
lias intimated to me that Lady Mary has been no less struck 
with yourself; and to come to the point, since you allow that 
it is time you should think of marrying, I do not know a 
more desirable alliance. What do you say, Katherine?” 

“ The duke is of a family that ranks in history before the 
Wars of the Roses,” said Lady Lansmere, with an air of def- 
erence to her husband; “and there has never been one scandal 
in its annals, nor one blot on its scutcheon. But I am sure my 
dear Lord must think that tlie duchess should not have made 
the first overture, — even to a friend and a kinsman? ” 

“Why, we are old-fashioned people,” said the earl, rather 
embarrassed, “and the duchess is a woman of the world.” 

“ Let us hope,’' said the countess, mildly, “ that her daughter 
is not.” 

“1 would not marry Lady Mary, if all the rest of the female 
sex were turned into apes,” said Lord L’ Estrange, with de- 
liberate fervour. 

“ Good heavens ! ” cried the earl, “ what extraordinary lan- 
guage is this? And pray why, sir? ” 

Harley. — “I can’t say ; there is no why in these cases. 
But, my dear father, you are not keeping faith with me.” 

Lord Lansmbihs. — “How? ” 

Harley. — “You and my Lady, here, entreat me to marry; 
I promise to do my best to obey you, but on one condition, — 
that I choose for myself, and take my time about it. Agreed 
on both sides. Whereon, off goes your Lordship — actually 
before noon, at an hour when no lady, without a shudder, 
could think of cold blonde and damp orange flowers — off goes 
your Lordship, 1 say, and commits poor Lady Mary and your 
unworthy son to a mutual admiration, — which neither of us 
ever felt. Pardon me, my father, but this is grave. Again 
let me claim your promise, — full choice for myself, and no 
reference to the Wars of the Roses. What War of the Roses 
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like til at between Modesty and Love upon the cheek of the 
virgin!” 

Lady Lansmere. — “ ¥ull choice for yourself, Harley : so 
he it. But we, too, named a condition, — did we not, 
Lansmere?” 

The Earl (puzzled). — “Eh, did we ? Certainly we 
did.” 

Harley. — “What was it?” 

Lady Lansmere. — “ The son of Lord Lansmere can only 
marry the daughter of a gentleman.” 

The Earl. — “Of course, of course.” 

The blood rushed over Harley’s fair face, and then as sud- 
denly left it pale. 

Lie walked away to the window; his mother followed him, 
and again laid her hand on his shoulder. 

“You were cruel,” said he, gently, and in a whisper, as he 
winced under the touch of the hand. Then turning to the 
earl, who was gazing at him in blank surprise, — it never oc- 
curred to Lord Lansmere that there could be a doubt of his 
son’s marrying beneath the rank modestly stated by the coun- 
tess, — Harley stretched forth his hand, and said, in his soft 
winning tone, “You have ever been most gracious to me, and 
most foi'bearing; it is but just that I should sacrifice the 
habits of an egotist, to gratify a wish which you so warmly 
entertain. I agree with you, too, that our race should not 
close in me, — Nohlessn ohlige. But you know I was ever ro- 
mantic; and I must love where I marry; or, if not lovc^, I 
must feel that luy wife is worthy of all the love I could once 
have bestowed. Now, as to the vague word ‘gentleman ’ that 
iny mother employs — word that means so differently on dif- 
ferent lips — I confess that I have a prejudice against young 
ladies brought up in the ‘excellent foppery of the world,’ as 
the daughters of gentlemen of our rank mostly are. I crave, 
therefore, thci most liberal interpretation of this word ‘gentle- 
man.’ And so long as there l)e nothing mean or sordid in the 
birth, habits, and education of the father of this bride to be, 
I trust you will botli agree to demand nothing more, — neither 
titles nor pedigree,” 
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‘‘Titles, no, assiiredly,” said Lady Lansmere; “they do not 
make gentlemen.” 

“Certainly not,” said the earl; “many of our best families 
are untitled.” 

“Titles — no,’’ repeated Lady Lansmere; “but ancestors — < 
yes.” 

“Ah, my mother,” said Harley, with his most sad and quiet 
smile, “ it is fated that we shall never agree. The first of our 
race is ever the one we arc most proud of; and pray, what 
ancestors had he? Beauty, virtue, modesty, intellect, — if 
these are not nobility enough for a man, he is a slave to the 
dead. ” 

With these words Harley took up his hat and made towards 
the door. 

“You said yourself, ‘Noblesse oblige,’’’ said the countess, 
following him to the threshold; “we have nothing more to 
add.” 

Harley slightly shrugged his shoulders, kissed his mother’s 
hand; whistled to Nero, who started up from a doze by the 
window, and went his way. 

“Does he really go abroad next week? ” said the earl. 

“So he says.” 

“ I am afraid there is no chance for Lady Mary, ” resumed 
Lord Lansmere, with a slight but melancholy smile. 

“She has not intellect (mough to charm him. She is not 
worthy of Harley,” said the proud mother. 

“Between you and me,” rejoined the earl, rather timidly, 
“I don’t see what good his intellect does him. He could not 
be more unsettled and useless if he were the merest dunce in 
the three kingdoms. And so ambitious as he was when a 
boy ! Katherine, I sometimes fancy that you know what 
changed him.” 

“I! Nay, my dear Lord, it is a common change enough 
with the young, when of such fortunes, who find, when they 
enter life, that there is really little left for them to strive for. 
Had Harley been a poor man’s son, it might have been 
different.” 

“I was born to the same fortunes as Harley,” said the earl, 
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slirewdiy, “and yet I flatter myself I am of some use to old 
England.” 

The countess seized upon the occasioiij complimented her 
Lord, and turned the subject. 


CHAPTER XVII. 

HARiiRT spent his day in his usual desultory, lounging 
manner, — dined in his quiet corner at his favourite club. 
Nero, not admitted into the club, patiently waited for him 
outside the door. The dinner over, dog and man, equally in- 
different to the crowd, sauntered down that thoroughfare 
which, to the few who can comprehend the Poetry of London, 
has associations of glory and of woe sublime as any that the 
ruins of the dead elder world can furnish, — thoroughfare that 
traverses what was once the courtyard of Whitehall, having 
to its left the site of the palace that lodged the royalty of 
Scotland; gains, through a narrow strait, that old isle of 
Thorney, in which Edward the Confessor received the omi- 
nous visit of the Conqueror; and, widening once more hy the 
Abbey and the Hall of Westminster, then loses itself, like all 
memories of earthly grandeur, amidst humble passages and 
mean defiles. 

Thus thought Harley L’Estrange — ever less amidst the 
actual world around him than the images i}ivoked by his 
own solitary soul — as he gained the bridge, and saw the 
dull, lifeless craft sleeping on. the “Silent Way,” once loud 
and glittering with the gilded barks of the antique Seignorie 
of England. 

It was on that bridge that Audley Egerton had appointed 
to meet L’Estrange, at an hour when he calculated he could 
best steal a respite from debate. Eor Harley, with his fas- 
tidious dislike to all the resorts of his equals, had declined to 
seek his friend in the crowded regions of Bellamy’s. 
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Harley^s eye, as lie passed along the bridge, was attracted 
by a still Eoria, seated on the stones in one of the nooks, with 
its face covered by its hands. *‘If I were a sculptor,’' said 
he to himself, “I should remember that image whenever I 
wished to convey the idea of DGspondency ! ” He lifted his 
looks and saw, a little before him in the midst of the cause- 
vv'ay, the hrm, erect figure of Audley Egerton. The moonlight 
was full on the bronzed countenance of the strong public man, 
with its lines of thought and care, and its vigorous but cold 
expression of intense self-control. 

“And looking yonder,” continued Harley’s soliloquy, “I 
should remember that form, when I wished to hew out from 
the granite the idea of Endtirance.” 

“So you are come, and punctually,” said Egerton, linking 
Ms arm in Harley’s. 

Hauley. — “Punctually, of course, for I respect yonr time, 
and 1 will not detain you long. I presume you will speak 
to-night? ” 

Egerton. — “I have spoken.” 

Harley (with interest). — “And well, I hope?” 

Egerton. — “ With effect, I suppose, for I have been loudly 
cheered, which does not always happen to me.” 

Harley. — “And that gave you pleasure? ” 

Egerton (after a moment’s thought). — “No, not the 
least.” 

Harley. — “What, then, attaches you so much to this life, 
— constant drudgery, constant warfare, the more pleasurable 
faculties dormant, all the harsher ones aroused, if even its 
rewards (and I take the best of those to be applause) do not 
please you? ” 

Egerton. — “What? Custom.” 

Harley. — “Martyr.” 

Egerton. — “You say it: but turn to yourself; you have 
decided, then, to leave England next week? ” 

Harley (moodily). — “ Yes. This life in a capital, where 
all are so active, myself so objectless, preys on xne like a low 
fever. Nothing here amuses me, nothing interests, nothing 
comforts and consoles. But I am resolved, before it be too 
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late, to make one great struggle out of the Past, and into the 
natural world of men. In a word, I have resolved to marry.” 

Eoiseton. — “Whom?” 

Haiiley (seri(jnsly). — “ Upon my life, my dear fellow, 
you are a great philosopher. You have hit the exact qiies- 
tioji. You see 1 cannot marry a dream; and where, out of 
dreams, shall 1 find this ‘whom 

Eoeiiton. — “You do not search for her.” 

Haklky. — “ Do we ever search for love? Does it not flash 
upon us when we least expect it? Is it not like the inspira- 
tion to the muse? What poet sits down and says, ‘I will 
write a poem ’ ? What man looks out and says, ‘I will fall in 
love ’ ? No! Happiness, as the great German tells us, ‘falls 
suddenly from the bosom of the gods ; ’ so does love. ” 

Egerton. — “You remember the old line in Horace: ‘The 
tide flows away while the boor sits on the margin and waits 
for the ford. ’ ” 

Harley. — “An idea which incidentally dropped from you 
some weeks ago, and which I have before half-raeclitated, has 
since haunted me. If I could but find some child with sweet 
dispositions and fair intellect not yet formed, and train her 
up according to my ideal. I am still young enough to wait a 
few years. And meanwhile I shall have gained what I so 
sadly want, — an object in life.” 

Egerton. — “ You are ever the child of romance. But 
what — ” 

Here the minister w.as interrupted by a messenger from the 
House of Commons, whom Audley had instructed to seek him 
on the bridge should his presence be required. “Sir, the 
Opposition are taking advantage of the thinness of the House 

to call for a division. Mr. is x>n.t up to speak for time, 

but they won’t hear him.” 

Egertou turned hastily to Lord L’Estrange. “Yon see, 
you must excuse me now. To-morrow I must go to Windsor 
for tw(^ days: but we shall meet on my return.” 

“It does not matter,” answered Harley; “I stand out of 
the pale of your advice, 0 practical man of sense. And if,” 
added Harley, with affectionate and mournful sweetness, — 
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“if 1 weary you with complaiuts which you cannot under- 
stand, it is only because of old schoolboy habits. I can have 
no trouble that I do not confide to you.” 

Egerton’s hand trembled as it pressed his friend’s, and 
without a word, he hurried away abruptly. Harley remained 
motionless for some seconds, in deep and quiet revery; then 
he called to his dog, and turned back towards W estminster. 

He passed the nook in which had sat the still figure of 
Despondency ; but the figure had now risen, and was leaning 
against the balustrade. The dog, who preceded his master, 
passed by the solitary form and sniffed it suspiciously. 

“Nero, sir, come here,” said Harley. 

“Nero,” — that was the name by which Helen had said that 
her father’s friend had called his dog; and the sound startled 
Leonard as he leaned, sick at heart, against the stone. He 
lifted his head and looked wistfully, eagerly into Harley’s 
face. Those eyes, bright, clear, yet so strangely deep and 
absent, which Helen had described, met his own, and chained 
them. For L’ Estrange halted also; the boy’s countenance 
was not unfamiliar to him. He returned the inquiring look 
fixed on his own, and recognized the student by the book- 
stall. 

“The dog is quite harmless, sir,” said L’Estrange, with a 
smile. 

“And you call him ‘Nero ’ ? ” said Leonard, still gazing on 
the stranger. 

Harley mistook the drift of the question. 

“Nero, sir; but he is free from the sanguinary propensities 
of his Eomau namesake.” Harley was about to pass on, when 
Leonard said falteringly, — 

“Pardon me, but can it be possible that you are one whom 
I have sought in vain on behalf of the child of Captain 
Digby? ” 

Hax'ley stopped short. “ Digby ! ” he exclaimed, “ where is 
he? He should have found me easily. I gave him an 
^addressi” . : 

“ Ah, Heaven be thanked ! ” cried Leonard. “ Helen is 
saved, — she will not die,” and he burst into tears. 
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Avery few moments and a very few words sufficed to ex’ 
plain to Harley tlie state of his old fellow-soldier^s orphan. 
And Harley himself soon stood in the young sufferer’s room, 
supporting her burning temples on his breast, and whispering 
into ears that heard him as in a happy dream, ‘‘Comfort, 
comfort; your father yet lives in me.” 

And then Helen, raising her eyes, said, “But Leonard is 
my brother — more than brother — and he needs a father’s 
care more than I do. ” 

“ Hush, hush, Helen. I need no one, nothing now ! ” cried 
Leonard, and his tears gushed over the little hand that clasped 
his own. 


CHAPTER XVIII. 

Habley L’Esteanoe was ti man whom all things that be- 
long to the romantic and poetic side of our liuman life deeply 
impressed. When he came to learn the ties between these two 
Children of Nature, standing side by side, alone amidst the 
storms of fate, his heart was more deeply moved than ib had 
been for many years. In those dreary attics, overshadowed 
by the smoke and reek of the humble suburb, the workday 
world in its harshest and tritest forms below and around them, 
he recognized that divine poem which comes out from all union 
between the mind and the heart. Hero, on the rough deal 
table (the ink scarcely dry), lay the writings of tlie young- 
wrestler for fame and bread; there, on the other side of the 
partition, on that mean pallet, lay the boy’s sole comforter, — 
the all that warmed his heart with living mortal affection. 
On one side the wall, the world of imagination; on the other, 
this world of grief -and of love. And in both, a spirit equally 
sublime, — unselfish devotion, — “the something afar from the 
sphere of onr- sorrow.” 

He looked round the room into which he had followed 
Leonard, on quitting Helen’s bedside. He noted the manu- 
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scripts on tlie taLlo, and pointing to them, said gently, “ And 
these are the labours b}' which you supported the soldier’s 
orphan? — soldier yourself in a hard battle!” 

“The battle was lost, — I could not support her,” replied 
Leonard, mournfully. 

“But you did not desert her. When Pandora’s box was 
opened, they say Hope lingered last — ” 

“False, false,” said Leonard; “a heathen’s notion. There 
are deities that linger behind Hope, — Gratitude, Love, and 
Duty.” 

“Yours is no common nature,” exclaimed Harley, admir- 
ingly, “ but I must sound it more deeply hereafter : at present 
I hasten for the physician; I shall return with him. We 
must move that poor child from this low close air as soon as 
possible. 'Meanwhile, let me qualify your rejection of the 
old fable. Wherever Gratitude, Love, and Duty remain to 
man, believe me that Hope is there too, though she may be 
often invisible, hidden behind the sheltering wings of the 
nobler deities.” 

Harley said this with that wondrous smile of his, which 
cast a brightness over the whole room, and went away. 

Leonard stole softly towards the grimy window; and look- 
ing up towards the stars that shone pale over the roof-tops, 
he murmured, “0 Thou, the All-seeing and All-merciful! 
how it comforts me now to think that, though my dreams of 
knowledge may have sometimes obscured the heavens, I never 
doubted that Thou wert there! as luminous aud everlasting, 
though behind the cloud ! ” So, for a few minutes, he prayed 
silently, then passed into Helen’s room, and sat beside her 
motionless, for she slept. She woke just as Harley returned 
with a physician; and then Leonard, returning to his own 
room, saw amongst his papers the letter he had written to 
Mr. Dale, and muttering, “I need not disgrace niy calling, — 
I need not be the mendicant now ” — held the letter to the 
flame of the candle. And while he said this, and as the 
burning tinder dropped on the floor, the sharp hunger, unfelt 
during his late anxious emotions, gnawed at his entrails. 
Still, even hunger could not reach that noble ])ride which luA 
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yielded to a sentim.ent nobler tban itself, and be smiled avS be 
repeated, “No mendicant! — the life that I was sworn to 
guard is saved. I can raise against ifate the front of Man 
once more.” 


GHAPTEE XIX. 

A FEW days afterwards, and Helen, removed to a pure air, 
and under the advice of the first physicians, was out of all 
danger. 

It was a pretty detacbed cottage, with its windows looking 
over the wild heaths of Norwood, to which Harley rode daily 
to watch the convalescence of his young charge : an object in 
life was already found. As she grew better and stronger, he 
coaxed her easily into talking, and listened to her with 
pleased surprise. The heart so infantine and the sense so 
womanly struck him much by its rare contrast and combina- 
tion. Leonard, whom he had insisted on j)lacing also in the 
cottage, liad stayed there willingly till Helen’s recovery was 
beyond question. Then he came to Lord L’Estrange, as the 
latter was about one day to leave the cottage, and said 
quietly, “Now, my Lord, that Helen is safe, and now that 
she will need me no more, I can no longer be a pensioner on 
your bounty. I return to London.” 

“You are my visitor, not my pensioner, foolish boy,” said 
Harley, who had already noticed the pride winch spoke in 
that farewell; “come into the garden and let us talk.” 

Harley seated himself on a bench on the little lawn; Nero 
crouched at his feet; Leonard stood beside him. 

“So,” said Lord L’Estrange, “you would return to London? 
What to do?” 

“Fulfil my fate.” 

“And that? ” 

“I cannot guess. Fate is the Isis whose veil no mortal can 
ever raise.” 


*‘You sliould be born &r great things,” said Harley, 
abruptly. “ I am sure that you write well. I have seen that 
yon study with passion. Better than wribing and better than 
study, you have a noble heart, and the proud desire of inde- 
pendence. Let me see your manuscripts, or any copies of 
wluib you have already printed. Do not hesitate, — I ask but 
to be a reader. 1 don’t pretend to be a patron : it is a word 
i hate.” 

Leonard’s eyes sparkled through their sudden moisture. 
He brought out his portfolio, placed it on the bench beside 
Harley, and thou went softly to the farther part of the gar , 
den. Hero looked after him, and then rose and followed him 
slowly. The boy seated himself on the turf, and Hero rested 
his dull head ou the lo\id heart of the poet. 

Harley took up the various papers before him, and read 
them through leisurely. Certainly he was no critic. He was 
not accustomed ' to analyze what pleased or displeased him; 
but his perceptions were quick, and his taste exquisite. As 
he read, his couutei\ance, always so genuinely expressive, ex- 
hibited now doubt and now admiration. He was soon struck 
by the contrast, iu the boy’s writings, between the pieces that 
sported with fancy and those that grappled with thought. In 
the first, the young poet seemed so unconscious of his own in- 
dividuality. His imagination, afar and aloft from the scenes 
of his suffering, ran riot amidst a paradise of happy golden 
creations. But in the last, the thikker stood out alone and 
mournful, questioning, in troubled sorrow, the hard world on 
wliich he gazed. All in the thought was unsettled, tumultu- 
ous ; all in the fancy serene and peaceful. The genius seemed 
divided into twain shapes, — the one bathing its wings amidst 
the starry dews of heaven; the other wandering, “melan- 
choly, slow,” amidst desolate and boundless sands. Harley 
gently laid down the paper and mused a little while. Then, 
he rose and walked to Leonard, gazing on his countenance as 
he neared the boy, with a new and a deeper interest. 

“I have read your papers,” he said, “and recognize in then) 
two men, belonging to two worlds, essentially distinct. ” 

Leonard started, and murmured, True, true 1 ” 
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“I apprehend,” resumed Ilarlej, ^‘that one of these men 
must either destroy the other, or that the two must become 
fused and harmonized into a single existence. Get your hat, 
mount my groom’s horse, and come with me to London; we 
will converse by the way. Look you, I believe you and I 
agree in this,— that the first object of every noble spirit is 
independence. It is towards this independence that I alone 
presume to assist you, and this is a service which the proudest 
man can receive without a blush.” 

Leonard lifted his eyes towards Harley’s, and those eyes 
swam with grateful tears ; but his heart was too full to answer. 

“I am not one of those,” said Harley, when they were on 
the road, “ who think that because a young man writes poetry 
he is fit for nothing else, and that he must be a poet or a 
pauper. I have said that in you there seems to me to be two 
men, — the man of the Actual world, the man of the Ideal. 
To each of these men I can offer a separate career. The first 
is perhaps the more tempting. It is the interest of the State 
to draw into its service all the talent and industry it can ob- 
tain; and under his native State every citizen of a free coun- 
try should be proud to take service. I have a friend who is 
a minister, and who is known to encourage talent, — Audley 
Egerton. I have but to say to him, ‘There, is a young man 
who will repay the government whatever the government be- 
stows on him ; ’ and you will rise to-morrow independent in 
means, and with fair occasions to attain to fortune and dis- 
tinction, This is one offer, — what say you to it?” 

Leonard thought bitterly of his interview with Audley 
Egorton, and the minister’s proffered crown-piece. He shook 
his head, and rej)lied, — 

“Oh, my Lord, how have I deserved such kindness? Do 
with me what you -will; but if I have the option, I would 
rather follow my owni calling. This is not the ambition that 
inflames me.” 

“Hear, then, the other offer, T have a friend with whom 
I am less intimate than Egerton, and who has nothing in his 
gift to bestown I speak of a man of letters, — Henry Norreys, 
— of whom yon have doubtless heard, who, I should say, con- 



156 


MY NOVEL; OR, 


ceived an interest in you when he observed you reading at the 
bookstall. I have often heard him say that literature as a 
]>rofession is inisunderstoodj and that rightly followed, with 
the same pains and the same prudence which are brought to 
bear on other professions, a competence at least can be always 
ultimately obtained. But the way may be long and tedious, 
and it leads to no power but over thought ; it rarely attains 
to wealth ; and though reputation may be certain, fame, such 
as poets dream of, is the lot of few. What say you to this 
course? ” 

“My Lord, I decide,” said Leonard, firmly; and then, his 
young face lighting up with enthusiasm, he exclaimed, “Yes, 
if, as you say, there be two men within me, I feel that were 
I condemned wholly to the mechanical and practical world, 
one would indeed destroy the other. And the conqueror 
would be the ruder and the coarser. Let me pursue those 
ideas that, though they have but flitted across me, vague and 
formless, have ever soared towards the sunlight. No matter 
whether or not they lead to fortune or to fame, — at least they 
will lead me upward! Knowledge for itself I desire; what 
care I if it be not power! ” 

“Enough,” said Harley, with a pleased smile at his young 
companion’s outburst, “As you decide so shall it be settled. 
And now ]iermit me, if not impertinent, to ask you a few 
questions. Yoin* name is Leonard Fairfield?” 

The boy blushed deeply, and bowed his head as if in 
assent. 

“Helen says yon are self-taught; for the rest she refers 
me to yon, — thinking, perhaps, that I should esteem you less 
— rather than yet more highly — if she said you were, as I 
presume to conjecture, of humble birth.” 

“My birth,” said Leonard, slowly, “is very — very — 
humble.” 

“ The name of Fairfield is not unknown to me. There was 
one of that name vdio married into a family in Lansmere, — 
married an Avencl,’’ continued Harley, and his voice quiv- 
ered. “You change countenance. Oh, could your mother’s 
name have been Avenel?” 
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“Yes,” said Leonard, between his set teetli. Harley laid 
liis hand on the boy’s shoulder. “Then, indeed, 1 liaTe a 
cdaiin on you; then, indeed, we are friends. I have a right 
to serve any of that family.” 

Leonard looked at him in surprise — “For,” continued 
Harley, recovering himself, “they always served my family; 
and my recollections of Lansmere, though boyish, are indoli- 
ble,” He spurred on his horse as the words closed, and again 
there was a long pause; but from that time Harley always 
spoke to Leonard in a soft voice, and often gazed on him with 
earnest and kindly eyes. 

They reached a house in a central, though not fashionable 
street. A man-servant of a singularly grave and awful aspect 
opened the door, — a man who had lived all his life with au- 
thors. Poor fellow, he was indeed prematurely old! The 
care on his lip and the pomp on his brow — no mortal’s pen 
can describe! 

“Is Mr. Norreys at home? ” asked Harley. 

“He is at home — to his friends, my Lord,” answered the 
man, majestically ; and he stalked across the hall with the 
step of a Dangeau ushering some Montmorenci into the pres- 
ence of Louis le Grand. 

“ Stay ; show this gentleman into another room. I will go 
first into the library; wait for me, Leonard.” The man 
nodded, and conducted Leonard into the dining-room. Then 
pausing before the door of the library, and listening an in- 
stant, as if fearful to disturb some mood of inspiration, opened 
it very softly. To his ineffable disgust, Harley pushed be- 
fore, and entered abruptly. It was a large room, lined with 
books from the floor to the ceiling. Books were on all the 
tables, books were on all the chairs. Harley seated himself 
on a folio of Raleigh’s “History of the World,” and cried, — 

“ I have brought you a treasure! ” 

“What is it?” said Norreys, good-humouredly, looking up 
from his desk. 

“A mind! ” 

“A mind! ” echoed Norreys, vaguely. “Your own?” 

“Pooh! I have none, — I have only a heart and a fancy. 
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Listen. You remember the boy we saw reading at the book- 
stall. I have caught him for you, and you shall train him 
int{) a man. I have the warmest interest in his future, for I 
know some of his family, and one of that family was very 
dear to me. As for money, he has not a shilling, and not a 
shilling would he accept gratis from you or me either. But 
he comes with bold heart to work, — and work you must find 
him.” Harley then ra|)idly told his friend of the two offers 
he had made to Leonard, and Leonard’s choice. 

“This promises very well; for letters a man must have a 
strong vocation, as he should have for law. I will do all that 
you wish.” 

Harley rose with alertness, shook Horreys cordially by 
the hand, hurried out of the room, and returned with 
Leonard. 

Mr. Horreys eyed the young man with attention. He 
was naturally rather severe than cordial in his manner to 
strangers, — contrasting in this, as in most things, the poor 
vagabond Burley; but he was a good judge of the human 
countenance, and he liked Leonard’s. After a pause he held 
out his hand. 

“Sir,” said he, “Lord L’ Estrange tells me that you wish 
to enter literature as a calling, and no doubt to study it as an 
art. I may help you in this, and you meanwhile can help 
me. I want an amanuensis, — I offer you that place. The 
iialary will be proportioned to the services you will render 
me. I have a room in my house at your disposal. When I 
first came up to London, I made the same choice that I hear 
you have done. I have no cause, even in a worldly point of 
view, to repent my choice. It gave me an income larger than 
my wants. I trace my success to these maxims, which are 
applicable to all professions: 1st, Never to trust to genius for 
what can be obtained by labour; 2dly, Never to profess to 
teach what we have not studied to understand; 3dly, Never 
to engage our word to what we do not our best to execute. 

“With these rules, literature — provided a man does not 
mistake his vocation for it, and will, under good advice, go 
through the preliminary discipline of natural powers, which 
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all vocations require — is as good a calling as any other. 
Without them, a shoeblack’s is infinitely better.” 

Tossibly enough,” muttered Harley j “but there have been 
great writers who observed none of your maxims.” 

“Great writers, probably, but very unenviable men. My 
Lord, my Lord, don’t corrupt the pupil you bring to me.” 
Harley smiled, and took his departure, and left Genius at 
school with Common-Sense and Experience. 


CHAPTER XX. 

While Leonard Eairfield had been obscurely wrestling 
against poverty, neglect, hunger, and dread temptation, bright 
had been the opening day and smooth the upward path of 
Randal Leslie. Certainly no young man, able and ambitious, 
could enter life under fairer auspices ; the connection and 
avowed favourite of a popular and energetic statesman, the 
brilliant writer of a political work that bad lifted him at 
once into a station of his own, received and courted in those 
highest circles, to which neither rank nor fortune alone suf- 
fices for a familiar passport, — the circles above fashion itself, 
the circles of power, — with every facility of augmenting in- 
formation, and learning the world betimes through the talk 
of its acknowledged masters, — Randal had but to move straight 
onward, and success was sure. But his tortuous spirit de- 
lighted in scheme and intrigue for their own sake. In scheme 
and intrigue he saw shorter paths to fortune, if not to fame. 
His besetting sin was also his besetting weakness. He did 
not aspire, — he coveted. Though in a far higher social posi- 
tion than Eranli Hazeldean, despite the worldly prospects of 
his old schoolfellow, he coveted the very things that kept 
Frank Hazeldean below him, — coveted his idle gayeties, his 
careless pleasures, his very waste of youth. Thus, also, Ran- 
dal less aspired to Audley Egerton’s repute than he coveted 
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Audley Egerton’s wealth and pomp, his princely expenditure, 
and his Castle Eaekrent in Grosveuor Square. It was the 
misfortune of his birth to be so near to both these fortunes, 
— near to that of Leslie, as the future head of that fallen 
House; near even to that of Hazeldean, since, as we have 
seen before, if the squire had liad no son, KaudaPs des(3ent 
from the Hazeldeans suggested himself as the one on whoan 
these broad lands should devolve. Most young men brought 
into intimate contact with Audley Egerton would have felt 
for that personage a certain loyal and admiring, if not very 
affectionate, respect. Eor there was something grand in 
Egerton, — something that commands and fascinates the 
young. His determined courage, his energetic wall, his al- 
most ]'egal liberality, contrasting a simplicity in personal 
tastes and habits that was almost austere, his rare and seem- 
ingly nnconscious power of charming even the women most 
wearied of homage, and persuading even the men most ob- 
durate to counsel, — all served to invest the practical man 
with those spells wdrich are usually confined to the ideal one. 
But, indeed, Audley Egerton was an Ideal, — the ideal of the 
Practical. Not the mere vulgar, plodding, red-tape machine 
of petty business, but the man of strong sense, inspired by 
inflexible energy and guided to definite earthly objects. In a 
dissolute and corrupt form of government, under a decrepit 
monarchy or a vitiated republic, Audley Egerton might have 
been a most dangerous citizen : for his ambition was so reso- 
lute, and his sight to its ends was so clear. But there is 
something in public life in England which compels the really 
ambitious man to honour, unless his eyes are jaundiced and 
oblique, like Eandal Leslie’s. It is so necessary in England 
to be a gentleman. And thus Egerton was emphatically con- 
sidered a gentleman. Without the least pride in other mat- 
ters, with little apparent sensitiveness, touch him on the 
point of gentleman, and no one so sensitive and so proud. 
As Randal saw more of him, and watched his moods with the 
lynx-eyes of the household spy, he could perceive that this 
hard mechanical man was subject to fits of melanclioly, even 
of gloom; and though they did not last long, there was even 
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in liis habitual coldness an evidence of something compressed, 
latent, painful, lying deep within his memory. This would 
have interested the kindly feelings of a grateful heart ; but 
Randal detected and watched it only as a clew to some secret 
it might profit him to gain. For Randal Leslie hated Eger- 
ton; and hated him the more because, with all his book- 
knowledge and his conceit in his own talents, he could not 
despise his patron ; because he had not yet succeeded in mak- 
ing his patron the mere tool or stepping-stone; because he 
thought that Egerton’s keen eye saw through his wily heart, 
even while, as if in profound disdain, the minister helped the 
protege. But this last suspicion was unsound. Egerton had 
not detected Leslie’s corrupt and treacherous nature. He 
might have other reasons for keeping him at a certain dis- 
tance, but he inquired too little into Randal’s feelings towards 
himself to question the attachment, or doubt the sincerity, of 
one who owed to him so much. But that which more than all 
embittered Randal’s feelings towards Egerton was the careful 
and deliberate frankness with which the latter had, more than 
once, repeated and enforced the odious announcement, that 
Randal had nothing to expect from the minister’s will, — 
nothing to expect from that wealth which glared in the hun- 
gry eyes of the pauper heir to the Leslies of Rood. 
whom, then, could Egerton mean to devise his fortune? ,dal 
whom but Frank Hazeldean? Yet Audley took so little nc, to 
of his nephew, seemed so indifferent to him, that that sv and 
sition, however natural, was exposed to doubt. The 
ness of Randal was perplexed. Meanwhile, howevhair — 
less he himself could rely upon Egerton for fortune, /dness to 
he revolved the possible chances of ousting Frank 
inheritance of Hazeldean, — in part, at least, if i street-door 
To one less scheming, crafty, and remorseless he into the 
Leslie, such a project would have seemed the /hat a gayer 
sion. But there was something fearful in tl 
which this young man sought to turn knowledjhe newspaper, 
and make the study of all weakness in others' births, deaths, 
his own ends. Ho wormed himself thoroug’then, bowing to 
confidence. He learned, through Frank, all 
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euliarities of tliought and temper, and pondered over eacli 
word in the father’s letters, 'which the son gradually got into 
the habit of showing to the perfidious eyes of his friend. 
Baridal saw that the squire had two characteristics, which 
are very common amongst proprietors, and which might be 
invoked as antagonists to his warm fatherly love. First, the 
squire was as fond of his estate as if it were a living thing, 
and part of his own flesh and blood-, and in his lectures to 
Frank upon the sin of extravagance, the squire always let out 
this foible, — ■ “ What was to become of the estate if it fell 
into the hands of a spendthrift? No man should make ducks 
and drakes of Hazeldean; let Frank beware of etc. 

Secondly, the squire was not only fond of his lands, but he 
was jealous of them, — that jealousy which even the tenderest 
fathers sometimes entertain towards their natural heirs. He 
could not bear the notion that Frank should count on his 
death; and he seldom closed an admonitory letter without re- 
peating the information that Hazeldean was not entailed; 
that it was his to do with as he jdeased through life and in 
death. Indirect menace of this nature rather wounded and 


galled than intimidated Frank; for the young man was ex- 
tremely generous and high-spirited by nature, and was always 
'^*^nore disposed to some indiscretion after such warnings to 
self-interest, as if to show that those were the last kinds 
'appeal likely to influence him. By the help of such in- 
been^*'’ character of father and son, Randal thought 

lute gl®ams of daylight illumining his own chance to the 
sometli'^ Hazeldean. Meanwhile, it appeared to him obvious 
ambition^® what might of it, his own interests could not lose, 
obli ue i^^ost probably gain, by whatever could alienate 
to he a ^ g^from his natural heir. Accordingly, though with 
sideredT^e^ tact, he instigated Frank towards the very cx- 
tm-s^^witlfl’ irritate the squire, all the while 

. ’ „ ^ ‘dher to give the counter advice, and never shur- 

the follies to which he conducted his thought- 
As Randal sav _ . . . , ^ i , 

1 this he worked chiefly tliroiigh others, 

• lynx-eyes of tL , , , , , ^ 

, , . ank to every acquaintance most dangerous to 

orglo^r ^nd th°^ prudence, or the 
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spurious magiiifieence that subsists so handsomely upon bills 
endorsed by friends of “great exj)ectations.” 

The minister and his protege were seated at breakfast, the 
first reading the newspaper, the last glancing over his letters; 
for liandal had arrived to the dignity of receiving many let- 
ters, — ay, and notes, too, three-cornered and fantas"tically 
embossed. Egerton uttered an exclamation, and laid dowm 
the newspaper. Eandal looked up from liis correspondence. 
The minister had sunk into one of his absent reveries. 

After a long silence, observing that Egerton did not return 
to the newspaper, Randal said, “Ahem, sir, I have a note 
from Erank Hazeldean, who wants much to see me; his 
father has arrived in town unexpectedly.” 

“What brings him here?” asked Egerton, still abstractedly. 

“ Why, it seems that he has heard some vague reports of 
poor Frank’s extravagance, and Frank is rather afraid or 
ashamed to meet him.” 

“ Ay, a very great fault, extravagance in the young ! — de- 
stroys independence; ruins or enslaves the future. G-reat 
fault, — very! And what does youth want that it should be 
extravagant? Has it not everything in itself, merely be- 
cause it is? Youth is youth — what needs it more?” 

Egerton rose as he said this, and retired to his writing-' 
table, and in his turn opened his correspondence. Randal 
took up the newspaper, and endeavoured, but in vain, to 
conjecture what had excited the minister’s exclamations and 
the revery that succeeded it. 

Egerton suddenly and sharply turned round in his chair — 
“If you have done with the ‘Times,’ have the goodness to 
place it here.” 

Randal had just obeyed, when a knock at the street-door 
was heard, and presently Lord L’Estrange came into the 
room, with somewhat a quicker step and somewhat a gayer 
mien than usual. 

Audley’s hand, as if mechanically, fell upon the newspaper, 
— fell upon that part of the columns devoted to births, deaths, 
and marriages. Randal stood by, and noted; then, bowing to 
L’Estrange, left the room. 
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‘^Audley,” said L’Estrange, “I have had an adventure 
since I saw you, — an. adventure that reopened the Past, and 
may inlluenee my future. ” 

“How?” 

“ In the first place, I have met with a relation of — of — the 
Avenels.” 

“Indeed! Whom, — Richard Avenel? ” 

“Richard — Richard — who is he? Oh, I remember, the 
wild lad who went off to America; but that was when I was 
a mere child.” 

“ That Richard Avenel is now a rich, thriving trader, and 
his marriage is in this newspaper, — married to an Honour- 
able Mrs. M’Catchley. Well, in this country who should 
plume himself on birth? ” 

“You did not say so always, Egerton,” replied Harley, 
with a tone of mournful reproach. 

“And I say so now pertinently to a Mrs. M’Catchley, not 
to the heir of the L’Estranges. But no more of these — these 
Avenels.” 

“Yes, more of them. I tell you I have met a relation of 
theirs — a nephew of — of — ” 

“Of Richard Avenel’s? ” interrupted Egerton; and then 
added in the slow, deliberate, argumentative tone in which 
he was wont to speak in public, “Richard Avenel the trader! 
I saw him once, — a presuming and intolerable man! ” 

“The nephew has not those sins. He is full of promise, of 
modesty, yet of pride. And his countenance — oh, Egerton, 
he has /jfir eyes.” 

Egerton made no answer, and Harley resumed, — 

“ 1 had thought of placing him under your care. I knew 
you would provide for him.” 

“I will. Bring him hither,” cried Egerton, eagerly. “All 
that I can do to prove my — regard for a wish of yours.” 

Harley pressed his friend’s hand warmly. 

“I thank you from my heart; the Audley of my boyhood 
speaks no^v. Exit the young man has decided other-wise ; and 
I do not blame him. Hay, I rejoice that he chooses a career 
in which, if he find hardshin, he may escape dependence.” 
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“ And thfit career is — ” 

“Letters.’’ 

“ Letters ! Literature ! ” exclaimed the .statesman. “ Beg- 
gary! No, no, Harley, this is your absurd romance.” 

“ It will not be beggary, and it is not my romance : it is 
the boy’s. Leave him alone, he is my care and my charge 
henceforth. He his of her blood, and I said that he had 'ner 
eyes.” 

“But you are going abroad; let me know where he is; I 
will watch over him.” 

“And unsettle a right ambition for a wrong one? No, 
you shall know nothing of him till he can proclaim himself. 
I think that day will come.” 

Audley mused a moment, and then said, “Well, perhaps 
you are right. After all, as you say, independence is a 
great blessing, and my ambition has not rendered myself the 
better or the happier.” 

“Yet, my poor Audley, you ask me to be ambitious.” 

“I only wish you to be consoled,” cried Egerton, with 
passion. 

“I will try to be so; and by the help of a milder remedy 
than yours. I said that my adventure might influence my 
future; it brought me acquainted not only with the young 
man I speak of, but the most winning, affectionate child,' — a 
girl.” 

“Is this child an Avenel too?” 

“No, she is of gentle blood, — a soldier’s daughter; the 
daughter of that Captain Bighy on whose behalf I was a 
])etitioner to rmur patronage. He is dead, and in dying, m}'' 
name was on his lips. He meant me, doubtless, to be the 
guardian to his orphan. I shall be so. I have at last an 
object in life.” 

“ But can you seriously mean to take this child with you 
abroad?” 

“Serion.sly, I do.” 

“ And lodge her in your own bouse? ” 

“For a year or so, while she is yet a child. Then, as she 
approaches youth, I shall place her elsewhere,” 
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“ You may grow to love lier. Is it clear that she will love 
youj — not mistake gratitude for love? It is a very hazardous 
experiment.” 

“So was William the Norman’s, — still he was William the 
Conqueror. Thou hiddest me move on from the Past, and be 
fionsoled, yet thou wouldst make me as inapt to progress as 
the mule in SlaWkenbergius’s tale, with thy cursed interlocu- 
tions, ‘Stumbling, by Saint Nicholas, every step. Why, at 
this rate, we shall be all night in getting into ’ — Hcqypiness ! 
Listen,” continued Harley, setting off, full pelt, into one of 
his wild whimsical humours. “One of the sons of the 
prophets in Israel felling wood near the river Jordan, his 
hatchet forsook the helve, and fell to the bottom of the river; 
so he prayed to have it again (it was but a small request, 
mark you); and having a strong faith, he did not throw the 
hatchet after the helve, but the helve after the hatchet. 
Presently two great miracles were seen. Up springs the 
hatchet from the bottom of the water, and fixes itself to its 
■old acquaintance, the helve. Now, had he wished to coach 
it up to heaven in a fiery chariot like Elias, be as rich as 
Job, strong as Samson, and beautiful as Absalom, would he 
have obtained the wish, do you think? In truth, my friend, 
I question it very much.” 

“I can’t comprehend what you mean. Sad stuff you are 
talking.” 

“I cannot help that; Rabelais is to be blamed for it. I 
am quoting him, and it is to be found in his Prologue to the 
Chapters on the ‘Moderation of Wishes.’ And a propos of 
‘moderate wishes in point of hatchet,’ I want you to understand 
that I ask but little from Heaven. I fling but the helve after 
the hatchet that has sunk into the silent stream. I want the 
other half of the weapon that is buried fathom deep, and for 
want of which the thick woods darken round me by the 
Sacred River, and I can catch not a glimpse of the stars.” 

“In plain English,” said Audley Egerton, “you want — ” 
he stopped short, puzzled. 

“ I want my purpose and my will, and my old character, 
and the nature God gave me, I want the half of my soul 
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which has fallen from me. I want such love as may replace 
to me the vanished, affections. Keason not, — I throw th® 
helve after the hatchet.” 


CHAPTEB XXI. 

E/Andatj Leslie, on leaving Andley, repaired to Prank's 
lodgings, and after being closeted with the young Guardsman 
an hour or so, took his way to Limmer’s hotel, and asked for 
Mr. Hazeldean. He was shown into the coffee-room, while 
the waiter went up-stairs with his card, to see if the squire 
was within, and disengaged. The “ Times ” newvSpaper lay 
sprawling on one of the tables, and Randal, leaning over it, 
looked with attention into the column containing births, 
deaths, and marriages. But in that long and miscellaneous 
list he could not conjecture the name which had so excited 
Mr. Egerton’s interest. 

“Vexatious! ” he muttered; “there is no knowledge which 
has power more useful than that of the secrets of men.” 

He turned as the waiter entered and said that Mr. Hazel- 
dean would be glad to see him. 

As Randal entered the drawing-room, the squire, shaking 
hands with him, looked towards the door as if expecting some 
one else, and his honest face assumed a blank expression of 
disappointment, when the door closed, and he found that 
Randal was unaccompanied. 

“ Well, ” said he, bluntly, “ I thought your old schoolfellow, 
Frank, might have been with you.” 

“Have you not seen him yet, sir?” 

“No, I came to town this morning; travelled outside the 
mail; sent to his barracks, but the young gentleman does not 
sleep there, — has an apartment of his own; he never told me 
that. We are a plain family, the Hazeldeans, young sir; and 
I hate being kept in the dark, — by my own son, too,” 
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Randal made no answer, but looked sorrowf ul. The squire, 
who had never before seen his kinsman, had a vague idea that 
it was not polite to entertain a stranger, though a connection 
to himself, with his family troubles, and so resumed good- 
naturedly, “ I am very glad to make your acquaintance at last, 
Mr. Leslie. You know, I hope, that you have good Hazeldean 
blood in your veins? ” 

Randal (smiling). — “I am not likely to forget that; it is 
the boast of our pedigree.” 

Squike (heartily). — “ Shake hands again on it, my boy. 
Yoii don’t want a friend, since my grandee of a half-brother 
has taken you up; but if ever you should, Hazeldean is not 
very far from Rood. Can’t get on with your fa,ther at all, 
my lad, — more’s the pity, for I think I could have given 
him a hint or two as to the improvement of his property. If 
he would plant those ugly commons — larch and fir soon come 
into profit, sir; and there are some low lands about Rood that 
Would take mighty kindly to draining.” 

Randal. — “ My poor father lives a life so retired — and 
you cannot wonder at it. Fallen trees lie still, and so do 
fallen families.” 

Squire. — “ Fallen families can get up again, which fallen 
trees can’t.” 

Randal. — “ Ah, sir, it often takes the energy of genera- 
tions to repair the thriftlessness and extravagance of a single 
owner.” 

Squire (his brow lowering). — “That ’s very true. Frank 
is d — d extravagant; treats me very coolly, too — not com- 
ing; near three o’clock. By the by, I suppose he told you 
where I was, otherwise how did you find me out? ” 

Randal (reluctantly). — “ Sir, he did; and to speak frankly, 
I am not surprised that he has not yet appeared.” 

Squire. — “Eh! ” 

Randal. — “We have grown very intimate.” 

Squire. — “So he writes me word, — and I am glad of it. 
Our member, Sir John, tells me you are a very clever fellow, 
and a very steady one. And Frank says that he wishes he 
had your prudence, if he can’t have your talent. He has a 
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good heart, Frank,” added the fathei*. rolentingly. “Rut 
zounds, sir, yon say you are not surprised he has not come to 
welcome his own father ! 

“My dear sir,” said Randal, “you wrote word to Frank 
that you had heard from Sir John and others of his goings-ou, 
and that you were not satisfied with his replies to your 
letters.” 

“Well.” 

“And then you suddenly come up to town.” 

“Well.” 

“Well. And Frank is ashamed to meet you. For, as you 
say, he has been extravagant, and he has exceeded his allow- 
ance; and knowing my respect for you and my great affection 
for himself, he has asked me to prepare you to receive his 
confession and forgive him. I know I am taking a great 
liberty. I have no right to interfere between father and son; 
but pray — pray think I mean for the best.” 

“ Humph ! ” said the squire, recovering himself very slowly, 
and showing evident pain, “ I knew already that Frank had 
spent more than he ought; but I think he should not have 
employed a third person to prepare me to forgive him. (Ex- 
cuse me, -..-no offence.) And if he wanted a third person, was 
not there his own mother? What the devil! [firing up] am 
I a tyrant, a bashaw, that my own son is afraid to speak to 
me? ’Gad, I ’ll give it him!” 

“Pardon me, sir,” said Randal, assuming at once that air 
of authority which superior intellect so well carries off and 
excuses, “ but I strongly advise you not to express any anger 
at Frank’s confidence in me. At present I have influence 
over him. Whatever you may think of his extravagance, I 
have saved him from many an indiscretion, and many a debt, 
— a young man will listen to one of his own age so much 
more readily than even to the kindest friend of graver years. 
Indeed, sir, I speak for your sake as well as for Frank’s. 
Let me keep this influence over him; and don’t reproach him 
for the confidence placed in me. Nay, let him rather think 
that I have softened any displeasure you might otherwise 
have felt.” 
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There seemed so much good sense in what Randal s;ud, and 
the kindness of it seemed so disinterested, that the squire’s 
native shrewdness was deceived. 

“You are a line young fellow,” said he, “and I am very 
much obliged to you. ‘Well, I suppose there is no putting- 
old heads upon young shoulders; and I promise you 1 ’ll not 
say an angry word to Frank. I dare say, poor boy, he is 
very much afflicted, and I long to shake hands with him. So, 
set his mind at ease.” 

“Ah, sir,” said Randal, with much apparent emotion, 
“your son may well love you: and it seems to be a hard 
matter for so kind a heart as yours to preserve the proper 
firmness with him.” 

“ Oh, I can be firm enough,” quoth the squire, — “ especially 
when I don’t see him, — handsome dog that he is: very like 
his mother — don’t you think so? ” 

“I never saw his mother, sir.” 

“’G-ad! Not seen my Harry? No more you have; you 
must come and pay us a visit. I suppose my half-brother 
will let you come?” 

“To be sure, sir. Will you not call on him while you are 
in town? ” 

“Not I. He would think I expected to get something from 
the Government. Tell him the ministers must go on a little 
better, if they want my vote for their member. But go, I 
see you are impatient to tell Frank that all ’s forgot and for- 
given. Come and dine with him here at six, and let him 
bring his bills in his pocket. Oh, I sha’n’t scold him.” 

“Why, as to that,” said Randal, smiling, “I think (forgive 
me still) that you should not take it too easily; just as I 
think that you had better not blame him for his very natural 
and praiseworthy shame in approaching you, so I think, also, 
that you should do nothing, that would tend to diminish that 
shame, — it is such a check on him. And therefore, if you 
can contrive to affect to be angry with him for his extrava- 
gance, it will do good.” 

“You speak like a book, and I ’ll try my best.” 

“If you threaten, for instance, to take him nut of the army, 
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and settle him in the coniiti-y, it would have a very good 
effect.” 

“What! would he think it so great a punishment to come 
home and live with his parents? ” 

“I don’t say that; but he is naturally so fond of London. 
At his age, and with his large inheritance, that is natural.” 

“ Inheritance ! ” said the squire, moodily, — “ inheritance I 
he is not thinking of that, I trust? Zounds, sir, I have as 
good a life as his own. Inheritance! — to be sure the Casino 
property is entailed on him; but as for the rest, sir, I am no 
tenant for life. I could leave the Hazeldean lands to my 
ploughman, if I chose it. Inheritance, indeed!” 

“ My dear sir, I did not mean to imply that Frank would 
entertain the unnatural and monstrous idea of calculating on 
your death ; and all we have to do is to get him to sow his 
wild oats as soon as possible, — marry and settle down into 
the country. For it would he a thousand pities if his town 
habits and tastes grew permanent, — a bad thing for the 
Hazeldean ]u*operty, that! And,” added Randal, laughing, 
“I feel an interest in the old place, since nay grandmother 
comes of the stock. So, just force yonrself to seem angry, 
and grumble a little when you pay the hills.” 

“Ah, ah, trust me,” said the squire, doggedly, and with a 
very altered air. “ I am much obliged to you for these hints, 
my young kinsman.” And his stout hand trembled a little 
as he extended it to Randal. 

Leaving Limmer’s, Randal hastened to Frank’s rooms in 
St. James’s Street. “My dear fellow,” said he, when he en- 
tered, “it is very fortunate that I j)ersuaded yon to let me 
break matters to your father. Yon might well say he was 
rather passionate; but I have contrived to soothe him. You 
need not fear that he will not pay your debts.” 

“I never feared that,” said Frank, changing colour; “I 
only feared his anger. But, indeed, I fear his kindness still 
more. Wlmt a reckless hound I have been! However, it 
shall be a lesson to me. And my debts once paid, I will turn 
as economical as yourself.” 

“Quite right, Frank. And, indeed, I am a little afraid 
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fcliatj wlien your father knows the total, he may execute a 
threat that would be very unpleasant to you.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Make you sell out, and give up London.” 

“The devil !” exclaimed Frank, with fervent emphasis; 
“that would be treating me like a child.” 

“Why, it would make you seem rather ridiculous to your 
set, which is not a very rural one. And you, who like LoU' 
don so much, and are so much the fash ion i ” 

“Don’t talk of it,” cried Frank, walking to and fro the room 
in great disorder. 

“Perhaps, on the whole, it might be well not to say all you 
owe, at once. If you named half the sum, your father would 
let you off with a lecture; and really I tremble at the efect 
of the total.” 

“ But how shall I i)ay the other half? ” 

“Oh, you must save from your allowance; it is a very 
liberal one; and the tradesmen are not pressing.” 

“No; but the cursed bill-brokers — ” 

“ Always renew to a young man of your expectations. And 
if I get into an office, I can always help you, my dear 
Frank.” 

“Ah, Eandal, I am not so bad as to take advantage of your 
friendship,” said Frank, warmly. “But it seems to me mean 
after all, and a sort of a lie, indeed, disguising the real state 
of my affairs. I should not have listened to the idea from 
any one else; but you are such a sensible, kind, honourable 
fellow.” 

“After epithets so flattering, I shrink from the responsi- 
bility of advice. But apart from your own interests, I should 
be glad to save your father the pain he would feel at know- 
ing the whole extent of the scrape you have got into. And 
if it entailed on you the necessity to lay by — and give up 
hazard, and not be security for other men — why, it would 
be the best thing that could happen. Really, too, it seems 
hard upon Mr. Hazeldean that he should be the only sufferer, 
and quite just that you should bear half your own burdens.” 

“So it is, Randal; that did not strike me before. I will 
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take your counsel; and now I will go at once to Limmer’s. 
My dear father! I hope he is looking well?” 

“ Oh, very. Such a contrast to the sallow Londoners I But 
I think you had better not go till dinner. He has asked me 
to meet you at six. I will call for you a little before, and we 
can go together. This will prevent a good deal of ghie and 
constraint. Good-by till then. Ha! by the way, I think if 
I were you, I would not take the matter too seriously and 
penitentially. You see the best of fathers like to keep their 
sons under their thumb, as the saying is. And if you w’-ant 
at your age to preserve your independence, and not be hurried 
oif and buried in the country, like a schoolboy in disgrace, a 
little manliness of bearing would not be amiss. You can 
think over it.” 

The dinner at Limmer’s went off very differently from what 
it ought to have done. EandaPs words had sunk deep, and 
rankled sorely in the squire’s mind; and that impression im- 
parted a certain coldness to his manner which belied the 
hearty, forgiving, generous impulse with which he had come 
up to London, and which even Eandal had not yet altogether 
whispered away. On the other hand, Frank, embarrassed 
both by the sense of disingenuousness, and a desire “not to 
take the thing too seriously,” seemed to the squire ungracious 
and thankless. 

After dinner the squire began to hum and haw, and Frank 
to colour up and shrink. Both felt discomposed by the pres- 
ence of a third person ; till, with an art and address worthy 
of a better cause, Eandal himself broke the ice, and so con- 
trived to remove the restraint he had before imposed, that at 
length each was heartily glad to have matters made clear and 
brief by his dexterity and tact. 

Frank’s debts were not in reality large; and when he named 
the half of them, looking down in shame, the squire, agree- 
ably surprised, was about to express himself with a liberal 
heartiness that would have opened his son’s excellent heart 
at once to him. 

But a warning look from Eandal checked the impulse; and 
the squire thought it right, as he had promised, to affect an 
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anger lie did not feel, and lot fall the unlucky threat, “ that it 
ft-as all very wt3ll once in a way to exceed his allowance ; but 
if Frank did not, in future, show more sense than to be led 
away by a set of London sharks and coxcombs, ho must cut 
the aiany, come home, and take to farming." 

i^rank imprudently exclaimed, '■'* Oh, sir, 1 have no taste for 
.{diming. And after London, at my age, the country would 
be so horribly dull.” 

‘ Alia!” said the squire, very grimly — and he thrust back 
into his pocket-book some extra bank-notes which his fingers 
had itched to add to those he had already counted out. “ The 
country is terribly dull, is it? Money goes there not upon 
follies and vices, but upon emphiying honest labourers, and 
increasing the wealth of the nation. It does not please you 
to spend money in that way : it is a pity you should ever be 
plagued with such duties.” 

My dear father — ” 

•‘Hold your tongue, you puppy. Oh, I dare say, if you 
were in my shoes, you would cut down the oaks, and mort- 
gage the property; sell it, for what I know, — all go on a cast 
of the dice I Aha, sir — very well, very well — the country 
is horribly dull, is it? .Pray stay in town.” 

“My dear Mr, Hazeldean,” said Randal, blandly, and as if 
with the wish to turn off into a joke what threatened to be 
serious, “ you must not interpret a hasty expression so liter- 
ally. Why, you would make Frank as bad as Lord A~ — , 
who wrote word, to his steward to cut down more timber; and 
when the steward replied, ‘There are only three sign-j)Osts 
left on the whole estate,’ wrote back, ^They ’ve done growing 
lit all events, — down with them! ’ You ought to know Lord 
A , sir; so witty; and — Frank’s particular friend.” 

“Your particular friend, Master Frank? Pretty friends! ” 
and the squire buttoned up the pocket to which he had trans- 
ferred his note-book, with a determined air. 

“But I’m his friend, too,” said Randal, kindly; “and I 
preach to lum properly, I can tell you.” Then, as if deli- 
cately anxious to change the subject, he began to ask ques- 
tions upon crops and the experiment of bone manure. He 
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spoke earnestly, and with gusto, yet with the deference of 
one listening to a great practical authority. Eandal had 
spent the afternoon in cramming the subject from agricul- 
tural journals and parliamentary reports; and like all prac- 
tised readers, had really learned in a few hours more than 
many a man, unaccustomed to study, could gain from books 
in a year. The squire was surprised and pleased at the young 
scholar’s information and taste for such subjects. 

“But, to be sure,” quoth he, with an angry look at poor 
Frank, “you ha,ve good Hazeldean blood in you, and know a 
bean from a turnip.” 

“Why, sir,” said Eandal, ingenuously, “I am training my- 
self for public life ; and what is a public man worth if he do 
not study the agriculture of his country? ” 

“Eight — what is he worth? Put that question, with my 
compliments, to my half-brother. What stuff he did talk, 
the other night, on the malt-tax, to be sure!” 

“Mr. Egerton has had so many other things to think of, 
that we must excuse his want of information upon one topic, 
however important. With his strong sense he must acquire 
that information, sooner or later; for he is fond of power; 
and, sir, knowledge is power ! ” 

“Very true, — very fine saying,” quoth the poor squire, un- 
suspiciously, as Eandal’s eye rested on Mr. Hazeldean’s open 
face, and then glanced towards Prank, who looked sad and 
bored. 

“Yes,” repeated Eandal, “knowledge is power; ” and 
he shook his head wisely, as he passed the bottle to his 
host. 

Still, when the squire, who meant to return to the Hall 
next morning, took leave of Frank, his heart warmed to his 
son; and still more for Frank’s dejected looks. It was not 
Eandal’s policy to push estrangement too far at first, and in 
his own presence, 

“Speak to poor Frank,— kindly now, sir — do;” whispered 
he, observitig the squire’s watery eyes, as he moved to the 
window. 

The squire, rejoiced to obe}'-, thrust out his hand to his son. 
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“My dear boy,” said be, “there, don’t fret — pshaw! — it 
was but a trifle after all. Think no more of it.” 

Erank took the hand, and suddenly threw his arm round 
his father’s broad shoulder. 

“Oh, sir, you are too good, — too good.” His voice trem- 
bled so that Randal took alarm, passed by him, and touched 
him meaningly. 

The squire pressed his son to his heart, — heart so large, 
that it seemed to fill the whole width under his broadcloth. 

“My dear Frank,” said he, half blubbering, “it is not the 
money; but, you see, it so vexes your poor mother; you must 
be careful in future; and, zounds, boy, it will be all yours 
one day; only don’t calculate on it; I could not bear that , — 
I could not, indeed.” 

“Calculate! ” cried Frank, “Oh, sir, can you think it?” 

“I am so delighted that I had some slight hand in your 
complete reconciliation with Mr. Hazeldean,” said Randal, 
as the young men walked from the hotel. “ I saw that you 
were disheartened, and I told him to speak to you kindly.” 

“Did you? Ah — I am sorry he needed telling.” 

“I know his character so well already,” said Randal, “that 
I flatter myself I can always keep things between you as they 
ought to be. What an excellent man! ” 

“The best man in the world,” cried Frank, heartily; and 
then, as his accents drooped, “yet I have deceived him. I 
have a great mind to go back — ” 

“And tell him to give you twice as much money as you had 
asked for? He would think you had only seemed so affec- 
tionate in order to take him in. No, no, Frank! save, lay 
by, economize; and then tell him that you have paid half 
your own debts. Something high-minded in that.” 

“ So there is. Your heart is as good as your head. Good- 
night.” 

“Are you going home so early? Have you no engage- 
ments!” 

“None that I shall keep.” 

“Good-night, then.” 

They parted, and Randal walked into one of the fashion- 
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able clubs. He neared a table where three or four young 
men (younger sons, who lived in the most splendid style, 
Heaven knew how) were still ovei’ their wine. 

Leslie had little in common with these gentlemen, but he 
forced his nature to be agreeable to them, in consequence of a 
very excellent piece of worldly advice given to him by Audley 
Egerton. “Never let the dandies call you a prig,” said the 
statesman. “ Many a clever fellow fails through life, because 
the silly fellows, whom half a word well spoken could make 
his claqueurs, turn him into ridicule. Whatever you are, 
avoid the fault of most reading men : in a word, don’t be a 
prig!” 

“1 have just left Hazeldean,” said Randal. “WHiat a good 
fellow he is!” 

“ Capital ! ” said the Honourable George Borrowell. “ Where 
is he? ” 

“Why, he is gone to his rooms. He has had a little scene 
vith his father, a thorough, rough country squire. It would 
ie an act of charity if you would go and keep him company, 
Dv take him with you to some place a little more lively than 
his own lodgings.” 

“What! the old gentleman has been teasing him! — -a hor- 
rid shame I Why, Frank is not extravagant, and he will he 
very rich, eh? ” 

“An immense property,” said Randal, “and not a mortgage 
on it; an only son,” he added, turning away. 

Among these young gentlemen there was a kindly and most 
benevolent whisper, and presently they all rose, and walked 
away towards Frank’s lodgings. 

“The wedge is in the tree,” said Randal to himself, “ana 
there is a gap already between the bark and the wood.” 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

Haiiley L’Estranoe is seated beside Helen at the lattice- 
window in the cottage at Norwood. The bloom of reviving 
health is on the child’s face, and she is listening with a 
smile, for Harley is speaking of Leonard with praise, and of 
Leonard’s future with hope. “And thus,” he continued, 
“secure from his former trials, happy in his occupation, and 
pursuing the career he has chosen, we must be content, my 
dear child, to leave him.” 

“ Leave him ! ” exclaimed Helen, and the rose on her cheek 
faded. 

Harley was not displeased to see her emotion. He would 
have been disappointed in her heart if it had been less sus- 
ceptible to affection. 

“It is hard on you, Helen,” said he, “to be separated from 
one who has been to you as a brother. Do not hate me for 
doing so. But I consider myself your guardian, and your 
home as yet must be mine. We are going from this land of 
cloud and mist, going as into the world of summer. Well, 
that does not content you. You weep, my child; you mourn 
your own friend, but do not forget your father’s. I am alone, 
and often sad, Helen; will you not comfort me? You press 
my hand, but you must learn to smile on me also. You are 
born to be the comforter. Comforters are not egotists ; they 
are always cheerful when they console.” 

The voice of Harley was so sweet and his words went so 
home to the child’s heart, that she looked uj) and smiled in 
his face as he kissed her ingenuous brow. Bxit tlien she 
thought of Leonard, and felt so solitary, so bereft, that tears 
burst forth again. Before these were dried, Leonard himself 
entered, and, obeying an irresistible imj.mlse, she sprang to 
his arms, and leaning her head on his shoulder, sobbed out, 
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“I am going from you, brother; do not grieve, do not miss 
me.” 

Harley was much moved: he folded his arms, and contem- 
plated them both silently, — and his own eyes were moist. 
“This heart,” thought he, “will he worth the winning! ” 

He drew aside Leonard, and whispered, “Soothe, but en- 
courage and support her. I leave you together; come to me 
in the garden later.” 

It was nearly an hour before Leonard joined Harley. 

“ She was not weeping when you left her? ” asked 
L’Estrange. 

“No; she has more fortitude than we might suppose. 
Heaven knows how that fortitude has supported mine. I 
have promised to write to her often.” 

Harley took two strides across the lawn, and then, coming 
back to Leonard, said, “Keep your promise, and write often 
for the first year. I would then ask you to let the corre- 
spondence drop gradually.” 

“Drop! Ah, my Lord! ” 

“ Look you, my young friend, I wish to lead this fair mind 
wholly from the sorrows of the past. I wish Helen to enter, 
not abruptly, but step by step, into a new life. You love 
each other now, as do two children, — as brother and sister. 
But later, if encouraged, would the love be the same? And 
is it not better for both of you that youth should open 
upon the world with youth’s natural affections free and 
unforestalled? ” 

“True! And she is so above me,” said Leonard, 
mournfully. 

“No one is above him who succeeds in your ambition, 
Leonard. It is not that, believe me.” 

Leonard shook his head. 

“Perhaps,” said Harley, with a smile, “I rather feel that 
you are above me. For what vantage-ground is so high as 
youth? Perhaps I may become jealous of you. It is well 
that she should learn to like one who is to be henceforth her 
guardian and protector. Yet how can she like me as she 
ought, if her heart is to be full of you? ” 
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The boy bowed his head; and Harley hastened to change 
the subject, and speak of letters and of glory. His words 
; were eloquent and his voice kindling; for he had been an en- 

thusiast for fame in his boyhood, and in LeonaixFs his own 
: seemed to him to revive. But the poet’s heart gave back no 

echo, — suddenly it seemed void and desolate. Yet when 
Leonard walked back by the moonlight, he muttered to liim- 
: self, “Strange, strange, so mere a, child! this cannot be love! 

i Still, what else to love is there left to me?” 

« And so he paused upon the bridge where he had so often 

stood with Helen, and on which he had found the protector 
that had given to her a home, to himself a career. And life 
seemed very long, and fame but a dreary phantom. Courage 
still, Leonard ! These are the sorrows of the heart that teach 
thee more than all the ijrecepts of sage and critic. 

Another day, and Helen had left the shores of England, 
with her fanciful and dreaming guardian. Years will pass 
before our tale re-opens. Life in all the forms we have seen 
it travels on. And the squire farms and hunts ; and the par- 
son preaches and chides and soothes; and Eiocabocca reads 
his Maeliiavelli, and sighs and smiles as he moralizes on Men 
and States; and Violante’s dark eyes grow deeper and more 
spiritual in their lustre, and her beauty takes thought from 
solitary dreams. And Mr. Richard Avenel has his house in 
i London, and the Honourable Mrs. Avenel her opera -box; and 

I hard and dire is their struggle into fashion, and hotly does 

I the new man, scorning the aristocracy, pant to become aristo- 

cra,t. And Audley Egerton goes from the office to the parlia- 
I ment, and drudges, and debates, and helps to govern the 

empire in which the sun never sets. Poor sun, how tired he 
must be — but not more tired than the Government ! And 
Randal Leslie has an excellent place in the bureau of a min- 
ister, and is looking to the time when he shall resign it to 
come into parliament, and on that large arena turn know- 
■ ledge into power. And meanwhile he is much where he was 

with Audley Egerton; but he has established intimacy with 
the squire, and visited Hazeldean twice, and examined the 
house and the map of the property, and very nearly' fallen a 
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second time into the ha-ha, and the squire believes tha,t 
Eandal Leslie alone can keex) oiit of mischief, and 

has spoken rough words to his Harry about Frank's continued 
extravagance. And Frank does continue to pursue pleasure, 
and is very miserable, and horribly in debt. And Madame 
di Negra has gone from London to Paris, and taken a tour 
into Switzerland, and come back to London again, and has 
grown very intimate with Eandal Leslie j and Eandal has 
introduced Frank to her; and Frank thinks her the loveliest 
woman in the world, and grossly slandered by certain evil 
tongues. And the brother of Madame di Negra is expected 
in England at last; and what with his repute for beauty and 
for wealth, people anticipate a sensation. And Leonard, and 
Harley, and Helen? Patience, — they will all re-appear. 


BOOK EIGHTH. 


INITIAL CHAPTER. 

THE ABUSE OF INTELLECT. 

There is at present so vehement a flourish of trumpets, 
and so prodigious a roll of the dram, whenever we are called 
upon to throw up our hats, and cry “ Huzza” to the “ March 
of Enlightenment,” that, out of that very spirit of contradic- 
tion natural to all rational auim-als, one is tempted to stop 
one’s ears, and say, “ Gently, gently ; lioht is noiseless : how 
comes ‘Enlightenment’ to make such a clatter? Meanwhile, 
if it be not impertinent, pray, where is Enlightenment march- 
ing to?” Ask that question of any six of the loudest bawlers 
in the procession, and I ’ll wager tenpence to California that 
you get six very unsatisfactory answers. One respectable 
gentleman, who, to our great astonishment, insists upon call- 
ing himself “a slave,” but has a remarkably free way of 
expressing his opinions, will reifly, “ Enlightenment is march- 
ing towards the seven points of the Charter,” Another, with 
his hair d, la jeune F-mnee, who has taken a fancy to his 
friend’s wife, and is rather embarrassed with his own, asserts 
that Enlightenment is proceeding towards the Rights of 
Women, the reign of Social Love, and the annihilation of 
Tyrannical Prejudice. A third, who has the air of a man 
well-to-do in the middle class, more modest in his hopes, 
because he neither wishes to have his heajd broken by his 
errand-boy, nor his wife carried off to an Agapemone by his 
apprentice, does not take Enlightenment a step farther than 
a siege on Debrett, and a cannonade on the Budget. Tllilieral 
man! the march that he swells will soon trample him under 
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: foot. No one fares so ill in a crowd as the man who is 

I wedged in the middle. A fourth, looking wild and dreamy, 

I as if he had come out of the cave of Trophonius, and who is 

1 a mesuierizer and a mystic, thinks Enlightenment is in full 

career towards the good old days of alchemists and necroman- 
f cers. A fifth, whom one might take for a Quaker, asserts 

that the march of Enlightenment is a crusade for universal 
philanthropy, vegetable diet, and the perpetuation of peace 
by means of speeches, which certainly do produce ii very con- 
trary effect from the Philippics of Demosthenes! The sixth 
— good fellow without a rag on his back — does not care a 
straw where the inarch goes. He can’t be worse off than he 
is ; and it is quite immaterial to him whether he goes to the 
dog-star above, or the bottomless jiit below. I say nothing, 
however, against the march, while we take it altogether. 
Whatever happens, one is in good company; and though I am 
^ ' somewhat indolent by nature, and would rather stay at home 

with Locke and Burke (dull dogs though they were) than 
have my thoughts set off helter-skelter with those cursed 
trumpets and drums, blown and dub-a-dubbed by fellows 
whom I vow to heaven I would not trust with a five-pound 
note, — still, if I must march, I must; and so deuce take the 
I hindmost! But when it comes to individual marchers upon 

I their own account, — privateers and dondoUieri of Enlight- 

i enment, — who have filled their pockets with lucifer matches, 

! and have a sublime contempt for their neighbour’s barns and 

I hay -ricks, I don’t see why I should throw myself into the 

I seventh heaven of admiration and ecstasy. 

I If those who are eternally rhapsodizing on the celestial 

blessings that are to follow Enlightenment, Universal Know- 
ledge, and so forth, would just take their eyes out of their 
pockets, and look about them, I would respectfully inquire if 
i they have never met any very knowing and enlightened gen- 

i tleman, whose acquaintance is by no means desirable. If 

not, they are monstrous lucky. Every man must judge by 
his own experience ; and the worst rogues I have ever encoun- 
tered were amazingly well-informed clever fellows. From 
dunderheads and dunces we can protect ourselves, but from 
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your sharpwitted gentleman, all enlightenment and no preju- 
dice, we have but to cry, “Heaven defend us !» It is true, 
that the rogue (let him.. be ever so enlightened) usually comes 
to no good himself, — though not before he has done harm 
enough to his neighbours. But that only shows that the 
world wants something else in those it rewards besides intel- 
ligence se and in the abstract; and is much too old a 
world, to allow any Jack Horner to pick out its plums for his 
own personal gratification. Hence a man of very moderate 
intelligence, who believes in God, suffers his heart to beat 
with human sympathies, and keeps his eyes off your strong- 
box, will perhaps gain a vast deal more power than know- 
ledge ever gives to a rogue. 

Wherefore, though I anticipate an outcry against me on 
the part of the blockheads, who, strange to say, are the most 
credulous idolators of Enlightenment, find if knowledge were 
power, would rot on a dunghill, yet, nevertheless, I think all 
really enlightened men will agree with me, that when one 
falls in with detached sharpshooters from the general March 
of Enlightenment, it i.s no reason that we should make our- 
selves a target, because Enlightenment has furnished them 
with a gun. It has, doubtless, been already remarked by the 
judicious reader that of the numerous characters introduced 
into this work, the larger portion belong to that species 
which we call the Intellectital, — that through them are 
analyzed and developed human intellect, in various forms 
and directions. So that this History, rightly considered, is 
a kind of humble familiar Epic, or, if you prefer it, a long 
Serio-Coraedy, upon the Varieties of English Life in this our 
Century, set in movement by the intelligences most preva- 
lent. And where more ordinary and less refined types of the 
species round and complete the survey of our passing genera- 
tion, they will often suggest, by contrast, the deficiencies 
whicili mere intellectual culture leaves in the human being. 
Certainly, I have no spite against intellect and enlighten- 
ment. Heaven forbid I should be such a Goth ! I am only 
the advocate for common-sense and fair play. I don't think 
an able man necessarily an angel; but I think if his heart 
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matcli his Lead, and both proceed in the Great March under 
the divine Oriflamme, he goes as near to the angel as hu- 
manity will permit: if not, if he has but a penn’orth of heart 
to a pound of brains, I say, Bon jour, mon ungef I see not 
the starry upward wings, but the grovelling cloven-hoof.” 

I ’d rather be oifuscated by the Squire of Hazeldean than en- 
lightened by Randal Leslie. Every man to his taste. But 
intellect itself (not in the philosophical but the ordinary 
sense of the term) is rarely, if ever, one completed harmoni- 
ous agency ; it is not one faculty, but a compound of many, 
some of which are often at war with each other, and mar the 
concord of the whole. Few of us but have some predominant 
faculty, in itself a strength; but which, usurping unseasona- 
bly dominion over the rest, shares the lot of all tyranny, 
however brilliant, and leaves the empire weak against dis- 
affection within, and invasion from without. Hence, in- 
tellect may be perverted in a man of evil disposition, and 
sometimes merely wasted in a man of excellent impulses, for 
want of the necessary discipline, or of a strong ruling motive. 
I doubt if there be one person in the world who has obtained 
a high reputation for talent, who has not met somebody much 
cleverer than himself, which said somebody has never ob- 
tained any reputation at all ! Men like Audley Egerton are 
constantly seen in the great positions of life; while men like 
Harley L’ Estrange, who could have beaten them hollow in 
anything equally striven for by both, float away down the 
stream, and, unless some sudden stimulant arouse their 
dreamy energies, vanish out of sight into silent graves. If 
Hamlet and Polonius were living now, Polonius would have a 
much better chance of being a Cabinet Minister, though Ham- 
let would unquestionably be a much more intellectual char- 
acter. What would become of Hamlet? Heaven knows ! I3r- 
Arnold said, from his experience of a school, that the differ- 
ence between one man and another was not mere ability, — it 
was energy. There is a great deal of truth in that saying. 

Submitting these hints to the judgment and penetration of 
the sagacious, I enter on the fresh division of this work, and 
see already Randal Leslie gnawing his lips on the back- 
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ground. The German poet observes that the Cow of Isis is 
to some the divine symbol of knowledge, to othcu's but the 
milch cow, only regarded for the pounds of butter slie will 
yield. 0 tendency of our age, to look on Isis as the miloh 
cow! 0 prostitution of the grandest desires to the basest 
uses ! Gaze on the goddess, Eandal Leslie, and get ready thy 
churn and thy scales. Let us see what the butter will fetch 
in the market. 


CHAPTER II. 

A NEW Reign has commenced. There has been a general 
election; the unpopularity of the Administration has been 
apparent at the hustings. Audley Egerton, liitherto returned 
by vast majorities, has barely escaped defeat — thanks to a 
majority of five. The expenses of his election are said to 
have been prodigious. “But who can stand against such 
wealth as Egerton’s, — no doubt backed, too, by the Treasury 
purse? ” said the defeated candidate. It is towards the close 
of October; Loudon is already full; parliament will meet in 
less than a fortnight. 

In one of the principal apartments of that hotel in which 
foreigners may discover what is meant by English comfort, 
and the price which foreigners must pay for it, there sat 
two persons side by side, engaged in close conversation. The 
one was a female, in whose pale clear complexion and raven 
hair, in whose eyes, vivid with a power of expression rarely 
bestowed on the beauties of the North, we recognizii Beatrice, 
Marchesa di Ncgra. Undeniably handsome as was the Italian 
lady, her companion, though a man, and far advanced, into 
middle age, was yet more remarka.ble for personal advantages. 
There was a strong family likeness between the two; hut 
there was also a striking contrast in air, manner, and all that 
stamps on the physiognomy the idiosyncrasies of character. 
There was something of gravity, of earnestness and passion. 
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iu Beatrice’s eenntciiance wlien earefiillj^ examined; her smile 
at times might be false, but it was rarely ironical, never cyni- 
cal. Her gestures, though graceful, were unrestrained and 
frequent. You could see she was a daughter of the South. 
Her companion, on the contrary, preserved on the fair, 
smooth face, to which years had given scarcely a line or 
wrinkle, something that might have passed, at first glance, 
for the levity and thoughtlessness of a gay and youthful na- 
ture; but the smile, though exquisitely polished, took at 
times the derision of a sneer. In his manners he was as 
composed and as free from gesture as an Englishman. His 
hair was of that red brown with which the Italian painters 
produce such marvellous effects of colour; and if here and 
there a silver thread gleamed through the locks, it was lost 
at once amidst their luxuriance. His eyes were light, and 
his complexion, though without much colour, was singularly 
transparent. His beauty, indeed, would have been rather 
womanly than masculine, but for the height and sinewy 
spareness of a frame in which muscular strength was rather 
adorned than concealed by an admirable elegance of propor- 
tion. You would never have guessed this man to be an 
Italian; more likely you would have supposed him a Pa- 
risian. He conversed in French, his dress was of French 
fashion, his mode of thought seemed French. Not that he 
was like the Frenchman of the present day, — an animal, 
either rude or reserved; but your ideal of the marquis of the 
old regime, the roue of the ’Regency. 

Italian, however, he was, and of a race renowned iu Italian 
history. But, as if ashamed of his country and his birth, he 
affected to be a citizen of the world. Heaven help the world 
if it hold only such citizens ! 

“But, Giulio,” said Beatrice di Hegra, speaking in Italian, 
“ even granting that you discover this girl, can you suppose 
that her father will ever consent to your alliance? Surely 
you know too well the nature of your kinsman?” 

“Tute trompes, ma smur,” replied Giulio Franzini, Count 
di Feschiera, in French as usual, — “tu te trompes; I knew it 
before he had gone through exile and penury. How can I 
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know it now? But comfort yourself, my too anxious Beatrice, 
I shall not care for his consent, till I ’ve made sure of his 
daughter’s.” 

“But how win that in despite of the father? ” 

^^Eh, mordieu !” interrupted the count, with true French 
gayety; “what would become of all the comedies ever writ- 
ten, if marriages were not made in despite of the father? 
Look you,” he resumed, with a very slight compression of 
his lip, and a still slighter movement in his chair,— “look 
you, this is no question of ifs and huts ! it is a question of 
must and shall, — a question of existence to you and to me. 
When Danton was condemned to the guillotine, he said, fling- 
ing a pellet of bread at the nose of his respectable judge, 
‘Mon individu sera bientot dans le ndant.’ Mtj patrimony is 
there already! J am loaded with debts. I see before me, on 
the one side, ruin or suicide; on the other side, wedlock and 
wealth.” 

“ But from those vast possessions which you have been per- 
mitted to enjoy so long, have you really saved nothing against 
the time when they might be reclaimed at your hands? ” 

“My sister,” replied the count, “do I look like a man who 
saved? Besides, when the Austrian Emperor, unwilling to 
raze from his Lombard domains a name and a House so illus- 
trious as our kinsman’s, and desirous, while punishing that 
kinsman’s rebellion, to reward my adherence, forbore the per- 
emptory confiscation of those vast possessions at which my 
mouth waters while we speak, but, annexing them to the 
crown during pleasure, allowed me, as the next of male kin, 
to retain the revenues of one half for the same very indefinite*, 
period, — had I not every reason to suppose that before long I 
could so influence his Imperial Majesty, or his minister, as to 
obtain a decree that might transfer the whole, unconditionally 
and absolutely, to myself? And methinks I should have done 
so, but for this accursed, intermeddling English Milord, who 
has never ceased to besiege the court or the minister with 
alleged extenuations of our cousin’s rebellion, and proofless 
assertions that T shared it in order to entangle my kinsman, 
and betrayed it in order to profit by his spoils. So that, at 
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iastj in return for all my services, and in answer to all my 
claims, I received from the minister himself this cold reply, 

* Count of Teschiera, your aid was important, and your re- 
ward has been large. That reward it would not he for ,your 
honour to extend, and justify the ill opinion of your Italian 
countrymen by formally appropriating to yourself all that 
was forfeited by the treason you denounced. A name so 
noble as yours should be dearer to ^mu than fortune itself, ’ ” 

“Ah, Giulio,” cried Beatrice, her face lighting up, changed 
in its whole character, “those were words that might make 
the demon that tempts to avarice fly from your breast in 
shame.” 

The count opened his eyes in great amaze; then he glanced 
round the room, and said quietly,— 

“Nobody else hears you, my dear Beatrice; talk common- 
sense. Heroics sound well in mixed society; but there is 
nothing less suited to the tone of a family conversation.” 

Madame di Negra bent down her bead abashed, and that 
sudden change in the expression of her countenance which 
had seemed to betray susceptibility to generous emotion, 
faded as suddenly away. 

“But still,” she said coldly, “you enjoy one half of those 
ample revenues : why talk, then, of suicide and ruin? ” 

“ I enjoy them at the pleasure of the crown ; and what if it 
be the pleasure of the crown to recall our cousin, and rein- 
state him in his possessions?” 

“There is "a, prohahility, then, of that pardon? When you 
first employed me in your researches you only thought there 
wn,s A. possibility.’^ 

“ There is a great probability of it, and therefore I am here. 
I learned soine little time since that the question of such re- 
call Imd been suggested by the emperor, and discussed in 
Council. The danger to the State, which might arise from 
our cousin’s wealth, his alleged abilities, — abilities! bah! — 
and his popular name, deferred any decision on the point; 
and, indeed, the difficulty of dealing with myself must have 
embarrassed the minister. But it is a mere question of time. 
He cannot long remain excluded from the general amnesty 
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already extended to tlie other refugees. The person Tsrho 
gave me this information is high in power, and friendly to 
myself; and he added a piece of advice on which I acted. ‘It 
was intimated, ’ said he, ‘by one of the partisans of yon.r kins- 
man, that the exile could give a hostage for his loyalty in the 
person of his daughter and heiress; that she liad arrived at 
marriageable age; that if she were to wed, with the emperor’s 
consent, some one whose attachment to the Austrian crown 
was umpiestionable, there would be a guarantee both for the 
faith of the father, and for the transmission of so important 
a heritage to safe and loyal hands. Why not ’ (continued my 
friend) ‘apply to the emperor for his consent to that alliance 
for yourself, — you, on whom he can depend; you who, if the 
daughter should die, would be the legal heir to those lands? ^ 
On that hint I spoke.” 

“ You saw the emperor? ” 

“And after combating the unjust prepossessions against 
me, I stated that so far from my cousin liaving any fair cause 
of resentment against me, when all was duly explained to 
him, I did not doubt that he would willingly give me the 
hand of his child.” 

“You did ! ” cried the march esa, amazed. 

“And,” continued the count, iiuperturbably, as he smoothed, 
with careless hand, the snowy plaits of his shirt front,-— “and 
tlia.t I should thus have the happiness of becoming myself the 
guarantee of my kinsman’s loyalty, the agent for the restora- 
tion of his honours, while, in the eyes of the envious and 
malignant, I should clear up niy own' name from all suspicion 
that I had wronged him.” 

“ And the emperor consented? ” 

'^Fardieu, my dear sister, what else could his Majesty do? 
My proposition smoothed every obstacle, and reconciled policy 
with mercy. Tt remains, therefore, only to find out what has 
hitherto baffled all our researches, the retreat of our dear 
kinsfolk, and to make myself a welcome lover to the demoi- 
selle. There is some disparity of years, I own; but — unless 
your sex and my glass flatter me overmuch — T am still n, 
match for many a gallant of five-and-twenty.” 
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The count said this with so chamiug a smile, aud looked 
so pre-eminently handsome, that he carried off the coxcombry 
of the words as gracefully as if they had been spoken by some 
dazzling hero of the grand old comedy of Parisian life. 

Then interlacing his fingers and lightly leaning his hands, 
thus clasped, upon his sister’s shoulder, lie looked into her 
face, and said slowly, And now, my sister, for some gentle 
but deserved reproach. Have you not sadly failed me in the 
task I imposed on your regard for my interests? Is it not 
some years since you first came to England on the mission of 
discovering these worthy relations of ours? Did I not en- 
treat you to seduce into your toils the man whom I knew to 
be my enemy, and who was indubitably acquainted with our 
cousin’s retreat, — a secret he has hitherto locked within his 
bosom? Did you not tell me, that though he was then in 
England, you could find no occasion even to meet him, but 
that you had obtained the friendsliip of the statesman to 
whom I directed your attention, as his most intimate associ- 
ate? And yet you, whose charms are usually so irresistible, 
learn nothing from the statesman, as yon see nothing of 
Milord. Nay, baffled and misled, you actually suppose that 
the quarry has taken refuge in France, You go thither, you 
pretend to search the capital, the provinces, Switzerland, q;u.e, 
sais-j(! All in vain, — though — foi de gentilhomme — your 
police cost me dearly. You return to England; the same 
chase, and the same result. PalsambUu, ma sosur, I do too 
much credit to your talents not to question your zeal. In a 
word, have you been in earnest, — or have you not had some 
womanly pleasure in amusing yourself and abusing my trust? ” 

^^Giulio,” answered Beatrice, sadly, “you know the influ- 
ence you have exercised over my character and my fate. 
Your reproaches are not just. I made such inquiries as were 
in my power, and I have now cause to believe that I know one 
who is possessed of this secret, and can guide us to it.” 

“ Ah, you do ! ” exclaimed the count. Beatrice did not heed 
the exclamation, and hurried on. 

“But grant tliaf my heart shrunk from the task you im- 
posed on me, would it not have been natural? When I first 
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came to England, you informed me tliat j^our object in dis- 
covering the exiles was one wliieli I coxild honestly aid. You 
naturally wished first to know if the daughter lived ; if not, 
yon were the heir. If she did, yon assured me you desired 
to efL'ect, through niy mediation, some lil)eral compromise 
with Alphonso, by which you would have sought to obtain 
his restoration, provided he would leave you for life in pos- 
session of the grant you hold from the crown. While these 
were your objects, I did my best, ineffectual as it was, to ob- 
tain the information required.” 

“ And what made me lose so important, though so ineffectual 
an ally?” asked the count, still smiling; hut a gleam that 
belied the smile shot from his eye. 

“ What ! when you bade me receive and co-operate with the 
miserable spies — the false Italians — whom you sent over, 
and seek to entangle this poor exile, when found, in some 
rash correspondence to be revealed to the court; when you 
sought to seduce the daughter of the Count of Peschiera, the 
descendant of those who had ruled in Italy, into the informer, 
the corrupter, and the traitress, — no, Giiilio, then i recoiled; 
and then, fearful of your own sway over me, I retreated into 
Prance. I have answered you frankly.” 

The count removed his hands from the shoulder on which 
they had reclined so cordially. 

“And this,” said he, “is your wisdom, and this your grati- 
tude ! You, whose fortunes are bound up in mine; you, who 
subsist on my bounty ; yon, who — ” 

“Hold,” cried the marchesa, rising, and with a burst of 
emotion, as if stung to the utmost, and breaking into revolt 
from the tyranny of years, — “hold! Gratitude! bounty! 
Brother, brother ! what, indeed, do I owe to you? The shame 
and the misery of a life. While yet a child, you condemned 
me to marry against my will, against my heart, against my 
prayers, — and laughed at iny tears when I knelt to you for 
mercy. I was pure then, Giulio, — pure and innocent as the 
flowers in my virgin crown. And now — now — ■ ” 

Beatrice stopped abruptly, and clasped her hands before 
her face. 
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“''Now you upbraid me/’ said the count, unruffled by her 
sudden passion, “because I gave you in marriage to a man 
young and noble? ” 

“Old in vices, and moan of soul ! The marriage I forgave 
you. You had the right, according to the customs of our 
country, to dispose of my hand. But I forgave you not the 
consolations that you whispered in the ear of a wretched and 
insulted wife.” 

“Pardon me the remark,” replied the count, with a courtly 
bend of his head, “ but those consolations were also conforma- 
ble to the customs of our country, and 1 was not aware till 
now that you had wholly disdained them. And,” continued 
the count, “ you were not so long a wife that the gall of the 
chain should smart still. You were soon left a widow, — free, 
childless, young, beautiful.” 

“And penniless.” 

“True, Di Negra was a gambler, and very unlucky; no 
fault of mine. I could neither keep the cards from his 
hands, nor advise him how to jday them.” 

“And my own portion? 0 Giulio, I knew but at his death 
why you had condemned me to that renegade Genoese. He 
owed you monej?', mid, against honour, and I believe against 
law, you had accepted my fortune in discharge of the debt,” 

“He had no other way to discharge it; a debt of honour 
must be paid, — old stories these. What matters? Since 
then my purse has been open to you.” 

“Yes, not as your sister, but your instrument, your spy! 
Yes, your purse has been open — with a niggard hand.” 

“ Unj)eu de conscience, 7na chh'e, — -you are so extravagant. 
But come, be plain. What would you? ” 

“I would be free from you.” 

“That is, you would form some second marriage with one 
of these rich island lords. Mafoi, I respect your ambition.” 

“It is not so high. I aim but to escape from slavery, — to 
be placed beyond dishonourable temptation. I desire,” cried 
Beatrice, with increased emotion, — “I desire to re-enter the 
Ufe of woman.” 

“Eno’l” said the count, with a visible impatience; “is 
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there anything in the attainment of your object tha,t should 
render you indifferent to mine? You desire to marry, if I 
comprehend you right. And to marry as becomes you, you 
should bring to your husband not debts, but a do’wr 3 o Be it 
so. I will restore the portion that I saved from the spend- 
thrift clutch of the Genoese, — the moment that it is 311 ine 
to bestow, tlie moment that I am husband to my kinsiiianhs 
heiress. And now, Beatrice, you imply that my former no- 
tions revolted your conscience; my present plan should com 
tent it, for by this marriage shall our kinsnuui regain his 
('.ountry, and repossess, at least, half his lands. And if I am 
not an excellent husbasid to the demoiselle, it will be her 
own fault. I have sown my wild oats. Je suis hon prince, 
when I have things a little my own way. It is my hope and 
my intention, and certainly it will be my interest, to become 
digne epoux et irreprochable pere defainille. I speak lightly, 
— ’t is my way. I mean seriously. The little girl will be 
very happy with me, and I shall succeed in soothing all re- 
sentment her father may retain. Will you aid me then, — 
yes or no? Aid me, and you shall indeed be free. The ina,- 
gician will release the fair spirit he has bound to his will. 
Aid me not, 7na chere, and mark, I do not threaten — I do but 
warn — aid me not; grant that I become a begga.r, and ask 
yourself what is to become of you, — ■ still young, still beauti- 
ful, and still penniless? Nay, worse than penniless; yon 
have done me the honour,” and here the count, looking on the 
table, drew a letter from a portfolio emblazoned with his 
arms and coronet, — “you have done me the honour to con- 
sult me as to your debts.” 

“ You will restore my fortune?” said the marchesa, irreso- 
lutely, — and averting her head from an odious schedule of 
figures, 

“When my own, with your aid, is secured.” 

“ But do you not overrate the value of my aid? ” 

“Possibly,” said the count, with a caressing suavity — and 
he kissed his sister’s forehead. “Possibly; but, by my 
honour, I wish to repair to you any wrong, real or supposed, 
I may have done you in past times. I wish to fi.nd again my 
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own dear sister, I may over-value your aid, but not tlie affec- 
tion from wliicli it comes. Let us be friends, cara Beatrice 
mia,” added the count, for the first time employing Italian 
words. 

The luarchesa laid her head on his shoulder, and her tears 
flowed softly. Evidently this man had great influence over 
her, — and evidently, whatever her cause for complaint, her 
affection for him was still sisterly and strong. A nature with 
fine flashes of generosity, spirit, honour, and passion was 
hers; but uncultured, unguided, spoilt by the worst social 
examples, easily led into wrong, not always aware where the 
wrong was, letting affections good or bad whisper away her 
conscience or blind her reason. Such women are often far 
more dangerous when induced to wrong than those who are 
thoroughly abandoned, — such women are the accomplices 
men like the Count of Peschiera most desire to obtain. 

“Ah, Giulio,” said Beatrice, after a pause, and looking up 
at him through her tears, “ when you speak to me thus, you 
know you can do with me what you will. Patherless and 
motherless, whom had my childhood to love and obey but 
you? ” 

“Dear Beatrice,” murmured the count, tenderly, and he 
again kissed her forehead. “So,” he continued, more care- 
lessly, — “so the reconciliation is effected, and our interests 
and our hearts re-allied. Now, alas ! to descend to business. 
You say tbat you know some one whom you believe to be 
acquainted with the lurking-place of my father-in-law — that 
is to be!” 

“I think so. You remind me that I have an appointment 
with him this day: it is near the hour, — 1 must leave you.” 

“To leani the secret? — Quick, quick. I have no fear of 
your success, if it is by his heart that you lead him I ” 

“You mistake; on his heart I have no hold. But he has a 
friend who loves me, and honourably, and whose cause he 
pleads. I think here that I have some means to control or 
persuade him. If not — ah, he is of a character that per- 
plexes me ill all but his worldly ambition; and how can we 
foreigners influence him through tAa# ? ” 
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“ Is lie poor, or is he extravagant? ” 

“Not extravagant, and not positively poor, but dependent.^’ 

“Then we have him,” said the count, composedly. “If his 
assistance be worth buying, we can bid high for it. mon 
ame, I never yet knew money fail with any man who was 
both worldly and dependent. I put him and myself in your 
hands.” 

Thus saying, the count opened the door, and conducted his 
sister with formal politeness to her carriage. He then re- 
turned, reseated himself, and mused in silence. As he did 
so, the muscles of his countenance relaxed. The levity of the 
frenchman fled from his visage, and in his eye, as it gazed 
abstractedly into space, there was that steady depth so re- 
markable in the old portraits of Florentine diplomatist or 
Venetian Oligarch. Thus seen, there was in that face, de- 
spite all its beauty, something that would have awed back 
even the fond gaze of love, — something bard, collected, in- 
scrutable, remorseless. But this change of countenance did 
not last long. Evidently thought, though intense for the 
moment, was not habitual to the man; evidently he had lived 
the life which takes all things lightly, — so he rose with a 
look of fatigue, shook and stretched himself, as if to cast 
off, or grow out of, an unwelcome and irksome mood. An 
hour afterwards, the Count of Peschiera was charming all 
eyes, and pleasing all ears, in the saloon of a high-horn 
beauty, whose acquaintance he had made at Vienna, and 
whose charms, according to that old and never-truth-speaking 
oracle, Polite Scandal, were now said to have attracted to 
London the brilliant foreigner. 


CHAPTEE, III. 

The marchesa regained her house, which was in Curzon 
Street, and withdrew to her own room, to readjust her dress, 
and remove from her countenance all trace of the tears she 
had shed. 
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Half an lionr nfterwa.rds she was seated in her drawing- 
room, composed and calm; nor, seeing her then, could you 
have guessed that she was capable of so much emotion and so 
much weakness. In that stately exterior, in that quiet atti- 
tude, in that elaborate and finished elegance which comes 
alike from the arts of the toilet and the conventional repose 
of rank, you could see but the woman of the world and the 
great lady. 

A knock at the door was lieard, and in a few moinents there 
entered a visitor, with the easy familiarity of intimate ac- 
quaintance, — a young man, but with none of the bloom of 
youth. His hair, fine as a woman’s, was thin and scanty, but 
it fell low over the forehead, and concealed that noblest of 
our human features. “A gentleman,” says Apuleius, “ought 
to wear his whole mind on his forehead.” ^ The young visitor 
would never have committed so frank an imprudence. His 
cheek was pale, and in his step and his movements there was 
a languor that spoke of fatigued nerves or delicate health. 
But the light of the eye and the tone of the voice were those 
of a mental temperament controlling the bodily, — vigorous 
and energetic. For the rest, his general appearance was dis- 
tinguished by a refinement alike intellectual and social. Once 
seen, you would not easily forget him; and the reader, no 
doubt, already recognizes Randal Leslie. His salutation, as 
T before said, was that of intimate familiarity; yet it was 
given and replied to with that unreserved openness which de- 
notes the absence of a more tender sentiment. 

Seating himself by the marehesa’s side, Eandal began first 
to converse on the fashionable topics and gossip of the day ; 
but it was observable that while he extracted from her the 
current anecdote and scandal of the great world, neither anec- 
dote nor scandal did he communicate in return. Randal 
Leslie had already learned the art not to commit himself, nor 
to have quoted against him one ill-natured remark upon the 
eminent. Nothing more injures the man who would rise be- 
yond the fame of the salons than to be considered backbiter 

^ “ Hominem liberum et magnifiemu debere, si queat, in primori fronte, 
gostaro.” 
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and gOvSsip; "yet it is always useful,’^ thought llandal Leslie, 
“ to hnow. the foibles, the small social and private springs, by 
which the great are moved. Critical occasions may arise in 
which such a knowledge may be power.” And hence, per- 
haps (besides a more private motive, soon to be perceived), 
Randal did not consider his time thrown away in cultivating 
Madame di Negra’s friendship. For, despite much that was 
whispered against her, she had succeeded in dispelling the 
Goldness with which she had at first been received in the Lon- 
don circles. Her beauty, her grace, and her high birth had 
raised her into fashion, and the homage of men of the first 
station, while it perhaps injured her reputation as woman, 
added to her celebrity as fine lady. So much do we cold Eng- 
lish, prudes though we be, forgive to the foreigner what we 
avenge on the native. 

Sliding at last from these general topics into very well-bred 
and elegant personal compliment, and reciting various eulo- 
gies, which Lord this and the Duke of that had passed on the 
raarchesa’s charms, Randal laid his hand on hers, with the 


license of admitted friendship, and said, — 

"But since you have deigned to confide in me, since when 
(happily for me, and with a generosity of which no coquette 
could have been capable) you, in good time, repressed into 
friendship feelings that might else have ripened into those 
you are formed to inspire and disdain to return, you told me 
with your charming smile, ‘Let no one speak to me of love 
who does not offer me his hand, and with it the means to 
supply tastes that I fear are terribly extravagant,’' — since 
thus you allowed me to divine your natural objects, and upon 
that understanding our intimacy has been founded, you will 
pardon me for saying that the admiration you excite amongst 
these grcmds seigneurs 1 have, named only serves to defeat 
your own purpose, and scare away admirers less brilliant, but 
more in earnest. Most of these gentlemen are unfortunately 
married; and they who are nbt belong to those members of our 
aristocracy who, in marriage, seek more than beauty and wit, 
— namely, connections to strengthen their political station, 
or wealth to redeem a mortgage nnd sustain a title.” 


“My dear Mr. Leslie,” replied tlie inarcliesa, — and a cer- 
tain sadness might be detected in the tone of the voice and 
the droop of the eye, — “1 have lived long enough in the real 
world to ap]:)reciate the baseness and the falsehood of most of 
those sentiments which take the noblest names. I see through 
the hearts of tlie admirers you parade before me, and know 
that not one of tliem would shelter with his ermine the woman 
to whom he talks of his heart. Ah,” continued Beatrice, with 
a softness of which she was unconscious, but which might 
have been extremely dangerous to youth less steeled and self- 
guarded than was Eandal Leslie's, — “ah, I am less ambitious 
than you suppose. I have dreamed of a friend, a companion, 
a protector, with feelings still fresh, undebased by the low 
round of vulgar dissipation and mean pleasures, — of a heart 
so new, that it might restore my own to what it was in its 
happy spring. I have seen in your country some marriages, 
the mere contemplation of which has filled my eyes with de- 
licious tears. I have learned in England to know the value 
of home. And with such a heart as I describe, and such a 
home, I could forget that I ever knew a less pure ambition.” 

“This language does not surprise me,” said Eandal; “yet 
it does not harmonize with your former answer to me.” 

“To you,” repeated Beatrice, smiling, and regaining her 
lighter maimer; “to you, — true. But I never had the vanity 
to think that your affection for me could bear the sacrifices it 
would cost you iu marriage; that you, with your ambition, 
could bound yonr dreams of happiness to home. And then, 
too,” said she, raising her head, and with a certain grave 
jiride in her air, — “and I could not have consented to 
share my fate with one whom my poverty would cripple. I 
could not listen to my heart, if it had beat for a lover with- 
out fortune, for to him I could then have brought but a bur- 
den, and betrayed him into a union with poverty and debt. 
Now, it may be different. Now I may have the dowry that 
befits my birth. And now I may be free to choose according 
to my heart as woman, not according to my necessities, as 
one poor, harassed, and despairing.” 

“Ah,” said Eandal, interested, and drawing still closer 
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towards liis fair companion, — “ah, I congratulate you sin- 
cerely j you have cause, then, to think that you shall be — 
rich ? 

The marchesa paused before she answered, and during that 
pa, use Uandal relaxed the web of the scheme which he had 
been secretly weaving, and rapidly considered whether, if 
Beatrice cli Negra would indeed be rich, she miglit answer to 
himself as a w'ife; and in what way, if so, he had be,st change 
his tone from that of friendship into that of love. While 
thus reflecting, Beatrice answered, — 

“Not rich for an Englishwoman; for an Italian, yes. My 
fortune should be half a million — ” 

“Half a million! ” cried Eandal, and with difficulty he re- 
strained himself from falling at her feet in adoration. 

“ Of francs ! continued the marchesa. 

“Francs ! Ah,” said Randal, with a long-drawn breath, and 
recovering from his sudden enthusiasm, “about j£ 20,000? — 
eight hundred a year at four per cent. A very handsome por- 
tion, certainly (Genteel poverty! ” he murmured to himself. 
“What an escape I have had! but I see — I see. This will 
smooth all difficulties in the way of my better and earlier 
project. I see),— a very handsome portion,” he repeated 
aloud, — “not for a grand seigneur, indeed, but still for a 
gentlemau of birth and expectations worthy of your choice, if 
ambition be not your first object. Ah, while you spoke with 
such endearing eloquence of feelings that were fresh, of a 
heart that was new, of the happy English home, you might 
guess that my thoughts ran to my friend who loves you so 
devotedly, and who so realizes your ideal. Proverbially, with 
■us, hap];)y marriages and happy homes are found not in the 
gay cir(des of London fashion, but at the hearths of our rural 
nobility, our untitled country gentlemen. And who, amongst 
all your axiorers, can offer you a lot so really enviable as the 
one whom, I see by your blush, you already guess that I 
refer to? ” 

“Did I blush?” said the marchesa, with a silvery laugh. 
“Nay, I think that your zeal for your friend misled you. 
But I will own frankly, I have been touched by his honest 



ingenuous lov(s— so evident, yet rather looked than spoken. 
I have contrasted the love that honours me with the suitors 
that seek to degrade; more I cannot say. For though 1 grant 
that your friend is handsome, high-spirited, and generous, 
still he is not what — ” 

''You mistake, believe me,” interrupted Eandal, "You 
shall not finish yonr sentence. He is all that you do not yet 
suppose him; for his shyness, and his very love, his very re- 
spect for your superiority, do not allow his mind and his na- 
ture to appear to advantage. You, it is true, have a taste 
for letters and poetry rare among your countrywomen. Hi' 
has not at present — few men have. But what Cimon would 
not be refined by so fair an Iphigenia? Such frivolities as he 
now shows belong but to youth and inexperience of life. 
Happy the brother who could see his sister the wife of 
Frank Hazeldean.” 

The marchesa leaned her cheek on her hand in silence. To 
her, marriage was more than it usually seems to dreaming 
maiden or to disconsolate widow. So had the strong desire 
to escape from the control of her unprincipled and remorseless 
brother grown a part of her very soul; so had whatever was 
best and highest in her very mixed and complex character 
been galled and outraged by her friendless and exposed 
position, the equivocal worship rendered to her beauty, the 
various debasements to which pecuniary embarrassments had 
subjected her — not without design on the part of the count, 
who though grasping, was not miserly, and who by precarious 
and seemingly capricious gifts at one time, and refusals of all 
aid at another, had involved her in debt in order to retain his 
hold on her ; so utterly painful and humiliating to a woman 
of her pride and her birth was the station that she held in the 
world, — that in marriage she saw liberty, life, honour, self- 
redemjjtion; and these thoughts, while they compelled he}- 
to co-operate with the schemes by which the count, on secur- 
ing to himself a bride, was to bestow on herself a dower, also 
disposed her now to receive with favour Eandal Leslie’s 
pleadings on behalf of his friend. 

The advocate saw that he had made an impression, and 
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with the marvellous skill whieli his knowledge of those natures 
that engaged his study bestowed on liis intelligencej he con- 
tinued to improve his cause by such representations as were 
likely to be most effective. With what admirable tact he 
avoided panegyric of Erank as the mere individual, and drew 
him ratlier as the type, the ideal of what a woman in Beatrice's 
position might desire, in the safety, peace, and honour of a 
home, ill the trust and oonstafaey and honest confiding love of 
its partner! He did not 'paint an elysium, — he described a 
haven; he did not glowingly delineate a hero of romance, — 
he soberly portrayed that Representative of the Respectable 
and the Real which a woman turns to when romance begins 
to seem to her but delusion. Verily, if you could have looked 
into the heart of the person he addressed, and heard him 
speak, you would have cried admiringly, “Knowledge -is 
power; and this man, if as able on a larger field of action, 
should play no mean part in the history of his time.” 

Slowly Beatrice roused herself from the reveries which 
crept over her as he spoke, — slowly, and with a deep sigh, 
and said, — 

“Well, well, grant all you say! at least before I can listen 
to so honourable a love, I must be relieved from the base and 
sordid pleasure that weighs on me. I cannot say to the man 
who wooes me, ‘Will you pay the debts of the daughter of 
Franzini, and the widow of Di Negra? ' ” 

“Nay, your debts, surely, make so slight a portion of your 
dowry.” 

“But the dowry has to be secured; ” and here, turning the 
tables upon her companion, as the apt proverb expresses it, 
Madame di Negra extended her hand to Randal, and said in 
the most winning accents, “ You are, then, truly and sincerely 
my friend? ” 

“ Can you doubt it? ” 

“I prove that I do not, for I ask your assistance.” 
“Mine? How? ” 

“ Listen ; my brother has arrived in London — ” 

“I see that arrival announced in the papers.” 

“And he comes, empowered by the consent of the emperor, 
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to Evsk the hand of a relation and countrywoman of his, — an 
alliance that will heal long family dissensions, and add to his 
own fortunes those of an heiress. My brother, like myself, 
has been extravagant. The dowry which by law he still owes 
me it would distress him to pay till this marriage be assured.” 

‘‘I understand,” said Eandal. “But how can I aid this 
marriage? ” 

“By assisting us to discover the bride. She, with her 
father, sought refuge and concealment in England.” 

“The father had, then, taken part in some political dis- 
affections, and was proscribed? ” 

“Exactly; and so well has he concealed himself, that he 
has baffled all our efforts to discover his retreat. My brother 
can obtain him his pardon in cementing this alliance — ” 

“ Proceed.” 

“Ah, Randal, Randal, is this the frankness of friendship? 
You know that I have before sought to obtain the secret of 
our relation’s retreat, — sought in vain to obtain it from Mr. 
Egertoii, who assuredly knows it — ” 

“But who communicates no secrets to living man,” said 
Randal, almost bitterly; “who, close and compact as iron, is 
as little malleable to me as to you.” 

“Pardon me. I know you so well that I believe you could 
attain to any secret you sought earnestly to acquire. Nay, 
more, I believe that you know already that secret which I 
ask you to share with me.” 

“ What on earth makes you think so? ” 

“ When, some weeks ago, you asked me to describe the per- 
sonal appearance and manners of the exile, which I did partly 
fr(nn the recollections of my childhood, partly from the de- 
scription given to me by others, I could not but notice your 
countenance, and remark its change; in spite,” said the mar- 
chesa, smiling, and watching Randal while she spoke, — “ in 
spite of your habitual self-command. And when I pressed 
you to own that you had actually seen some one who tallied 
with that description, your denial did not deceive me. Still 
more, when returning recently, of your own accord, to the 
subject, you questioned me so shrewdly as to my motives in 


seeking the clew to our refugees, and I did not then answer 
you satisfactorily, I could detect — ” 

“Ha, ha,” interrupted K-andal, with the low soft laugh by 
which occasionally he infringed upon Lord Chesterfield’s rec- 
ommendations to shun a merriment so natural as to be ill- 
bred, — “ha, ha, you have tlie faxilt of all observers too minute 
and refined. But oven granting that I may have seen some 
Italian exiles (which is likely enough), what could be more 
natiira,! than my seeking to compare your description with 
their appearance; and granting that I might suspect some 
one amongst them to be the man you search for, what more 
natural also than that I should desire to know if you meant 
him harm or good in discovering his ‘whereabout ’? For ill,” 
added Eandal, with an air of prudery, — “ill would it become 
me to betray, even to friendship, the retreat of one who would 
hide from persecution ; and even if I did so — for honour it- 
self is a weak safeguard against your fascinations — such in- 
discretion might be fatal to my future career.” 

“How?” 

“ Do you not say that Egerfcon knows the secret, yet will 
not communieaite; and is he a man who would ever forgive 
in me an imprudence that committed himself? My dear 
friend, I will tell you more. When Audley Egerton first no- 
ticed my growing intimacy with you, he said, with his usual 
dryness of counsel, ‘Bandal, I do not ask you to discontinue 
acquaintance with Madame di Negra, for an acquaintance with 
women like her forms the manners, and refines the intellect; 
but charming women are dangerous, and Madame di JSTegra is 
— a charming woman,’ ” 

The march esa’s face flushed. Eandal resumed: “ ‘Your 
fair acquaintance ’ (I am still quoting Egerton) ‘seeks to dis- 
cover the home of a countryman of hers. She suspects that I 
know it. She may try to learn it through you. Accident 
may possibly give you the information she requires. Beware 
how yon betray it. By one such weakness I should judge of 
your general character. He from whom a woman can extract 
a secret will never he fit for public life.’ Therefore, my dear 
marche.sa, even supposing I possess this secret, you would he 
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no true friend of mine to ask me to reveal what would im- 
peril all niy i)rospet;ts. For as yet,” added Eandal, with a 
gloomy shade on his brow, — “as yet, I do not stand alone 
and erect, — I lean, 1 am dependent.” 

“There may be a way,” replied Madame di Eegra, persist- 
ing, “to communicate this intelligence without the possibil- 
ity of Mr. Egerton’s tracing our discovery to yourself; and, 
though I will not press you further, I add this, — You urge 
me to accept your friend’s hand; you seem interested in the 
success of his suit, and you plead it with a warmth that shows 
how much you regard what you suppose is his happiness ; I 
will never accept his hand till I can do so without blush for 
my penury, — till my dowry is secured; and that can only be 
by my brother’s union with the exile’s daughter. For your 
friend’s sake, therefore, think well how you can aid me i» 
the first step to that alliance. The young lady once discov* 
ered, and my brother has no fear for the success of his suit.” 

“ And you would marry Frank if the dower was secured?” 

“Your arguments in his favour seem irresistible,” replied 
Beatrice, looking down. 

A flash went from Randal’s eyes, and he mused a few 
moments. 

Then slowly rising, and drawing on his gloves, he said,— - 

“ Well, at least you so far reconcile my honour towards aid' 
ing your research, that you now inform me you mean no ill 
to the exile.” 

“ 111 ! ^ — the restoration to fortune, honours, his native 
land ! ” 

“ And you so far enlist my heart on yotir side, that you in- 
spire mci with the hope to contribute to the happiness of two 
friends whom I dearly love. I will, therefore, diligently 
try to ascertain if, among the refugees I have met with, lurk 
those whom you seek; and if so, I will thoughtfully consider 
how to give yon the clew. Meanwhile, not one incautious 
word to Egerton. ” 

“Trust me, — I am a woman of the world.” 

Randal now had gained the door. He paused, and renewed 
carelessly, — 
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“ This young lady must be heiress to great wealth, to in- 
duce a man of your brother's rank to take so much pains to 
discover her.” 

“Her wealth willho^ vast,” replied the raarchesa; “and if 
anything from wealth or influence in a foreign State could be 
permitted to prove my brother’s gratitude — ” 

“ Ah, fie ! ” interrupted Kandal ; and, approaching Madame 
di Negra, he lifted her hand to his lips, and said gallantly, — 
“This is reward enough to yonx jjreux chevalier” 

With those words he took his leave. 


CHAPTER IV. 

With his hands behind him, and his head drooping on his 
breast, slow, stealthy, noiseless, Randal Leslie glided along 
the streets on leaving the Italian’s house. Across the scheme 
he had before revolved, there glanced another yet more glit- 
tering, for its gain might be more sure and immediate. If 
the exile’s daughter were heiress to such wealth, might he 
himself hope — He stopped short even in his own soliloquy, 
and his breath came quick. Now, in his last visit to Hazel- 
dean, he had come in contact with Riccabocca, and been struck 
by the beauty of Violante. A vague suspicion had crossed 
him that these might be the persons of whom the marchesa 
was in search, and the suspicion had been confirmed by 
Beatrice’s description of the refugee she desired to discover. 
But as he had not then learned the reason for her inquiries, 
nor conceived the possibility that he could have any personal 
interest in ascertaining the truth, he had only classed the 
secret in question among those the further research into 
which might be left to time and occasion. Certainly tlie 
reader will not do the unscrupulous intellect of Randal Leslie 
the injustice to suppose that he was deterred from confiding 
to his fair friend all that he knew of Riccabocca by the re- 
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finemeni; of honour to which he had so chivalrously alluded. 
He had correctly stated Audley Egerton’s warning against 
any indiscreet confidence, though he had forborne to mention 
a more recent and direct renewal of the same caution. His 
first visit to Hazeldean had been paid without consulting 
Egerton. He had been passing some days at his father’s 
house, and had gone over thence to the squire’s. On his re- 
turn to London, he had, however, mentioned this visit to 
Audley, who had seemed annoyed and even displeased at it, 
though Eandal knew sufficient of Egerton’s character to guess 
that such feelings could scarce be occasioned merely by Ms 
estrangement from his half-brother. This dissatisfaction 
had, therefore, puzzled the young man. But as it was nec- 
essary to his views to establish intimacy with the squire, he 
did not yield the point with his customary deference to his 
patron’s whims. Accordingly he observed that he should he 
very sorry to do anything displeasing to his benefactor, but 
that his father had been noturnlly anxious tliat he should not 
appear positivel}* to slight the friendly overtures of Mr. 
Hazeldean. 

“Why naturally?” asked Egerton. 

“Because you know that Mr. Hazeldean is a relation of 
mine, — that my grandmother was a Hazeldean.” 

“ Ah ! ” said Egerton, who, as it has been before said, knew 
little and cared less about the Hazeldean pedigree, “I was 
either not aware of that circumstance, or had forgotten it. 
And your father thinks that the squire may leave you a 
legacy?” 

“Oh, sir, my father is not so mercenary, — such an idea 
never entered his head. But the squire himself has indeed 
said, ‘Why, if anything happened to Frank, yon would bo 
next heir to my lands, and therefore we ought to know each 
other.’ But — ” 

“Enough,” interrupted Egerton. “I am the last man to 
pretend to the right of standing between you and a single 
chance of fortune, or of aid to it. And whom did you meet 
at Hazeldean?” 

“There was no one there, sir; not even Frank.” 
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“Hum. Is tlie squire not on good terms with his parson? 
Any quarrel about tithes?” 

“Oh, no quarrel. I forgot Mr. Dale; I saw him pretty 
often. He admires and praises you very much, sir.” 

“Me — and why? What did he say of me? ” 

“That your heart was as sound as your head; that ho had 
once seen you about some old parishioners ot his, ami that he 
had been much impressed with the depth of feeling .he could 
not have anticipated in a man of the world, and a statesman.” 

“Oh, that was all; some affair when I was member for 
Lansmere? ” 

“I suxipose so.” 

Here the conversation had broken off; but the next time 
Randal was led to visit the squire he had formally asked 
Bgerton’s consent, who, after a moment’s hesitation, had as 
formally replied, “I have no objection.” 

On returning from this visit, Randal mentioned that he 
had seen Eiccabocca: and Egerton, a little startled at first, 
said composedly, “Doubtless one of the political refugees; 
take care not to set Madame di Negra on his track. Re- 
member, she is suspected of being a spy of the Austrian 
government.” 

“Rely on me, sir,” said Randal; “but I should think this 
poor doctor can scarcely be the penson she seeks to discover.” 

“That is no affair of ours,” answered Egerton: “we are 
English gentlemen, and make not a step towards the secrets 
of another.” 

Now, when Randal revolved this rather ambiguous ansAver, 
and recalled the uneasiness with which Egerton had first 
heard of his visit to Hazeldean, he thought that he was in- 
deed near the secret which Egerton desired to conceal from 
him and from ail, — namely, the incognito of the Italian 
Avhom Lord L’Estrange had taken under his xmoteetion. 

“My cards,” said Randal to himself, as with a deep-draAvn 
sigh he resumed his soliloquy, “are become difficult to play. 
On the one hand, to entangle Erank into marriage with this 
foreigner, the squire could never forgive him. On the other 
hand, if she will not marry him without the dowry — and 
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that depends on her brother’s wedding this country woman — 
and that countrywoman be, as I surmise, Violante, and 
Violante be this heiress, and to be won by me! Tush, tush. 
Such delicate scruples in a woman so placed and so consti- 
tuted as Beatrice di ISTegra must be easily talked away, Nay, 
the loss itself of this alliance to her brother, the loss of her 
own dowry, the very pressure of poverty and debt, would 
compel her into the sole escape left to her option. I will 
then followup the old plan; I will go down to Hazeldeau, 
and see if there be any substance in the new one; and then 
to reconcile both. Aha — the House of Leslie shall rise yet 
from its ruin — and — ” 

Here he was startled from his revery by a friendly slap on 
the shoulder, and an exclamation, “Why, Randal, you are 
more absent than when you used to steal away from the 
cricket-ground, muttering Greek verses, at Eton.” 

“My dear Frank,’' said Randal, “you — you are so brusque, 
and I was just thinking of you.” 

“Were you? And kindly, then, I am sure,” said Frank 
Hazeldean, his lionest handsome face lighted up with the un- 
suspecting genial trust of friendship; “and Heaven knows,” 
he added, with a sadder voice, and a graver expression on his 
eye and lip, — “Heaven knows I want all the kindness you 
can give me ! ” 

“I thought,” said Randal, “that your father’s last supply, 
of wliich was fortunate enough to be the bearer, would clear 
off your more pressing debts. I don’t pretend to preach, 
but really, I must say once, more, you should not be so 
extravagant.” 

.FiiANK (seriously). — “I have done my best to reform. I 
have sold off my horses, and I have not touched dice nor card 
these six months ; I would not even put into the raMe for the 
last .Derby.” This last was said with the air of a man who 
doubted the possibility of obtaining belief to some assertion 
of preternatural abstinence and virtue. 

Randal. — “ Is it possible? But with such self-con quest, 
how is it that you cannot contrive to live within the hounds 
of a very liberal allowance? ” 
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Fkank (desponilingly). — “Why, when a man once gets his 
head under water, it is so hard to float back again on the sur- 
face. ifou see, I attribute all my embarrassments to that 
first concealment of my debts from my father, when they could 
have been so easily met, and when he came up to town so 
kindly.” 

“I am sorry, then, that I gave you that advice.” 

“Oh, you meant it so kindly, I don’t reproach you; it was 
all my own fault.” 

“Why, indeed, I did urge you to pay off that moiety of 
your debts left uupaid, with your allowance. Had you done 
so, all had been well.” 

“ Yes; but poor Borrowell got into such a scrape at Good' 
wood, I could not resist him; a debt of honour, — that must 
be paid; so when I signed another bill for him, he could not 
pay it, poor fellow ! Really he would have shot himself, if 
1 had not renewed it. And now'^ it is swelled to such an 
amount with that cursed interest, tliat he never can pay it; 
and one bill, of course, begets another, — and to be renewed 
every three months ; ’t is the. devil and all ! So little as I. 
ever got for all I have borrowed,” added Frank, with a kind 
of rueful amaze. “Hot £ 1,500 ready money; and the inter- 
est would cost me almost as much yearly, — if I had it.” 

“Only £ 1,5001” 

“Well; besides seven large chests of the worst cigars you 
ever smoked, three pipes of wine that no one would drink, 
and a great bear that had been imported from Greenland for 
the sake of its grease.” 

“That should, at least, have saved you a bill with your 
hairdresser.” 

“1 paid his bill with it,” said Frank, “and very good- 
natured he was to take the monster off my hands, — it had 
already hugged two soldiers and one groom into the shape of 
a flounder. I tell you what,” resumed Frank, after a short 
pause, “ I have a great mind even now to tell my father 
honestly all my embarrassments,” 

Randal (solemnly). — “Hum 1 ” 

Fuank. — “ What? don’t you think it would be the best 
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way? I never can save enough., — never can pay off wliat T 
owe; and it rolls like a snowball,” 

Randal. — “Judging by the squire’s talk, T think that 
with the first sight of your affairs you would forfeit his 
fa,vour forever; and your mother would be so shocked, es- 
pecially after supposing that the sum I brought you so lately 
sufficed to pay off every claim on you. If you had not as- 
sured her of that it might be different; but she, who so hates 
an untruth, and who said to the squire, * Frank says this will 
clear him; and with all his faults, Frank never yet told a 
lie ! ’ ” 

“ Oh, my dear mother ! — I fancy I hear her ! ” cried Frank, 
with deep emotion. “But I did not tell a lie, Randal; I did 
not say that that sum would clear me.” 

“You empowered and begged me to say so, ” replied Ran- 
dal, with grave coldness; “and don’t blame me if I believed 
you.” 

“No, no! I only said it would clear me for the moment.” 

“I misunderstood you, then, sadly; and such mistakes in- 
volve my own honour. Pardon me, Frank; don’t ask my aid 
in future. You see, with the best intentions, I only compro- 
mise myself. ” 

“If you forsake me, I may as well go and throw myself into 
the river,” said Frank, in a tone of despair; “and sooner or 
later, my father must know ray necessities. The Jews threaten 
to go to him already ; and the longer the delay, the more ter- 
rible the exjJaiiation.” 

“ I don’t see why your father should ever learn the state of 
your affairs ; and it seems to me that you could pay off these 
usurers, and get rid of these bills, by raising money on com- 
paratively easy terms — ” 

“How?” cried Frank, eagerly. 

“Why, the Casino property is entailed on you, and you 
might obtain a sum upon that, not to be paid till the property 
becomes yours.” 

“At my poor father’s death? Oh, no, no! I cannot bear 
the idea of this cold-blooded calculation on a father’s death. 
I know it is not uncommon; I know other fellows who have 




212 


MY NOVEL; OK, 


done it, but they neYer had parents so kind as mine; and 
even in them it shocked and revolted me. The contempla- 
ting a father^s death, and profiting by the contemplation — 
it seems a kind of parricide ; it is not natural, Bandal. Be- 
sides, don't you remember what the Crovenior said, — ho actu- 
ally wept while he said it, — ‘Never ualeulate on my death; I 
could not bear that.' Oh, Eandal, don’t speak of it ! " 

“I respect your sentiments; but still, all the post-orbits 
you could raise could not shorten Mu*. Hazeldean’s life by a 
day. Plowever, dismiss that idea; we must think of some 
other device. Ha, Frank ! you are a handsome fellow, and 
your expectations are great — why don’t you marry some 
woman with money? ” 

“ Pooh I exclaimed Frank, colouring. “ You know, Ean- 
dal, that there is but one woman in the world I can ever 
think of; and I love her so devotedly, that, though I was as 
gay as most men before, I really feel as if the rest of her sex 
had lost every charm. I was passing through the street now 
— merely to look up at her windows.” 

“You speak of Madame di Negra? I have just left her. 
Certainly, she is two or three years older than you; but if 
you can get over that misfortune, why not marry her? ” 

“ Marry her ! ” cried Frank, in amaze, and all his colour 
fled from his cheeks. “Marry her! Are you serious?” 

“Why not?” 

“But even if she, who is so accomplished, so admired, — 
even if she would accept me, she is, you know, poorer than 
myself. She has told me so frankly. That woman has .such 
a noble heart, — and — and — my fa.ther would never con- 
sent, nor my mother either. I know they would not.” 

“Because she is a foreigner? ” 

; “Yes —partly.” 

“Yet the squire suffered his cousin to marry a foreigner.” 

“That was different. He had no control over Jemima; and 
a daughter-in-law is so different; and my father is so English 
in his notions; and Madame di Negra, you see, is altogether 
so foreign. Her very graces would be against her in his 
eyes.” 
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“I think you do both your parents injustice. A foreigner 
of low birth — an actress or singer, for instance — of course 
would bo highly objectionable; but a woman like Madame di 
Negra, of such high birth and connections — ” 

hrank shook his head. “I don't think the Governor would 
care a straw about her connections, if she Avere a king’s 
d::iught(n'. He considers all foreigners pretty much alike. 
And tlum, you know ” (Frank’s voice sank into a whisper), 
— you know that one of the very reasons why she is so dear 
to me would be an insuperable objection to the old-fashioned 
folks at home.” 

“I don’t understand you, Frank.” 

“I love her the more,” said young Hazelclean, raising his 
front with a noble pride, that seemed to speak of his descent 
from a race of cavaliers and gentlemen, — “I love her the 
more because the world has slandered her name, — because I 
believe her to be pure and wronged. But would they at the 
Hall, — they who do not see with a lover’s eyes, they who 
have all the stubborn English notions about the indecorum 
and license of Continental manners, and will so readily credit 
the worst? Oh, no ! I love, I cannot help it — but I have no 
hope.” 

“It is very possible that you may be right,” exclaimed 
Ba,ndal, as if struck and half convinced by his companion’s 
argument, — “very possible; and certainly I think that the 
homely folks at the Hall would fret and fume at first, if they 
heard you were married to Madame di Hegra. Yet still, 
when your father learned that you had done so, not from pas- 
sion alone, but to save him from all pecuniary sacrifice, — to 
clear yourself of debt, to — ” 

“What do you mean?” exclaimed Frank, impatiently. 

“I have reason to know that Madame di Hegra will have aK 
largo a portion as your father could reasonably expect you to 
receive with any English wife. And when this is properly 
stated to the spuire, and the high position and rank of your 
wife fully established and brought home to him, — for I must 
think that tluise woiiid tell, despite your exaggerated notions 
of his prejudices, — and then, when he really sees Madame di 
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Negra, and can judge of her beauty and rare gifts, upon my 
word, I tliink, Frank, that there would be no cause for fear. 
After all, too, you are his only son. He will have no option 
but to forgive you; and I know how anxiously both your 
parents wish to see you settled in life.” 

Frank^s whole countenance became illuminated. There is 
no one who understands the squire like you, certainly,” s;ud 
he, with lively joy. “ He has the highest opinion of your judg- 
ment. And you really believe you could smooth matters ? ” 

“I believe so; but I should be sorry to induce you to run 
any risk; and if, on cool consideration, you think that risk is 
incurred, I strongly advise you to avoid all occasion of seeing 
the poor marchesa. Ah, you wince; but I say it for her 
sake as well as your own. First, you must be aware, that, 
unless you have serious thoughts of marriage, your attentions 
can but add to the very rumours that, equally groundless, you 
so feelingly resent; and, secondly, because I don’t think any 
man has a right to win the affections of a woman — especially 
a wminan who seems to me likely to love with her whole heart 
and soul — merely to gratify his own vanity.” 

“ Vanity! Good heavens! can you think so poorly of me? 
But as to the marchesa ’s affections,” continued Frank, with a 
faltering voice, “do you really and honestly believe that they 
are to be won by me? ” 

“I fear lest they may be half won already,” said Eandal, 
with a smile and a shake of the head; “but she is too proud 
to let you see any effect you may produce on her, especially 
when, as I take it for granted, yon have never hinted at the 
hope of obtaining her hand. ” 

“ I never till now conceived such a hope. My dear Randal, 
all my cares have vanished! I tread upon air! I have a 
great mind to call on her at once.” 

“Stay, stay,” said Randal. “Let me give you a caution. I 
have 'just informed you that Madame di Negra will have, 
what you suspected not before, a fortune suitable to her 
birth. Any abrupt change in your manner at present rniglit 
induce her to believe that you were influenced by that 
intelligence.” 
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“ All ! ” exclaimed Frank, stopping sliort, as if wounded to 
the quick. “And 1 feel guilty, — feel as if Iwas influenced 
by that intelligenm^. Wo I am, too, when I reflect,” he con- 
tinued, with a navuate that was half patlieticj ‘‘but I hope 
she will not be vanj rich; if so, 1 ’ll not call.” 

‘‘ Make your mind easy, it is but a portion of some twenty 
or thirty thousand pounds, that would just suffice to discharge 
all your debts, clear away all obstacle to your union, and in 
return for which you could secure a more than adequate joint- 
ure and settlement on the Casino jiroperty. Now I am on 
that head, I will be yet more communicative. Madame di 
Negra has a noble heart, as you say, and told me herself, 
that, until her brother on his arrival had assured her of this 
dowry, she would never have consented to marry you,— - 
never crippled with her own embarrassments the man she 
loves. Ah! with what delight she will hail the thought of 
assisting you to win back your father’s heart! But be 
guarded meanwhile. And now, Frank, what say you — 
would it not be well if I ran down to Hazeldean to sound 
your parents? It is rather inconvenient to me, to be sure, to 
leave town just at present; but I would do more than that to 
render you a smaller service. Yes, I ’ll go to Eood Hall 
to-morrow, and thence to Hazeldean. I am sure your father 
will press me to stay, and I shall have ample opportunities 
to judge of the manner in which he would be likely to 
regard your marriage, with Madame di Negra, — suppos- 
ing always it wertj properly put to him. We can then act 
accordingly.” 

“My dca,r, dear Randal, how can T thank you? If ever a 
poor fellow like me can serve you in return — but that’s 
impossible.” 

“ Why, certainly, I will never ask you to be security to a 
bill of mine,” said Randal, laughing. ^‘I practise tire econ- 
omy [ preach.” 

“Ah!” said Frank, with a groan, “that is because your 
mind is cultivated, — you have so many resources; and all my 
faults have come from idleness. If 1 had had anything to do 
on a rainy day, I should never have got into these scrapes.” 


216 


MY NOVEL; OE, 


“ Oil, you will have enough to do some day managing your 
properly. We who have no property must lind one in know- 
ledge. Adieu, my dear Frank, 1 must go home noiv. By the 
way, you have never, by chance, spoken of the Jiiccalioccas 
to Madame di Negra.” 

“The lliccaboecas? No. That 's well thought of. It may 
interest her to know that a relation of mine has marrieil her 
countryman. Very odd that I never did mention it; but, to 
say truth, I really do talk so little to her : she is so superior, 
and I feel positively shy with her.” 

“Do me the favour, Frank, ” said Bandal, waiting patiently 
till this reply ended, — for he was devising all the time 
what reason to give for his request, — “ never to allude to the 
Eiocabocoas either to her or to her brother, to whom you are 
sure to be presented.” 

“ Why not allude to them? ” 

Randal hesitated a moment. His invention was still at 
fault, and, for a wonder, he thought it the best policy to go 
pretty near the truth. 

“Why, I will tell you. The marcliesa conceals nothing 
from her brother, and he is one of the few Italians who are 
in high favour with the Austrian court.” 

“Well!” 

“ And I suspect that poor Dr. Ricoahocca fled his country 
from some mad experiment at revolution, and is still hiding 
from the Austrian police.” 

“But they can’t hurt him here,” said Frank, with an Eng- 
lishman’s dogged inborn conviction of the sanctity of his na- 
tive, island. “I should like to see an Austrian pretend to 
dictate to us whom to receive and whom to reject.” 

“Hum — that’s true and constitutional, no doubt; but Ric- 
caboGca may have excellent reasons — and, to speak plainly, I 
know he has (perhaps as affecting the safety of friends in 
Italy) — for preserving his incognito, and we are bound to 
respect those reasons without inquiring further.” 

“Still I cannot think so meanly of Madame di Negra,” per- 
sisted Frank (shrewd here, though credulous elsewhere, and 
both from his sense of honour), “as to suppose tb^at ®he wouV 
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(le&eend to be a spy, and injure a poor countryman of her 
own, who trusts to the same hospitality she receives herself 
at our En<^lish hands. Oh, if I thought that, I could not love 
her ! ” added Frank, with energy. 

“Certainly you are right. But see in what a false position 
you would place both her brother and herself. If they knew 
Hiccabocca's secret, and proclaimed it to the Austrian Gov- 
ernment, as you say, it would be cruel and mean ; but if they 
Icnew it and concealed it, it might involve them both in the 
most serious consequences. You know the Austrian policy is 
proverbially so jealous and tyrannical? ” 

“Well, the newspapers say so, certainly.’^ 

“And, in short, your discretion can do no harm, and your 
indiscretion may. Therefore, give me your word, Frank. I 
can’t stay to argue now.” 

“I’ll not allude to the Riccaboccas, upon my honour,” an- 
swered Frank; “still, lam sure that they would be as safe 
with the maroliesa as with — ” 

“I rely on your honour,” interrupted Randal, hastily, and 
hurried off. 


CHAPTER V. 

TowabdkS the evening of the following day, Randal Leslie 
walked slowly from a village in the main road (about two 
miles from Rood Hall), at which he had got out of the coach. 
He passed through moads and cornfields, and by the skirts of 
woods which had formerly belonged to his ancestors, hut had 
been long since alienated. He was alone amidst the haunts 
of his boyhood, the scmies in which he had first invoked the 
grand Spirit of Knowledge, to bid the Celestial Still One 
minister to the commands of an earthly and turbulent ambi 
tion. He paused often in his path, especially when the un 
dulations of the ground gave a glimpse of the gray chwrc| 
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tower, or tlie gloomy firs that rose above the desolate wastes 
of E,ood. 

“Here,” thought ItaDflal, with a softening eye, — “here, 
how often, comparing the fertility of the lands passed away 
from the inheritance of my fathers, with the forlorn wilds 
that are left to their mouldering Hall,— -here how often have I 
said to myself, M will rebuild the fortunes of my House.’ 
And straightway Toil lost its aspect of drudge, and grew 
kingly, and books became as living armies to serve my 
thought. Again — again — O thou haughty Past, brace and. 
strengthen me in the battle with the Future.” His pale lips 
writhed as he soliloquized, for his conscience spoke to him 
while he thus addressed his will, and its voice was heard 
more audibly in the quiet of the rural landscape, than amidst 
the turmoil and din of that armed and sleepless camp which 
we call a city. 

Doubtless, though Ambition have objects more vast and 
beneficent than tbe restoration of a name, that in itself is 
high and chivalrous, and appeals to a strong interest in the 
human heart. But all emotions and all ends of a nobler 
character had seemed to filter themselves free from every 
golden grain in passing through the mechanism of KandaPs 
intellect, and came forth at last into egotism clear and un- 
alloyed, Nevertheless, it is a strange truth that, to a man of 
cultivated mind, however perverted and vicious, there are 
vouchsafed gleams of brighter sentiments, irregular percep- 
tions of moral beauty, denied to the brutal unreasoning wick- 
edness of uneducated villany, — which perhaps ultimately 
serve as his punishment, according to the old thouglit of the 
satirist, that there is no greater curse than to perceive virtue 
yet adopt vice. And as the solitary schemer walked slowly 
on, and his childhood — • innocent at least in deed — came dis- 
tinct before him through the halo of bygone dreams, — dreams 
■far purer than those from which he now rose each morning 
to the active world of Man, — a profound melancholy crept 
over him, and suddenly he exclaimed aloud, “ Then I aspired 
to be renowned and great; now, how is it that, so advanced 
in my career, all that .seemed lofty in the end has vanished 
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from me, and the only means that I contemplate are those 
which my childhood would have called poor and vile? Ah, 
is it that I then read but books, and now my knowledge has 
passed onward, and men contaminate more than books? But,” 
he continued, in a lower voice, as if arguing with himself, if 
])Ower is only so to be won — ,and of what use is knowledge if 
it be not power — does not success in life justify all things? 
And who prizes the wise man if he fails?” He continued 
his way, but still the soft tranquillity around rebuked him, 
and still his reason was dissatisfied, as well as his conscience. 
There are times when hTatnre, like a bath of youth, seems to 
restore to the jaded soul its freshness, — times from which 
some men have emerged, as if reborn. The crises of life are 
very silent. Suddenly the scene opened on Eandal Leslie’s 
eyes, — the hare desert common, the dilapidated church, the 
old house, partially seen in the dank dreary hollow, into 
which it seemed to Randal to have sunken deeper and lowlier 
than when he saw it last. And on the comm<m were some 
young men playing at hockey. That old-fashioned game, now 
very uncommon in England, except at schools, was still pre- 
served in the primitive vicinity of Rood by the young yeomen 
and farmers. Randal stood by the stile and looked on, for 
among the player.s he recognized iiis brother Oliver. Pres- 
ently the ball was struck towards Oliver, and the group in- 
stantly gathered round that young gentleman, and snatched 
him from Randal’s eye; but the elder brother heard a dis- 
pleasing din, a derisive laughter. Oliver had shrunk from 
the danger of the thick (dubbed sticks that plied around him, 
and rticcived some stroke across the legs, for his voice rose 
whining, and was drowned by shouts of, “Go to your mammy. 
That ’s Koll Leslie all over. Butter shins! ” 

Randal’s sallow face became scarlet. “The jest of boors — 
a Leslie! ” ho muttered, and ground his teeth. He sprang 
over the stile, and walked erect and haughtily across the 
ground. The players cried out indignantly. Randal raised 
his hat, and they recognized him, and stopped the game*. 
For him at least a certain respect was felt. Oliver turned 
round quickly, and ran up to him. Randal caught his arm 




UY NOVEL; OR, 


iirmly, mid without saying a word to the rest, drew him away 
towards the house. Oliver cast a regretful;, lingering look 
behind him, rubbed his shins, and then stole a timid glance 
towards RandaPs severe and moody countenance. 

“ You are not angry that I was playing at hockey with our 
neighbours,” said he, deprecatingly, observing that Randal 
would not break the silence. 

‘'‘No,” replied the elder brother; “but in associating with 
his inferiors, a gentleman still knows how to maintain his 
dignity. There is no harm in playing with inferiors, but it 
is necessary to a gentleman to play so that he is not the 
laughing-stock of clowns.” 

Oliver hung his head, and made no answer. They came 
into the slovenly precincts of the court, and the pigs stared 
at them from the palings, as their progenitors had stared, 
years before, at Frank Hazeldean. 

Mr. Leslie, senior, in a shabby straw -hat, was engaged in 
feeding the chickens before the threshold, and he performed 
even that occupation with a maundering laek-a-daisioal sloth* 
fulness, dropping down the grains almost one by one from his 
inert dreamy fingers. 

RandaPs sister, her hair still and forever hanging about 
her ears, was seated on a rush-bottom chair, reading a 
tattered novel; and from the parlour window was heard 
the querulous voice of Mrs. Leslie, in liigh fidget and 
complaint. 

Somehow or other, as the young heir to all this helpless 
poverty stood in the courtyard,, with his sharp, refined, intel- 
ligent features, and his strange elegance of dress and aspect, 
one better comprehended how, left solely to the egotism of 
his knowledge and his ambition, in such a family, and wifch- 
out any of the sweet nameless lessons of Home, he had grown 
up into such close and secret solitude of soul, — how the mind 
had taken so little nutriment from the heart, and how that 
affection and respect which the warm circle of the lieart usu- 
ally calls forth had passed with him to the graves of dead 
fathers, growing, as it were, bloodless and ghoul-like amidst 
the charnels on which they feci 
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“Ha, Eandai, boy,” said Mr. Leslie, looking up lazily, 
“how d’ye do? Who could have expected you? My dear, 
my dear,” he cried, in a broken voice, and as if in helpless 
dismay, “here’s Randal, and he’ll be wanting dinner, or 
supper, or something.” But, in the mean while, Randal’s 
sister Juliet had sprung up and thrown her arms round her 
brother’s neck, and he had drawn her aside caressingly, for 
Randal’s strongest human affection was for this sister, 

“You are growing very j^retty, Juliet,” said he, smoothing 
back her hair; “why do yourself such injustice, — why not 
pay more attention to your appearance, as I have so often 
begged yon to do? ” 

“I did not expect you, dear Randal; you always come so 
suddenly, and catch us &n dish-a-bill” 

“ Dish-abill ! ” echoed Randal, with a groan. “ Dishabille I 
you ought never to be so caught! ” 

“ No one else does so catch us, — nobody else ever comes. 
Heighol ” and the young lady sighed very heartily. 

“Patience, patience; my day is coming, and then yours, 
my sister,” replied Randal, with genuine pity, as he gazed 
upon what a little care could have trained into so fair a 
flower, and what now looked so like a weed. 

Here Mrs. Leslie, in a state of intense excitement — hav- 
ing rushed through the parlour, leaving a fragment of her 
gown between the yawning brass of the never-mended Brum- 
magem work-table — tore across the hall, whirled out of the 
door, scattering the chickens to the right and left, and 
clutched hold of Randal in her motherly embrace. “ La, how 
you do shake my nerves,” she cried, after giving him a most 
hasty and uncomfortable kiss. “And you are hungry too, 
and nothing in the house but cold mutton! Jenny, Jenny, I 
say, Jenny ! Juliet,, have you seen Jenny? Where ’s Jenny? 
Out with the odd man, I ’ll be bound.” 

“I am not hungry, Mother,” said Randal; “I wish for 
nothing but tea.” Juliet, scrambling up her hair, darted into 
the house to prepare the tea, and also to “tidy herself.” She 
dearly loved her fine brother, but she was greatly in awe of 
'."■him,; 
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Eandal seated himself on the broken pales. ‘‘Take ear© 
they don’t come down,” said Mr. Leslie, with some anxiety. 
“Oh, sir, I am very light; nothing comes down with me,” 
The pigs stared up, and grunted in amaze at the stranger. 
“Mother,” said the young man, detaining Mrs. Leslie, who 
wanted to set off in chase of Jenny, “Mother, you should not 
let Oliver associate with those village boors. It is time to 
think of a profession for him.” 

“ Oh, he eats us out of house and home — such an appetite 1 
But as to a profession, what is he fit for? He will never be a 
scholar.” 

Kandal nodded a moody assent; for, indeed, Oliver had 
been sent to Cambridge, and supported there out of Eandal’s 
income from his official pay; and Oliver had been plucked 
for his Little Go. 

“There is the army,” said the elder brother, — “ a gentle- 
man’s calling. How handsome Juliet ought to be — but — 1 
left money for masters — and she pronounces French like a 
chambermaid.” 

“ Yet she is fond of her book too. She ’s always reading, 
and good for nothing else.” 

“Reading ! those trashy novels ! ” 

“So like you, — you always come to scold, and make things 
unpleasant,” said Mrs. Leslie, peevishly. “You are grown 
too fine for us, and I am sure we suffer affronts enough from 
others, not to want a little respect from our own children.” 

“I did not mean to affront you,” said dlandal, sadly. 
“ Pardon me. But who else has done so? ” 

Then Mrs. Leslie went into a minute and most irritating 
catalogue of all the mortifications and insults she had re- 
ceived; the grievances of a petty provincial family, with 
much pretension and small power, — of all people, indeed, 
without the disposition to please — without the ability to 
servo — who exaggerate every offence, and are thankful for 
no kindness. Farmer Jones had insolently refused to send 
his wagon twenty miles for coals. Mr. Giles, the butcher, 
requesting the payment of his bill, had stated that the cus- 
tom at Rood was too small for him to allow credit. Squire 
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Thornhill, who was the pi*esent owner of the fairest slice of 
the old Jji^slio domains, had taken the liberty to ask permis- 
sion to .shoot over Mr. Leslie’s land, since Mr. Leslie did not 
preserve. Lady Spratt (new people from the city, who hired 
a neighbouring country-seat) had taken a discharged servant 
of Mrs. Leslie’s without applying for the character. The 
Lord-Lieutenant had given a ball, and had not invited the 
Leslie.s. Mr. Leslie’s tenants had voted against their land- 
lord’s wish at the recent election. More than all, Squire 
Hazeldean and his Harry had called at Rood, and though 
Mrs. Leslie had screamed out to Jenny, “Hot at home,” she 
had been seen at the window, and the squire had actually 
forced his way in, and caught the whole family “ in a state 
not fit to be seen.” That was a trifle, hut the squire had pre- 
sumed to instruct Mr. Leslie how to manage his property, 
and Mrs. Hazeldean had actually told Juliet to hold up her 
head, and tie up her hair, “ as if we were her cottagers ! ” said 
Mrs. Leslie, with the pride of a Montfydget. 

All these, and various other annoyances, though Randal 
was too sensible not to perceive their insignificance, still 
galled and mortified the listening heir of Rood. They 
showed, at least, even to the well-meant officiousness of the 
Hazeldeans, the small account in which the fallen family 
was held. As he sat still on the moss-grown pales, gloomy 
and taciturn, his motlier standing beside him, with her capi 
awry, Mr. Leslie shainblingly sauntered up, and said in a pen- 
sive, dolorous whine, — 

“I wish we had a good sum of money, Randal, boy ! ” 

To do Mr. Leslie justice, he seldom gave vent to any 
wish that savoured of avarice. His mind must he singularly 
aroused, to wander out of its normal limits of sluggish, dull 
content. 

■ So Randal looked at him in surprise, and said, “Do you, 
sir? — why? " 

“ The manors of Rood and Dulmansherry, and all the lands 
therein, which my great-grandfather sold away, are to he sold 
again when Squire Thornhill’s eldest son comes of age, to cut 
the entail. Sir John Spratt talks of buying them, I 
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should like to have them back again ! ’T is a sliiuue to see- 
the Leslie estates hawked about, and bought by Spratts and 
people. I wish I had a great, great sum of ready money. ’’ 

The poor gentleman extended his helpless lingers as he 
spoke, and fell into a dejected revery. 

Eandal sprang from the paling, a movement whicdi fright- 
ened the contemplative pigs, and set them off squalling and 
scampering. “When does young Thornhill come of age? ” 
“He was nineteen last August. I know it, because the day 
he was bom I picked up my fossil of the sea-horse, just by 
Dnlmansberry church, when the joy-bells were ringing. My 
fossil sea-horse ! It will be an heirloom, Randal — ” 

“Two years — nearly two years — yet — ah, ah!” said 
Randal; and his sister now appearing, to announce that tea 
was ready, he threw his arm round her neck and kissed her. 
Juliet had arranged her hair and trimmed up her dress. She 
looked very pretty, and she had now the air of a gentle- 
woman, — something of RaudaTs own refinement in her slen- 
der proportions and well-shaped head. 

“Be patient, patient still, my dear sister,” whispered 
Randal, “and keep your heart whole for two years longer.” 

The young man was gay and good-humoured over his sim- 
ple meal, while his family grouped round him. When it 
was over, Mr. Leslie lighted his pipe, and called for his 
brandy-and-water. Mrs. Leslie began to question about Lon- 
don and Court, and the new king and the new queen, and 
Mr. Audley Egerton, and hoped Mr. Egerton would leave 
Randal all his money, and that Randal would marry a rich 
woman, and that the king would make him a prime minister 
one of these days ; and then she should like to see if Farmer 
Jones would refuse to send his wagon for coals ! And every 
now and then, as the word “riches” or “money” caught Mr. 
Leslie’s ears, he shook his head, drew his pipe from his 
niouth, “A Spratt should not have what belonged to my 
great-great-grandfather. If I had a good sum of ready 
money! the old family estates ! ” Oliver and Juliet sat silent, 
and on their good behaviour; and Randal, indulging his own 
reveries, dreamily heard the words “money,” “Spratt,” 



varip:ties in English life. 


225 


“great-great-grandfather,” “rich wife,” “family estates;” 
and they soimded to him vague and afar ot, like whispers 
from the world of romance and legend, — Aveird prophecies of 
things to be. 

Suoli was the hearth which warmed the viper that nestled 
and gnawed at the heart of Randal, poisoning all the aspira- 
tions that youth should have rendered pure, ambition lofty, 
and knowledge beneficent and divine. 


CHAPTER YI, 

When the rest of the household were in deep sleep, Randal 
Stood long at his open window, looking over the dreary, com- 
fortless scene, ^ — the moon gleaming from skies half-autumnal, 
half-wintry, upon squalid decay, through the ragged fissures 
of the firs ; and when he lay down to rest, his sleep was fev- 
erish, and troubled by turbulent dreams. 

However, he was up early, and with an unwonted colour in 
his cheeks, which his sister ascribed to the country air. After 
breakfast, he took his way towards Hazeldean, mounted upon 
a tolerable horse, which he borrowed of a neighbouring farmer 
who occasionally hunted. Before noon, the garden and ter- 
race of the Casino came in sight. He reined in his horse, 
and by the little fountain at which Leonard had been wont to 
eat his radishes and con his book, he saw Riccabocca seated 
under the shade of the red umbrella. And by the Italian’s 
.side stood a form that a Greek of old might have deemed the 
Ka'iad of the Fount; for in its youthful beauty there was 
something so full of poetry, something at once so sweet and 
so stately, that it spoke to the imagination while it charmed 
the sense, 

Randal disinounted, tied his horse to the gate, and, walk- 
ing down a trellised alley, came suddenly to the spot. His 
dark shadow fell over the clear mirror of the fountain just as 
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Riccabocca had said, “ All here is so secure from evil I — the 
waves of the fountain are never troubled like those of the 
river ! ” and Violante had answered in her soft native tongue, 
and lifting her dark, spiritual eyes, '^But the fountain would 
bo but a lifeless pool, oh my father, if the spray did no^ 
mount towards the skies ! ” 


CHAPTER VII. 

Randal advanced — ^ “ I fear, Signor Riccabocca, that I am 
guilty of some want of ceremony.” 

“ To dispense with ceremony is the most delicate mode of 
conferring a compliment,” replied the urbane Italian, as he 
recovered from his first surprise at Randal’s sudden address, 
and extended his hand. 

Violante bowed her graceful head to the young inan^s re- 
spectful salutation. “I am on my way to Hazeldean,” re- 
sumed Randal, “and, seeing you in the garden, could not 
resist this intrusion.” 

Riccabocca, — “ You come from London? Stirring times 
for you English, but I do not ask you the news. No news 
can affect us.” 

Randal (softly). • — “Perhapis yes.” 

Riccabocca (startled). — “How?” 

Violante, — “Surely he speaks of Italy, and news from 
chat country affects you still, my father.” 

Riccabocca. — “ Nay, nay, nothing affects me like this 
country; its east winds might affect a pyramid ! Draw your 
mantle round you, child, and go in; the air has suddenly 
grown chill,” 

Violante smiled on her father, glanced uneasily towards 
Randal’s grave brow, and went slowly towards the house. 

Riccabocca, after waiting some moments in silence, as if 
expecting Randal to speak, said, with affected carelessness, 
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you think that you have news that might d-^ect me? 
Oorpo di Bacao / I am curious to learn what?" 

“ 1 may be mistaken — that depends on your antwer to one 
question. l)o you know the Count of Peschiera? ” 

llicoabocca winced, and turned pale. He could not bafEe 
the watchful eye of the questioner. 

“ Enough, ” said Randal; “ I see that I aiii right. Believe in 
my sincerity. I speak but to warn and to serve you. The 
count seeks to discover the retreat of a countryman and kins- 
man of his own.” 

“And for what end?” cried Piccabocca, thrown off his 
guard, and his breast dilated, his crest rose, and his eye 
flashed; valour and defiance broke from habitual caution 
and self-control. “But — pooh!” he added, striving to re- 
gain his ordinary and half -ironical calm, “ it matters not to 
me. I grant, sir, that 1 know the. Count di Peschiera; but 
what has Dr. liiccabocca to do with the kinsman of so gVand 
a personage?” 

“Dr. Riccabocoa — nothing. But — ” here Randal put hw 
lip close to the Italian’s car, and whispered a brief sentenG« 
Then retreating a step, but laying his hand on the exile’ 
shoulder, he added, “Heed I say that your secret is safe wit! 
me? ” 

Riccabocca made no answer. His eyes rested on the ground 
musingly. 

Randal continued, “And I shall esteem it the highest 
liouour you can bestow on me, to be permitted to assist you 
in forestalling danger.” 

Riooabooca (slowly). — “Sir, I thank you; you have my 
secret, and I feel assured it is safe, for I speak to an English 
gentleman. There may be family reasons why I should avoid 
the Count di Peschiera; and, indeed, he is safest from shoals 
who steers eleare.st of hi.s relations.” 

The poor Italian regained his caustic smile as he uttered 
that wise, villanous Italian maxim. 

Ranbal. — “ I know little of the Count of Peschiera save 
from the current talk of the -world. He is said to hold the 
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estates of a kinsman wlio took part in a conspiracy against 
the Anstrian power.” 

PuicoABOGCA. — “It is true. Let that content him; what 
more does he desire? You spoke of forestalling danger; what 
danger? I am on the soil of England, and protected b}^ its 
laws.” 

Randal. — “Allow me to inq^uire if, had the kinsman no 
child, the Count di Peschiera would be legitimate and natural 
heir to the estates he holds? ” 

Eiccabogca. — “He would — What then?” 

Randal. — “ Does that thought suggest no danger to the 
child of the kinsman?” 

Riocabocca recoiled, and gasped forth, “The child! You 
do not mean to imply that this man, infamous though he be, 
can contemplate the crime of an assassin? ” 

Randal paused perplexed. His ground was delicate. He 
knew not what causes of resentment the exile entertained 
against the count. He knew not whether Riccabocca would 
not assent to an alliance that might restore him to his coun- 
try, — and he resolved to feel his way with precaution. 

“I did not,” said he, smiling gravely, “mean to insinuate 
so horrible a charge against a man whom I have never seen. 
He seeks you, — that is all I know. I imagine, from his gen- 
eral character, that in this search he consults his interest. 
Perhaps all matters might be conciliated by an interview ! ” 

“An interview! ” exclaimed Riccabocca; “there is but one 
way we should meet, — foot to foot, and hand to hand.” 

“Is it so? Then you would not listen to the count if he 
proposed some amicable compromise, — if, for instance, he 
was a candidate for the hand of your daughter? ” 

The poor Italian, so wise and so subtle in his talk, was as 
rash and blind when -it came to action as if he had been born 
in Ireland and nourished on potatoes and Repeal. He bared 
his whole soul to the merciless eye of Randal. 

“My daughter!” he exclaimed. “Sir, your very question 
is an insult.” 

Randal’s way became clear at once. “Forgive me,” he 
said mildly; “I will tell you frankly all that I know. I am 
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acquainted with the count’s sister. I have some little influ- 
ence over her. It was she who informed me that the count 
had come here, bent upon discovering your refuge, and re- 
solved to wed your daughter. This is the danger of which I 
spoke. And when I asked your permission to aid in fore- 
stalling it, I only intended to suggest that it might he wise 
to find some securer home, and that I, if permitted to know 
tliat home, and to visit you, could apprise you from time to 
time of the count’s ]3lans and movements.” 

“Sir, I thank you sincerely,” said Riccabocca, with emo- 
tion; “but am I not safe here?” 

“ I doubt it. Many people have visited the squire in the 
shooting season, who will have heard of you, — perhaps seen 
you, and who are likely to meet the count in London. And 
Frank Hazeldean, too, who knows the count’s sister — ” 

“ True, true, ” interrupted Riccabocca. “ I see, I see. I will 
consider, I will reflect. Meanwhile you are going to Hazel- 
dean. Do not say a word to the squire. He knows not the 
secret you have discovered.” 

With those words Riccabocca turned slightly away, and 
Randal took the hint to depart. 

“At all times command and rely on me,” said the young 
traitor, and he regained the pale to which he had fastened his 
horse. 

As he remounted, he cast his eyes towards the place where 
he had left Riccabocca. The Itidiaii was still standing there. 
Presently the form of J aekeymo was seen emerging from the 
shrubs. Riccabocca turned hastily round, recognized his ser- 
vant, uttered an exclamation loud enough to reach Randal’s 
ear, and then, catching Jackeymo by the arm, disappeared 
with him amidst the deep recesses of the garden. 

“ It will be indeed in my favour, ” thought Randal, as he 
rode on, “if I can get them into the neighbourhood of Lon- 
don, — all occasion there to woo, and if expedient, to win, 
the heiress,” 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

“By the Lord, Harry ! ” cried the squire, as he stood with 
his wife in the park, on a visit of inspection to some first- 
rate Sonthdowns just added to his stock, — “by the Lord, if 
that is not Randal Leslie trying to get into the park at the 
hack gate ! Hollo, Randal ! you must come round by the 
lodge, my boy,^^ said he. “You see this gate is locked to 
keep out trespassers.” 

“A pity,” said Randal. “I like short cuts, and you have 
shut up a very short one.” 

“So the trespassers said,” quoth the squire; “but Stirn in- 
sisted on it — valuable man, Stirii. But ride round to the 
lodge. Put up your horse, and you ’ll join us before we can 
get to the house.” 

Randal nodded and smiled, and rode briskly on. 

The squire rejoined his Harry. 

“Ah, William,” said she, anxiously, “though certainly 
Randal Leslie means well, I always dread his visits.” 

“So do I, in one sense,” quoth the squire, “for he always 
carries away a bank-note for Prank.” 

“I hope he is really Prank’s friend,” said Mrs. Hazeldean. 

“Who ’s else can he be? Not his own, poor fellow, for he 
will never accept a shilling from me, thoxigh his grandmother 
was as good a Hazeldean as I am. But, zounds, I like his 
pride, and his economy too. As for Prank — ” 

“Hush, William !” cried Mrs. Hazeldean, and put her fair 
hand before the squire’s mouth. The squire was softened, 
and kissed the fair hand gallantly, — perhaps he kissed the 
lips too ; at all events, the worthy pair were walking lovingly 
arm-in-arm when Randal joined them. 

He did not affect to perceive a certain coldness in the man- 
ner of Mrs. Hazeldean, but began immediately to talk to her 
about Frank; praise that young gentleman’s appearance ; ex- 
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patiate on his health, his popularity, and Ms good gifts, per- 
sonal and mental, — and this with so much warmth, that any 
dim and undeveloped suspicions Mrs. Hazeldean might have 
formed soon melted away. 

Randal continued to make himself thus agreeable, until the 
squire, persuaded that his young kinsman was a first-rate 
agriculturalist, insisted upon carrying him off to the home- 
farm; and Harry turned towards the house, to order Randal’s 
room to be got ready* “Ror,” said Randal, “knowing that 
you will excuse my morning dress, I venture to invite myself 
to dine and sleep at the Hall.” 

On approaching the farm-buildings, Randal was seized with 
the terror of an impostor; for, despite all the theoretical 
learning on Bucolics and Georgies with which he had dazzled 
the squire, poor Frank, so despised, would have beat him hol- 
low when it came to the judging of the points of an ox, or the 
show of a crop. 

“Ha, ha,” cried the squire, chuckling, “I long to see how 
you ’ll astonish Stirn. Why, you ’ll guess in a moment where 
we put the top-dressing; and when you come to handle my 
short-horns, I dare swear you ’ll know to a jtound how much 
oil-cake has gone into their sides.” 

“ Oh, you do me too much honour, — indeed you do. I only 
know the general principles of agriculture; the details arc 
eminently interesting, but I have not had the opportunity to 
acquire them.” 

“ Stuff ! ” cried the squire. “How can a man know general 
principles unless he has first studied the details? You are 
too modest, my boy. Ho ! there ’s Stirn looking out for us ! ” 

Randal saw the grim visage of Stmi peering out of a cattle- 
shed, and felt undone. He made a desperate rush towards 
changing the squire’s humour. 

“Well, sir, perhaps Frank may soon gratify your wish, and 
kirn farmer himself.” 

“Eh ! ” quoth the squire, stopping short, — “what now?” 

“Suppose he were to mn,rry? ” 

“ I ’d give him the two best farms on the property rent free. 
Ha, ha ! Has he seen the girl yet? I ’d leave him free to 
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choose; sir, I chose for myself, — every man, should. Not 
but what Miss Stiektorights is an heiress, and, I hear, a very 
decent girl, and that would join the two properties, and put 
an end to that law-suit about the right of way, which. bega,n 
in the reign of King Charles the Second, and is likely other- 
wise to last till the day of judgment. But never mind her; 
let .Frank choose to please himself. ’V 

“ I ’ll not fail to tell him so, sir. I did fear you might 
have some prejudices. But here we are at the farmyard.” 

“Burn the farmyard! How can I think of farmyards when 
you talk of Frank’s marriage? Come on — this way. What 
were you saying about prejudices?” 

“Why, you might wish him to marry an Englishwoman, 
for instance.” 

“English! Good heavens, sir, does he mean to marry a 
Hindoo?” 

“Nay, I don’t know that he means to marry at all; I am 
only surmising; but if he did fall in love with a foreigner — ” 

“A foreigner! Ah, then Harry was-—” The squire 
stopped short. 

“Who might, perhaps,” observed Randal — not truly, if 
he referred to Madame di Negra — “ who might, perhaps, 
speak very little English?” 

“Lord ha’ mercy! ” 

“And a Roman Catholic — ” 

“Worshipping idols, and roasting people who don’t wor- 
ship them.” 

“Signor Riccabocea is not so bad as that.'’ 

“ Rickey bockey! Well, if it was his daughter! But not 
speak English! and not go to the parish church! By George, 
if Frank thoxight of such a thing, I ’d cut him off with a 
shilling. Don’t talk to me, sir; I would. I ’m a mild man, 
and an easy man; but when I say a thing, I say it, Mr. 
Leslie, Oh, but it is a jest, — you are laughing at me. 
There ’s no such painted good-for-nothing creature in Frank’s 
eye, eh?” 

“Indeed, sir, if ever I find there is, I will give you notice 
in time. At present, I was only trying to ascertain what 
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you wished for a daughter-in-law. You said you had no 
prejudice.” 

“No more I have, — not a bit of it.” 

“ You don’t like a foreigner and a Catholic? ” 

“Who the devil would?” 

“But if she had rank and title? ” 

“ Rank and title! Bubble and squeak! No, not half so 
good as bubble and squeak. English beef and good cabbage. 
But foreign rank and title ! ~ foreign cabbage and beefi- 
foreign bubble and foreign squeak!” And the squire made a 
wry face, and spat forth his disgust and indignation. 

“You must have an Englishwoman? ” 

“Of course.” 

“Money?” 

“Don’t care, provided she is a tidy, sensible, active lass, 
with a good character for her dower.” 

“Character — ah, that is indispensable?” 

“I should think so, indeed. A Mrs. Hazeldean of Hazel- 
dean — You frighten me. He ’s not going to run off with 
a divorced woman, or a — ” 

The squire stopped, and looked so red in the face that Ran- 
dal feared he might he seized with apoplexy before Frank’s 
crimes had made him alter his will. 

Therefore he hastened to relieve Mr. Hazeldean’s mind, 
and assured him that he had been only talking at random; 
that Frank was in the habit, indeed, of seeing foreign ladies 
occasionally, as all persons in the London world were; but 
that he was sure Frank would never marry without the full 
consent a, ml a,pproval of his parents. He ended by repeating 
his assurance, that he would warn the squire if ever it be- 
came necessary. Still, however, he left Mr. Hazeldean so 
disturbed and xineasy that tliat gentleman forgot all about 
the farm, and went moodily on in the opposite direction, re- 
entering the park at its farther extremity. As soon as they 
approached the house, the squire hastened to shut himself 
with his wife in full parental consultation; and Randal, 
seated upon a bench on the terrace, revolved the mischief he 
had done, and its chances of success. 
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Whils tlius seated, and tluis tliinking, a footstep approaelied 
eautiously, and a low voice said, in broken English, ‘‘Sare, 
sare, let me speak vid you/’ 

Kandal turned in surprise, and beheld a swarthy, saturnine 
face, with grizzled hair and marked features. He recognized 
the figure that had joined lUccabocca in the Italian’s garden. 
d‘Speak-a-you Italian? ” resumed Jackeyino. 

Randal, who had made himself an excellent linguist, nodded 
assent; and Jackeymo, rejoiced, begged him to withdraw into 
a more private part of the grounds. 

Randal obeyed, and the two gained the shade of a stately 
chestnut avenue. 

“Sir,” then said Jackeymo, speaking in his native tongue, 
and expressing himself with a certain simple pathos, “ I am 
but a poor man; my name is Giacomo. You have heard of 
me; servant to the signore whom you saw to-day, — only a 
servant; but he honours me with his confidence. We have 
known danger together; and of all his friends and followers, 
I alone came with him to the stranger’s land.” 

“Good, faithful fellow,” said Randal, examining the man’s 
face, “say on. Your master confides in you? He has con- 
fided that which I told him this day? ” 

“He did. Ah, sir; the padrone was too proud to ask you 
to explain more, — too proud to show fear of another. But 
he does fear, he ought to fear, he shall fear,” continued 
Jackeymo, working himself up to passion, — ‘ “ for the padrone 
has a daughter, and his enemy is a villain. Oh, sir, tell me 
all that you did not tell to the padrone. Yon hinted that this 
man might wish to marry the signora. Marry her! — I could 
cut his throat at the altar! ” 

“Indeed,” said Randal, “I believe that such is his object.” 

“But why? He is rich, she is penniless, — no, not 
quite that, for we have saved— hut penniless, compared to 
him.”'', 

“My good friend, I know not yet his motives; but I can 
easily learn them. If, however, this count be your master’s 
enemy, it is surely well to guard against him, whatever his 
designs; and to do so, yon should move into London or its 



VARIETIES IK ENGLISH LIFE. 235 

neighbourliood. I fear that, while we speak, the count may 
get upon his track.'’ 

“ He had better not come here ! ” cried the servant, menac- 
ingly, and putting his hand where the knife was not. 

“Beware of your own anger, Giacomo. One act of vio- 
lence, and you would be transported from England, and your 
master would lose a friend.” 

Jackeyrno seemed struck by this caution. 

“ And if the padrone were to meet him, do you think the 
padrone would meekly say, ‘Gome stk sa Signoria’? The 
padrone would strike him dead ! ” 

“Hush! hush! You sjjeak of what in England is called 
murder, and is punished by the gallows. If you really love 
your master, for Heaven’s sake get him from this place, — 
get him from all chance of such passion and peril. I go to 
town to-inoiTOw; I will find him a house, that shall be safe 
from all spies, all discovery. And there, too, my friend, I 
can do what I cannot at this distance, — watch over him, and 
keep watch also on his enemy.” 

Jackeymo seized Randal’s hand, and lifted it towards his 
lip; then, as if struck by a sudden suspicion, dropped the 
hand, and said bluntly, “ Signore, I think you have seen the 
padrone twice. Why do you take this interest in him? ” 

“Is it so uncommon to take interest even in a stranger 
who is menaced by some peril? ” 

Jackeymo, who believed little in general philanthropy, 
shook his head sceptically. 

“Besides,” continued Randal, suddenly bethinking himself 
of a more plausible reason, — “besides, I am a friend and con- 
nection of Mr, Egerton; and Mr. Egerton’s most intimate 
friend is Lord TJEstrange; and I have heard that Lord 
L’ Estrange — ” 

“The good lord! Oh, now I understand,” interrupted 
Jackeymo, and his brow cleared. “Ah, if he were, in Eng- 
land ! But you Avill let us know when he comes? ” 

“Certainly. Now, tell me, Giacomo, is this count really 
unprincipled and dangerous? Remember I know him not 
personally.” 
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“He lias neither heart nor conscience.” 

“That defect makes him dangerous to men; perhaps not 
less so to women. Could it be possible, if he obtained any 
interview with the signora, that he could win her affections?” 

Jackeymo crossed himself rapidly and made no answer. 

“I have heard that he is still very handsome.” 

Jackeymo groaned. 

Eaudal resumed, “ Enough ; persuade the padrone to come to 
town.” 

“ But if the count is in town? ” 

“That makes no difference; the safest place is always the 
largest city. Everywhere else, a foreigner is in himself an 
object of attention and curiosity.” 

“True.”, , . ■ . 

“ Let your master, then, come to London, or rather, into its 
neighbourhood. He can reside in one of the suburbs most re- 
mote from the count’s haunts. In two days I will have found 
him a lodging and write to him. You trust to me now? ” 

“I do indeed, — I do. Excellency. Ah, if the signorina 
were married, we would not care!” 

“ Married I But she looks so high I ” 

“Alas! not now! not here!” 

Randal sighed heavily. Jackeymo’s eyes sparkled. He 
thought he had detected a new motive for Randal’s interest, 
— a motive to an Italian the most natural, the most laudable 
of all, 

“ Find the house. Signore, write to the padrone. Ho shall 
come. I ’ll talk to him. I can manage him. Holy San 
Giacomo, bestir thyself now, — ’t is long since I troubled 
thee!” 

Jackeymo strode off through the fading trees, smiling and 
muttering as he went. 

The first dinner-bell rang, and on entering the drawing- 
room, Randal found Parson Dale and his wife, who had been 
invited in haste to meet the unexpected visitor. 

The preliminary greetings over, Mr, Dale took the oppor- 
tunity afforded by the squire’s absence to inquire after the 
health of Mr. Egerton. 
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“He is always well,” said Eandal. “I believe lie is made 
of iron.” 

“His heart is of gold,” said the parson. 

“Ah,” said Eandal, inquisitively, “you told me you had 
come in contaot with him once, respecting, I think, some of 
your old parishioners at Lansmere?” 

The parson nodded, and there was a moment’s silence. 

“I)o you remember your battle by the stocks, Mr. Leslie?” 
said Mr. Dale, with a good-humoured laugh. 

“Indeed, yes. By the way, now you speak of it, I met my 
old opponent in London the first year I went up to it.” 

“You did ! where? ” 

“At a literary scamp’s, — a cleverish man called Burley.” 

“Burley 1 I have seen some burlesque verses in Greek by 
a Mr. Burley.” 

“No doubt the same person. He has disappeared, — gone 
to the dogs, I dare say. Burlesque Greek is not a knowledge 
very muoh in power at present.” 

“Well, but Leonard Fairfield — you have seen him since?” 

“No.” 

“Nor heard of him? ” 

“No; have you?” 

“ Strange to say, not for a long time. But I have reason to 
believe that he must be doing well.” 

“You surprise me! Why?” 

“ Because two years ago he sent for his mother. She went 
to him.” 

“ Is that all? ” 

“It is enough; for he would not have sent for her if he 
could not maintain her.” 

Here the Hazcddeans entered, arm-in-arm, and the fat butler 
announced dinner. 

The scpdre was unusually taciturn, Mrs. Hazeldean thought- 
ful, Mrs. Dale languid and headachy. The parson, who sel- 
dom enjoyed the luxury of converse with a scholar, save when 
he quarrelled with Dr. Eiccahocca, was animated by EandaTs 
repute for ability into a great desire for argument. 

“A glass of wine, Mr. Leslie. You were saying, before 
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diunerj tJiat burleisipie Greek is not a knowledge very muck 
in power at present. Pray, sir, what knowledge is in 
power? ” 

Eawdal (lacionically). — “Practical knowledge.” 

PARSO.V. — “Whatot:?” 

Eandal. — “M en.” 

Pabson (candidly). -r— “Well, I supj)Ose that is the most 
available sort of knowledge, in a worldly point of view. How 
does one learn it? Do books help? ” 

Bandal. — > “ According as they are read, they help or 
injure.” 

Pabsoit. — “How should they be read in order to help?” 

B AND Aii.™ “Bead specially to apply to purposes that lead 
to power.” 

Pahson (very much struck with BandaPs pithy and Spar- 
tan logic). — “ Upon my word, sir, you expre.ss yourself very 
well. I must own that I began these questions in the hope 
of differing from yon j for I like an argument.” 

“That he does,” growled the squire j “the most contradic- 
tory creature ! ” 

Pakson. — “ Argument is the salt of talk. But now I am 
afraid I must agree with you, which I was not at all prepared 
for.” 

Randal bowed and answered, “No two men of our educa- 
tion can dispute upon the application of knowledge.” 

Paeson (pricking up his ears). — “Eh? — ^ what to? ” 

Randal, — “Power, of course.” 

Parson (overjoyed). — “Power! — the vulgarest applica- 
tion of it, or the loftiest? But you mean the loftiest? ” 

Randal (in his turn interested and interrogative), — “What 
do you call the loftiest, and what the vulgarest? ” 

Parson. — “The vulgarest, self-interest; the loftiest, 
beneficence.” 

Randal suppressed the half-disdainful smile that rose to 
his lip. 

“You speak, sir, as a clergyman should do. I admire your 
sentiment, and adopt it; but I fear that the knowledge which 
aims only at beneficence very rarely in this world gets any 
power at alh” 
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Squtrk (seriously). — “That 's true; I never get my own 
way wlien I want to do a kindness, and Stirn always gets his 
when he insists on something diabolically brutal and harsh.” 

PAKSoisr. — “Pray, Mr. Leslie, what does intellectual power 
refined to the utmost, but entirely stripped of lieneficence, 
most resemble? ” 

■Rakdal. — “Resemble? — I can hardly say. Some very 
great man — almost any very great man — who has baffled all 
his foes, and attained all his ends.” 

Pabson. — “I doubt if any man has ever become very great 
who has not meant to be beneficent, though he might err in 
the means. Ceesar was naturally beneficent, and so was Alex- 
ander. But intellectual power refined to the utmost, and 
wholly void of beneficence, resembles only one being, and 
that, sir, is the Principle of Evil.” 

Randal (startled). — “Do you mean the Devil? ” . 

Parson. — “Yes, sir, the Devil; and even he, sir, did not 
succeed ! Even he, sir, is what your great men would call a 
most decided failure.” 

Mbs. Dale. — “My dear, my dear ! ” 

Parson. — “Our religion proves it, my love; he was an 
angel, and he fell.” 

There was a solemn pause. Randal was more impressed 
than he liked to own to himself. By this time the dinner 
was over, and the servants had retired. Harry glanced at 
Carry. Carry smoothed her gown and rose. 

The gentlemen remained over their wine; and the parson, 
satisfied with what he deemed a clencher upon his favourite 
subject of discussion, changed the subject to lighter topics, 
till, happening to fall upon tithes, the squire struck in, and 
by dint of loudness of voice, and trucnlenee of brow, fairly 
overwlielmed both his guests, and proved to his own satisfac- 
tion that tithes were an unjust and unehristianlike usurpa- 
tion on the part of the Church generally, and a most espe- 
cial and iniquitous infliction upon the Hazeldean estates in 
particular. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

On entering the drawing-room, Randal found the two ladies 
seated close together, in a jmsition much more appropriate to 
the familiarity of their school-days than to the politeness of 
the friendship now existing between them. Mrs. Hazeldean’s 
hand hung affectionately over Carr^'-^s shoulder, and both 
those fair English faces were bent over the same book. It 
was pretty to see these sober matrons, so different from each 
other in character and aspect, thus unconsciously restored to 
the intimacy of happy maiden youth by the golden link of 
some Magician from the still land of Truth or Fancy,— 
brought, together in heart, < as each eye rested on the same 
thought; closer and closer, as sympathy, lost in the actual 
world, grew out of that world which unites in one bond of 
feeling the readers of some gentle book. 

‘‘And what work interests you so much?'" asked Randal, 
pausing by the table. 

“One you have read, of course,” replied Mrs. Bale, putting 
a hook-mark embroidered by herself into the page, and hand- 
ing the volume to Randal. “ It has made a great sensation, I 
believe.” 

Randal glanced at the title of the work. “ True, ” said he, 
“I have heard much of it in London, but I have not yet had 
time to read it.” 

Mks. Balk. — “I can lend it to you, if you like to look 
over it to-night, and you can leave it for me with Mrs. 
Hazeldean.” 

Pakson (approaching). — “Oh, that book! — yes, yoxi imist 
read it. I do not know a work more instructive.” 

Ranoal. — “ Instructive ! Certainly I will read it then. 
But I thought it was a mere work of amusement, — of fancy. 
It seems so as I look over it.” 

Parson. — “ So is the ‘Vicar of Wakefield; ' yet what book 
more instructive?” 
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Randal. — “I sliould not liave said that of tlie ‘Vicar of 
Wakelield.^ A pretty book enough, though the story is most 
improbable. But how is it instructive?” 

Parson. — “ By its results: it leaves us happier and better. 
What can any instruction do more? Some works instruct 
throngli the head, some tlirough the heart. The last reach 
the wi(l(^st circle, and often produce the most genial influence 
on th(^ character. This book belongs to the last. You will 
grant my proposition when you have read it.” 

Randal smiled and took the volume. 

Mbs. Dale. — “Is the author known yet?” 

Randal. — “I have heard it ascribed to many writers, but 
I believe no one has claimed it. ” 

Paeson. — “I think it must have been written by my old 
college friend. Professor Moss, the naturalist, — its descrip- 
tions of scenery are so accurate.” 

Mils. Dale. — “ La, Charles dear ! that snuffy, tiresome, 
prosy professor? How can you talk such nonsense? I am 
sure the author must be young, there is so much freshness of 
feeling.” 

Mbs. Hazeldean (positively). — “Yes, certainly, young.” 

Pabson (no less positively). — “I shoiild say just the con- 
trary. Its tone is too serene, and its style too simple, for a 
young man. Besides, I don’t know any young man who 
would send me his book, and this book has been sent me, — 
very handsomely bound, too, you see. Depend upon it Moss 
is the man — quite his turn of mind.” 

Mbs. Dale, — “You are too provoking, Charles dear! 
.M'r. Moss is so remarkably plain, too.” 

Randal. — “ Must an author be handsome ? ” 

Pabson. — “Ha I ha I Answer that if you can, Carry.” 

Carry remained mute and disdainful. 

Squire (with groat naivate). — ■“ Well, I don’t think there ’s 
much in the book, whoever wrote itj for I ’ve read it myself, 
and understand every word of it.” 

Mbs. Dale. — “I don’t see why you should suppose it was 
written by a man at all. For my part, I think it must be a 
woman.” 

■ VOL. ,TI. — '16 
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Mks. Hazeldban. — “ Yes, there ’s a passage about mater- 
nal affection, which only a woman could have written.” 

PAiisoN. — “Pooh! pooh! I should like to see a woman 
who could have written that description of an August evening 
before a thunderstorm; every wild-iiower in the hedgerow 
exactly the flowers of August, every sign in the air exactly 
those of the month. Bless you ! a woman would have filled 
the hedge with violets and eowslijjs. Nobody else but niy 
friend Moss could have written that description.” 

SQUiiiic. — “I don’t know; there ’s a simile about the waste 
of corn-seed in hand-sowing, which makes me think he must 
be a farmer I ” 

Mbs. Dale (scornfully). — “ A farmer 1 In hobnailed shoes, 
I suppose ! I say it is a woman.” 

Mbs. Hazeldean. — “A woman, and a motheb! ” 

Pabson. — “A middle-aged man, and a naturalist.” 

Squire. — “ No, no, Parson, certainly a young man ; for 
that love-scene puts me in mind of my own young days, when 
I would have given my ears to tell Harry how handsome I 
thought her; and all I could say was, ‘Fine weather for the 
crops, Miss.'’ Yes, a young man and a farmer. I should not 
wonder if he had held the plough himself.” 

Randal (who had been turning over the pages). — “This 
sketch of Night in Ijondon comes from a man who has lived 
the life of cities and looked at wealth with the eyes of pov- 
erty. Not bad! I will read the book.” 

“Strange,” said the parson, smiling, “that this little work 
.should so have entered into our minds, suggested to all of us 
different ideas, yet equally charmed all, — ■ given a new and 
fresh current to our dull country life, animated us as with the 
sight of a world in onr breasts we had never seen before save 
in dreams : a little work like this by a man we don’t know 
and never may ! Well, that knowledge is power, and a noble 
one!” 

“A sort of power, certainly, sir,” said Randal, candidly; 
and that night, when Randal retired to his own room, he sus- 
pended his schemes and projects, and read, as he rarely did, 
without an object to gain by the reading. 
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Tlio work surprised him by the pleasure it gave. Its charm 
lay ill the writer’s calm enjoyment of the beautiful. It seemed 
like some happy soul sunning itself in the light of its own 
thoughts. Its ])Ower was so tranquil and even, that it was 
only a critic who could perceive how much force and vigour 
\v(u-e neci^Hsary to .sustain the wing that floated aloft with so 
imperceptibh^ an effort. There was no one faculty predomi - 
nating tyrannically over the others; all seemed proportioned 
in the felicitous symmetry of a nature rounded, integral, and 
complete. And when the work was closed, it left behind it a 
tender warmth tliat played round the heart of the reader and 
vivified feelings which seemed unknown before. Randal laid 
down the book softly ; and for five minutes the ignoble and 
base purposes to which his own knowledge was applied stood 
before him, naked and unmasked. 

“ Tut ! ” said he, wrenching himself violently away from 
the benign influence, “ it was not to sympathize with Hector, 
but to conquer with Achilles, that Alexander of Macedon kept 
Homer under his pillow. Such should be the true use of 
books to him who has the practical world to subdue; let par- 
sons and women construe it otherwise, as they may ! ” 

And the Principle of Evil descended again upon the intel- 
lect from which the guide of Beneficence was gone. 


CHAPTER X. 

Rattoal rose at the sound of the first breakfast-bell, and 
on the staircase met Mrs. Hazeldean. He gave her back the 
book; and as he was about to speak, she beckoned to him to 
follow her into a little morning-room appropriated to herself, 
— no boudoir of white and gold, with pictures by Watteau, 
but lined with large walnut-tree presses, that held the old 
heirloom linen, strewed with lavender, stores for the house- 
keeper, and medicines for the poor. 



244 


MY NOVEL; OR, 


Seiitiiig herself on a large chair in. this sanotmn, Mrs. 
Hazeldean looked formidably at home. 

“Pray,’^ said the lady, coming at once to the point, with 
IXGT usual straightforward candour, “what is all this you have 
been saying to iny husband as to the possibility of Ifrank’s 
ina.rrying a foreigner? ” 

EA5f»AL. — “Would you be as averse to such a notion as 
Mr. Hazeldean is?” 

Mks. HAZBLUKAJf. — “ You ask me a question, instead of 
answering mine.” 

Randal was greatly put out in his fence by these rude 
thrusts. For indeed he had a double purpose to serve, — first, 
thoroughly to know if Frank^s marriage with a woman like 
Madame cli Negra would irritate the squire sufficiently to en- 
danger the son’s inheritance; and, secondly, to prevent Mr. 
and Mrs. Hazeldean believing seriously that suc;h a marriage 
was to he apprehended, lest they should prematurely address 
ITrank on the subject, and frustrate tin’s marriage itself. Yet, 
withal, he must so express himself, that he could not be after- 
wards accused by the parents of disguising matters. In his 
talk to the squire the preceding day, he had gone a little too 
far, — further than he would have done but for his desire of 
escaping the cattle-shed and short-horns. While he mused, 
Mrs. Hazeldean observed him with her honest sensible eyes, 
and finally exclaimed, — 

“ Out with it, Mr. Leslie ! ” 

“ Out with what, my dear madam? The squire has sadly 
exaggerated tlie importance of what was said mainly in Jest. 
But I will own to you plainly, that Frank has appeared to 
me a little smitten with a certain fair Italian.” 

“Italian!” cried Mrs. Hazeldean. “Well, I said so from 
the first. Italian I — that ’s all, is it? ” and she smiled. 

Randal was more and more perplexed. The pupil of his 
eye contracted, as it does when we retreat into ourselves, and 
think, watch, and keep guard. 

“ And perhaps,” resumed Mrs. Hazeldean, with a very sunny 
expression of countenance, “you have noticed this in Frank 
since he was here?” 



VARIETIES IK ENGLISH LIFE. 245 

"Ifc is true,” murmured Bandal; “but I think his heart or 
his fancy -vvas touched even before.” 

“Very natural,” said Mrs. Hazeldeanj “how could he help 
it? — such a beautiful creature! Well, I must not ask you 
to tell Frank’s secrets; but I guess the object of attraction;, 
and thong] L she will have no fortune to speak of, and it is not 
such, a match as he might form, still she is so amiable, and 
has l)cen so well brought up, and is so little like one’s general 
notions of a Roman Catholic, that I think I eould persuade 
Hazeldean into giving his consent.” 

“Ah,” said Randal, drawing a long breath, and beginning, 
with his practised acuteness, to detect Mrs. Hazeldean’s 
error, “I am very much relieved and rejoiced to hear this; 
and I may venture to give Frank some hope, if I find him 
disheartened and desponding, poor fellow ? ” 

“I think you may,” replied Mrs. Hazeldean, laughing pleas- 
antly. “But you should not have frightened poor AVilliam 
so, hinting that the lady knew very little English. She has 
an accent, to be sure; but she speaks our tongue very pret- 
tily. I always forget that she ’s not English born I Ha, ha, 
poor William ! ” 

Randal. — “Ha, hat” 

Mbs. Hazeldean. — “We had once thought of another 
match for Frank, — a girl of good English family.” 

Randal. — “Miss Sticktorights? ” 

Mbs. .Hazeldean. — “No; that’s an old whim of Hazel- 
dean’s. But I doubt if the Sticktorights would ever merge 
their property in ours. Bless you! it would be all off the 
moment they came to settlements, and had to give up the 
riglit of way. We thought of a very different match; but 
there ’s no dictating to young hearts, Mr. Leslie.” 

Randal. — “ Indeed no, Mrs. Hazeldean. But since we 
now understand each other so well, excuse me if I suggest 
that you had better leave things to themselves, and not write 
to Frank on the subject. Young hearts, you know, are often 
stimulated by apparent diffienlties, and grow cool when the 
obstacle vanishes.” 

Mbs. Hazeldean. — “Very possibly; it was not so with 
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Hazelcle'diii and me. But I shall not write to Frank on the 
subject for a different reason — ■ though I would c(.)nsent to the 
match, and so would William ; yet we both would rather, after 
all, that Frank married an Englishwoman, and a Protestant. 
We will not, therefore, do anything to encourage the idea. 
But if Frank’s happiness becomes really at stake, thsn we 
will step in. In short, we would neither encourage nor op- 
pose. You understand?” 

“Perfectly.” 

“And in the mean while, it is quite right that Frank 
should see the world, and try to distract his mind, or at least 
to know it. And I dare say it has been some thought of that 
kind which has prevented his coming here.” 

Randal, dreading a further and plainer hlairoissement, 
now rose, and saying, “Pardon me, but I must hurry over 
breakfast, and be back in time to catch the coach ” — offered 
his arm to his hostess, and led her into the breakfast-parlour. 
Devouring his meal, as if in great haste, lie then mounted his 
horse, and, taking cordial leave of his entertainers, trotted 
briskly away. 

All things favoured his project, — even chance had be- 
friended him in Mrs. Hazeldean’s mistake. She had, not 
unnaturally, supposed Violante to have captivated Frank on 
his last visit to the Hall. Thus, while Randal had certified 
his own mind that nothing could more exasperate the squire 
than an alliance with Madame di Negra, he could yet assure 
Frank that Mrs. Hazeldean was all on his side. And when 
the error was discovered, Mrs. Hazeldean would only have to 
blame herself for it. Still more successful had his diplomacy 
proved with the Riccaboccas : he had ascertained the secret 
he had come to discover; he should induce the Italian to re- 
move to the neighbourhood of London; and if Violante were 
the great heiress he suspected her to prove, whom else of lier 
own age would she see but him? And the old Leslie domains 
to be sold in two years — a portion of the dowry might 
purchase them! Flushed by the triumpb of his craft, all 
former vacillations of conscience ceased. In high and fervent 
spirits he passed the Casino, the garden of which was solitary 
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and deserted, reached his home, and, telling Oliver to be stu- 
dious, and Juliet to be patient, walked thence to meet the 
coach and regain the capital. 


CHAPTER XI. 

Yiolante was seated in her own little room, and looking 
from the window on the terrace that stretched below. The 
day was warm for the time of year. The orange-trees had 
been removed under shelter for the approach of winter; but 
where they had stood sat Mrs. Riecabocca at work. In the 
belvidere, Riccaboeca himself was conversing with his fa- 
vourite servant. But the casements and the door of the 
belvidere were open; and where they sat, both wife and 
daughter could see the padrone leaning against the wall, 
with his arms folded and his eyes fixed on the floor; while 
Jackeyino, with one finger on his master’s arm, was talking 
to him with visible earnestness. And the daughter from the 
window and the wife from her work directed tender, anxious 
eyes towards the still, thoughtful form so dear to both. For 
the last day or two, Riecabocca had been peculiarly abstracted, 
even to gloom. Each felt there was something stirring at his 
heart, — neither, as yet, knew what. 

Violante’s room silently revealed the nature of the educa- 
tion by which her character had been formed. Save a sketch- 
book, which lay open on a desk at hand, and which showed 
talent exquisitely taught (for in this Riecabocca had been her 
teaclnu'), there was nothing that spoke of the ordinary female 
accomplishments. No piano stood open, no harp occupied 
yon nook, which seemed made for one; no broidery -frame, 
nor implements of work, betrayed the usual and graceful re- 
sources of a girl ; but ranged op. shelves against the wall were 
the best writers in English, Italian, and French; and these 
betokened an extent of reading, that he who wishes for a 
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companion to liis mind in the sweet commune of woman, 
which softens and refines all it gives and takes in interchange, 
will never condemn as masculine. You had but to look into 
Violanti'’s face to see how noble was the intelligence that 
brought soul to those lovely features. Nothing hard, nothing 
dry and stern was tlxere. Even as you detected knowledge, 
it was lost in the gentleness of grace. In fact, wliarevor she 
gained in the gra,ver kinds of information became transmuted, 
through her heart and her fancy, iixto sxxiritiial, golden stores. 
G-ive her some tedious and arid history, her imagination seized 
upon beauties other readers h.ad passed by, and, like the eye 
of the artist, detected everywhere the Picturesque. Some- 
thing in her mind seemed to reject all that was mean and 
commonplace, and to bring out irll that was rare and elevated 
in whatever it received. Living so a^xart from all companions 
of her age, she scarcely belonged to the present time. She 
dwelt in the Past, as Sabrina in her crystal well. Images of 
chivalry, of the Beautiful and the Hei'oic, — sucli as, in rejid- 
ing the silvery line of Tasso, rise before us, softening force 
and valour into love and song, — haunted the reveries of the 
fair Italian maid. 

Tell us not that the Past, examined by cold Philosophy, was 
no better and no loftier than the Present : it is not thus seen 
by pure and generous eyes. Let the Past perish, when it 
ceases to reflect on its magic mirror the beautifxxl Eomance 
which is its noblest reality, though perchance but the shadow 
of Delusion. 

Yet Violante was not merely the dreamer. In her, life was 
so puissant xind rich, that action seemed necessary to its glo- 
rious development, — action, but still in the woman’s sphere, 
— action to bless and to refine and to exalt all around her, 
and to pour whatever else of ambition was left unsatisfied 
into sympathy with the aspirations of man. Despite her 
father’s fears of the bleak air of England, in that air she 
had strengthened the delicate health of her childhood. Her 
elastic step, her eyes full of sweetness and light, her bloom, 
at once soft and luxuriant, — all spoke of the vital powers fit 
to sustain a mind of such exquisite mould, and the emotions 
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of a liearfc that, once aroused, could ennoble the passions of 
the South with the purity and devotion of the North. 

Solitude makes some natures more timid, some more bold. 
Violante was fearless. When she spoke, her eyes frankly 
met your own; and she was so ignorant of evil, that as y4 
she se.emed nearly unacquainted with shame. From this cour- 
age, combined witli affluence of idea, came a delightful flow 
of ha])py converse. Though possessing so imperfectly the 
accomplishments ordinarily taught to young women, and 
which may be cultured to the utmost, and yet leave the 
thoughts so barren, and the talk so vapid, she had that ac- 
complishment which most pleases the taste, and commands 
the love, of the man of talent; especially if his talent be not 
so actively employed as to make him desire only relaxation 
where he seeks companionship, — the accomplishment of facil- 
ity in intellectual interchange, the charm that clothes in 
mnsioal words beautiful womanly ideas. 

“I hear him sigh at this distance,” said Violante, softly, 
as she still watched her father; “and methinks this is a new 
grief, and not for his co\iutvy. He spoke twice yesterday of 
that dear English friend, and wished that he were here. ” 

As she said this, unconsciously the virgin blushed, her 
hands drooped on her knee, and she fell herself into thought 
as profound as her father’s, but less gloomy. From her ar- 
rival in England, Violantfi had been taught a grateful interest 
in the name of Harley L’Estrangc. Her father, preserving a 
silence that S(iemed disdain of all his old Italian intimates, 
had been pleased to converse with open heart of the English- 
man who had saved where countrymen had betrayed. He 
spoke of the soldier, then in the full bloom of youth, who. 
unconsoled by famtJ, had nursed the memory of some hidden 
sorrow amidst the pine-trees that cast their shadow over the 
sunny Italian lake; how Iliccabocca, then honoured and 
happy, had courted from his seclusion the English signore, 
then the mourner and the voluntary exile; how they had 
grown friends amidst the landscapes in which her eyes had 
opened to the day; how Harley had vainly warned him from 
the rash schemes in which he had sought to reconstruct in an 
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liour tlie ruins of weary ages; how, when abandoned, de- 
serted, proscribed, pursued, he had fled for life, the infant 
Violante clasped to his bosom, the English soldier had given 
him refuge, baffled the pursuers, armed his servants, accom- 
panied the fugitive at night towards the defile in the Apen- 
nines, and, when the emissaries of a perfidious enemy, hot 
in the chase, came near, had said, “ You have your cliild to 
save ! Ely on ! Another league, and you are beyond the bor- 
ders. We will delay the foes with parley; they will not harm 
us.” And not till escape was gained did the father know that 
the English friend had delayed the foe, not by parley, but by 
the sword, holding the pass against numbers, with a breast as 
dauntless as Bayard’s on the glorious bridge. 

And since then, the same Englishman had never ceased to 
vindicate his name, to urge his cause; and if hope yet re- 
mained of restoration to land and honours, it was in that un- 
tiring zeal. 

Hence, naturally and insensibly, this secluded and musing 
girl had associated all that she read in tales of romance and 
chivalry with the image of the brave and loyal stranger. He 
it was who animated her dreams of the Past, and seemed born 
to be, in the destined hour, the deliverer of the Future. 
Around this image grouped all the charms that the fancy of 
virgin woman can raise from the enchanted lore of old Heroic 
Fable. Once in her early girlhood, her father (to satisfy her 
curiosity, eager for general description) had drawn from 
memory a sketch of the features of the Englishman, — drawn 
Harley, as he was in that first youth, flattered and idealized, 
no doubt, by art, and by partial gratitude, but still resem- 
bling him as he was then, while the deep mournfulness of re- 
cent sorrow yet shadowed and concentrated all the varying 
expressions of his countenance; and to look on him was to 
say, “So sad, yet so young !” Never did Violante pause to 
remember that the same years which ripened herself from 
infancy into woman were passing less gently over that 
smooth cheek and dreamy brow,— that the world might be 
altering the nature as time the aspect. To her the hero of 
the Ideal remained immortal in bloom and youth. Bright 
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illusion, common to us all, wliere Poetry once hallows tlie 
liumau form ! Who ever thinks of Petrarch as the old, time 
worn man? Who does not see him as when he first gazed on 
Laura? — 

“ Ogni altra eosa ogai pensier va fore ; 

B sol ivi con voi rimansi Amoro ! ” 


CHAPTER. XII. 

And Violante, thus absorbed in revery, forgot to keep 
watch on the belvidere. And the belvidere was now de- 
serted. The wife, who had no other ideal to distract her 
thoughts, saw Riccabocca pass into the house. 

The exile entered his daughter’s room, and she started to 
feel his hand upon her locks and his kiss upon her brow. 

“ My child ! ” cried Riccabocca, seating himself, “ I have 
resolved to leave for a time this retreat, and to seek the 
neighbourhood of London.” 

“Ah, dear father, that, then, was your thought? But what 
can be your reason? Do not turn away; you know how care- 
fully I have obeyed your command and kept your secret. Ah. 
you will confide in me.” 

“I do, indeed,” returned Riccabocca, with emotion. “I 
leave this place in the fear lest my enemies discover me. I 
sliall .yy.y to others that you are of an age to require teachers 
iiot to be obtained here, but I should like none to know where 
we go.” 

The Italian said these last words through his teeth, and 
hanging his head. He said them in shame, 

“My mother — [so Violante always called Jemima] — my 
mother — you have spoken to her?” 

“Not yet, iTAere is the difficulty.” 

“No difficulty, for she loves you so well,” replied Violante, 
with soft reproach. “Ah, why not also confide in her? Who 
so true, so good? ” 
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“ Good — I grant it ! ” exclaimed Kiccabocca. “ Wliat then ? 
‘Ba cattiva Donna giiardati, ed alia buona non fidar niente.^ ^ 
And if you must trust/’ added the abominable niauj “trust 
ber with anything but a secret ! ” 

“Die,” said Violante, with arch reproacli, for slie knew her 
father’s huiuoixrs too well to interpret his horrible sentiments 
literally, — “fie on your consistency, Fadro carissimo. Do 
you not trust your secret to me? ” 

“You! A kitten is not a cat, and a girl is not a woman. 
Besides, the secret was already known to you, and I had no 
Bhoioe. Peace, Jemima will stay here for the present. See 
to what you wish to take with you; we shall leave to-night.” 

hTot waiting for an answer, Riccabocca hurried away, and 
with a firm step strode the terrace, and approached his wife. 

”Anima mia,” said the pupil of Maehiavelli, disguising in 
the tenderest words the cruellest intentions, — for one of his 
most cherished Italian proverbs was to the effect that there 
is no getting on with a mule or a woman unless you coax 
them, — ‘^Afiwia mia, soul of my being, you have already 
seen that Violaiite mopes herself to death here.” 

“ She, poor child ! Oh, no ! ” 

“She does, core of my heart, — she does, and is as ignorant 
of music as I am of tent-stitch.” 

“She sings beautifully.” 

“Just as birds do, against all tlie rules, and in defiance of 
gamut. Thei’efore, to come to the point, 0 treasure of my 
soul! T am going to take her with me for a short, time, per- 
haps to Cheltenham or Brighton. We shall see.” 

“All places with you are the same to me, Alphonsu, When 
shall we go?” 

“ We shall go to-night; but terrible as it is to part from 
you -— you — ” : ^ ^ 

“ Ah ! ” interrupted the wife, and covered her face with 
her hands. 

E-iccabocca, the wiliest and most relentless of men in his 
maxims, melted into absolute uxorial imbecility at the sight 
of that mute distress. He put his arm round his wife’s 

1 Erom the bad woman, guard thyself ; to the good woman trust nothing.” 
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waist, with genuine affection, and without a single proverb at 
his heart. “ Carissima, do not grieve so ; we shall be back 
soon, and travelling is expensive; rolling stones gather no 
moss, and there is so much to see to at home.” 

Mrs. Kiccabocoa gently escaped from her husband’s arm. 
She withdrew her hands from her face and brushed away the 
tears that stood in her eyes. 

“Alphonso,” she said touchingly, “hear me! What you 
think good, that shall ever be good to me. But do not think 
that I grieve solely because of our parting. No; I grieve to 
think that, despite alL these years in which I have been the 
partner of your hearth, and slept on your breast, — all these 
years in which I have had no thought but, however humbly, 
to do my duty to you and yours, and could have wished that 
you had read my heart, and seen there but yourself and your 
child, — I grieve to think that you still deem me as unworthy 
your trust as when you stood by my side at the altar.” 

“ Trust 1 ” repeated Biccabocca, startled and conscience- 
stidcken; “why do you say ‘trust’? In what have I dis- 
trusted you? I am sure,” he continued, with the artful 
volubility of guilt, “that I never doubted your fidelity,— 
hook-nosed, long-visaged foreigner though I be; never pryed 
into your letters; never inquired into your solitary walks; 
never heeded your flirtations with that good-looking Parson 
Dale; never kept the money; and never looked into the 
account-books ! ” Mrs. Riceabooca refused even a smile of 
contempt at these revolting evasions ; nay, she seemed scarcely 
to hear them. 

“Can you think,” she resumed, pressing her hand on her 
heart to still its struggles for relief in sobs, — “can you think 
that I could have watched and thought and taxed my poor 
mind so constantly, to conjecture what might best soothe or 
please you, and not seen, long since, that you have secrets 
known to your daughter, your servant, not to me? Fear not, 
— the secrets cannot be evil, or you would not tell them to 
your innocent child. BesidciS, do I not know your nature; 
and do I not love you because X know it? — it is for something 
connected with those secrets that you leave your home. You 
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think that I .should be incautious, imprudent. You will not 
take me with you. Be it so. I go to prepare for your de- 
parture. Forgive me if I have displeased you, husband.” 

Mrs, liiccabocea turned away; but a soft hand touched the 
Italian’s arm. “0 Father, can you resist tli is? Trust her! 
trust her ! — I am a woman like her ! t answer for her 
woman’s faith. Be yourself, — ever nobler than all others, 
my own father.” 

^'Dimiolo! Never one door shuts but another opens,” 
groaned Eiocabocea. “Are you a fool, child? Don’t you see 
that it was for your sake only I feared, and would be 
cautious?” 

“ For mine 1 Ob, then do not make me deem myself mean, 
and the cause of meanness. For mine! Am I not your 
daughter, — the descendant of men who never feared?” 

Violante looked sublime while she spoke; and as she ended 
she led her father gently on towards the door, which his wife 
had now gained. 

“Jemima, wife mine! pardon, pai-don,” ciied the Italian, 
whose heart had been yearning to repay siudi. tenderness and 
devotion, — “come back to my breast — it has been long 
closed, — it shall be open to you now and forever.” 

In another moment the wife was in her right jjlace, — on 
her husband’s bosom; and Violante, beautiful peacemaker, 
stood smiling awhile at both, and then lifted her eyes grate- 
fully to heaven and stole away. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

On Randal’s return to town, he heard mixed and contra- 
dictory rumours in the streets, and at the clubs, of the pro- 
bable downfall of the Government at the approaching session 
of parliament. These rumours had sprung up suddenly, as if 
in an hour. True that, for some time, the sagacious had 
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shaken their heads and said, “ Ministers could not last. ” True, 
that certain changes in policy, a year or two before, had di- 
vided the party on which the Government depended, and 
strengthened that which opposed it. But still the more im- 
portant members of that Governnient had been so long identi- 
fied with official station, and there seemed so little power in 
the Opposition to form a Cabinet of names familiar to official 
(vars, that the general public had anticipated, at most, a few 
])artiat changes. Rumour now went far beyond this. Ran- 
dal, whose whole prospects at present were but reflections from 
the greatness of his patron, was alarmed. He sought Eger 
ton, hut the minister was impenetrahle, and seemed calm, 
confident, and impertnrbed. Somewhat relieved, Randal then 
set himself to work to find a safe home for Riceahocca; for 
the greater need to succeed in obtaining fortune there, if he 
failed in getting it through Egerton. He found a quiet house, 
detached and secluded, in the neighbourhood of Norwood. 
No vicinity more secure from espionage and remark. He 
wrote to Riccahocoa, and communicated the address, adding 
fresh assurances of his own power to be of use. The next 
morning he was seated in his office, thinking very little of 
the details, that he mastered, however, with mechanical pre- 
cision, when the minister who presided over that department 
of the public service sent for him into his private room, and 
begged him to take a letter to Egerton, with whom he wished 
to consult relative to a very important point to be decided in 
the Cabinet that day. “I want you to take it,” said the min- 
ister, smiling (the minister was a frank homely man), “be- 
cause you are in Mr. Egerton^s confidence, and he may give 
you some verbal message besides a written reply. Egerton is 
often oac?' ca\itious and brief in the Zliem scri]}ta” 

Randal went first to Egerton's neighbouring office — Eger- 
ton had not been there that day. He then took a cabriolet 
and drove to Grosvenor Square. A quiet-looking chariot was 
at the door. Mr. Egerton was at home; but the servant said, 

“Hr. E is with him, sir; and perhaps he may not like to 

be disturbed.” 

“What! is your master ill? 
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“Not tlia,t I know of, sir. He never says he is ill. But 
he has looked poorly the last day or two.” 

Ran dal hesitated a moment; but his commission, might be 
important, and Egerton was a. man who so held the maxim 
that health and all else must give way to business, that he 
res<.)lved to enter; and, unannounced and unceremoniously, as 
was liis wont, he opened the door of the library. He started 
as he did so. Audley Egerton was leaning back on the sofa, 
and the doctor, on his knees before him, was applying the 
stethoscope to his breast. Egerton’s eyes were partially 
closed as the door opened. But at the noise he sprang up, 
nearly oversetting the doctor, “ Who ’s that? How dare 
you? ” he exclaimed, in a voice of great anger. Then recog- 
nizing Randal, he changed colour, bit his lip, and muttered 
dryly, “ I beg pardon for my abruptness ; what do you want, 
Mr. Leslie? ” 

“This letter from Lord ; I was told to deliver it im- 

mediately into your own hands. I beg pardon — ” 

“There is no cause,” said Egerton, coldly. “I have had a 
slight attack of bronchitis; and as parliament meets so soon, 
I must take advice from my doctor, if I w'ould be heard by 
the reporters. Lay the letter on the table, and be kind enough 
to wait for my reply.” 

Randal withdrew, He had never seen a physician in that 
house before, and it seemed sur]U‘ising that Egerton should 
even take a medical opinion upon a slight attack. While 
waiting in the ante-room there was a knock at the street door, 
and presently a gentleman, exceedingly well drc'.ssed, was 
shown in, and honoured Randal with an easy and half-familiar 
bow. Randal remembered to have met this personage at din- 
ner, and at the house of a young nobleman of high fashion, 
but had not been introduced to him, and did not even know 
him by name. The visitor was better informed. 

“ Our friend Egerton is busy, I hea.r, Mr. Leslie, ” said he, 
arranging the camellia in his button-hole. 

“ Our friend Egerton ! ” It must be a very great man to 
say “ Our friend Egerton.” 

‘'He will not be engaged long, T dare say,” returned Ran- 
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dalj glancing his shrewd inquiring eye over the stranger 
person. 

“I trust not; my time is almost as precious as his own. I 
was not so fortuiiate as to be presented to you when we met 
at Lord Spendquick’s. Good fellow, Spendquiok; and de- 
cidedly clever.’' 

Lord Si.)endquick was usually esteemed a gentleman with- 
out three ideas. 

Eandal smiled. 

In the mean while the visitor had taken out a card from an 
embossed morocco case, and now presented it to Kandal, who 
read thereon, Baron Levy, No. — , Bruton St.^’ 

The name was not unknown to E-andal. It was a name too 
often on the lips of men of fashion not to have reached the 
ears of an haMtue of good society. 

Mr. Levy had been a solicitor by profession. He had of 
late years relinquished his ostensible calling: and not long 
since, in consequence of some services towards the negotiation 
of a loan, had been created a baron by one of the German 
kings. The wealth of Mr. Levy was said to be only equalled 
by his good-nature to all who were in want of a temporary 
loan, and with sound expectations of repaying it some day or 
other. 

You seldom saw a finer-looking man than Baron Levy, — 
about the same age as Egerton, but looking younger: so well 
preserved, such magnificent black whiskers, such superb teeth ! 
Despite his name and his dark complexion, he did not, how- 
ever, resemble a Jew, — at least externally; and, in fact, he 
was not a Jew on the father’s side, but the natural son of a 
ric.h English (jmnd seigneur, by a Hebrew lady of distinc- 
tion — in the opera. After his birth, this lady had married 
a German trader of her own jjersuasion, and her husband had 
been prevailed upon, for the convenience of all parties, to 
adopt his wife’s son, and accord to him his own Hebrew 
name. Mr. Levy, senior, was soon left a widower, and then 
the real father, though never actually owning the boy, had 
shown him great attention, — had him frequently at his house, 
initiated him betimes into his own high-born society, for 
vox., H. — 17 , . 
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•wliiclt the boy showed great taste. But when my Lord died, 
and left but a moderate legacy to the younger Levy, who was 
thou about eighteen, that ambiguous person was articled to 
an attfu'uey by his putative sire, who shortly afterwards re- 
turucyi to his native laud, and was buried at Lrague, where 
his tombstone may yet be seen. Young Levy, liowevor, con ■ 
trived to do very well without him. His real birth was gen- 
erally known, and rather advantageous to liim in a .social 
point of view. His legacy enabled him to become a partner 
where he had been a clerk, and his practice became great 
amongst the fashionable classes of society. Indeed he was so 
useful, so pleasant, so much a man of the world, that he grew 
intimate with his clients, — ^ chiefly young men of rank; was 
on good terms with both Jew and Christian; and being 
neither one nor the other, resembled (to use Sheridan’s in- 
comparable simile) the blank page between the Old and the 
New Testament. 

Vulgar some might call Mr. Levy from his assurance, but 
it was not the vulgarity of a man accustomed to low and 
coarse society, — rather the mmivais ton of a person not sure 
of his own position, but who has resolved to swagger into the 
best one he can get. When it is remembered that he had 
made his way in the world, and gleaned togetlier an immense 
fortune, it is needless to add that lie was as sharp as a needle, 
and as hard as a flint. No man had had more friends, and 
no man had stuck by them more firmly — so long as there 
was a pound in their pockets ! 

Something of this character had Randal heard of the baron, 
and he now gazed, first at his card, and then at him with — 
admiration, 

“I met a friend of yours at Borrowell’s the other day,” re- 
sumed the baron, — ^ “young Hazeldean. Careful fellow — 
quite a man of the world.” 

As this was the last praise poor Frank deserved, Randal 
again smiled. 

The baron went on: “I hear, Mr. Leslie, that you have 
much influence over this same Hazeldean. His affairs are in 
a sad state. I should be very happy to be of use to him, as a 



VARIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 259 

relation of my friend Egerton’s; but he understands business 
so well that he despises my advice.” 

“ I am sure you do him injustice.” 

“Injustice! I honour his caution. I say to every man, 
‘Don’t come to me: I can get you money on much easier 
terms than any one else; and what ’s the result! You come 
so often that you ruin yourself; whereas a regular usurer 
without conscience frightens you. “Cent per cent,” you say; 
“oh, I must pull in.”’ If you have influence over your 
friend, tell him to stick to his bill-brokers, and have noth- 
ing to do with Baron Levy.” 

Here the minister’s bell rung, and Randal, looking through 

the window, saw Dr. F walking to his carriage, which 

had made way for Baron Levy’s splendid cabriolet, — a cab- 
riolet in the most perfect taste, baron’s coronet on the dark- 
brown panels, horse black, with such action ! harness just 
relieved with plating. The servant now entered, and re- 
quested Randal to step in ; and addressing the baron, assured 
him that he would not be detained a minute. 

“Leslie,” said the minister, sealing a note, “take this back 
to Lord •, and say that I shall be with him in an hour.” 

“No other message? — he seemed to expect one.” 

“I dare say he did. Well, my letter is offlcial, my mes- 
sage is not: beg him to see Mr. before we meet, — he 

will understand, — all rests upon that interview.” 

Egerton then, extending the letter, resumed gravely, “Of 

course you will not mention to any one that Dr, F was 

with me: the health of public men is not to be suspected. 
Hum — were you in your own room or the ante-room? ” 

“The ante-room, sir.” 

Egerton’s brow contracted slightly. “And Mr. Levy was 
there, eh?” 

“Yes — the baron.” 

“Baron! true. Come to plague me about the Mexican 
loan, I suppose. I will keep you no longer.” 

Randal, much meditating, left the house, and re-entered 
his hack cab. The baron was admitted to the statesman’s 
presence. 
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CHAPTEB XIV. 

EciKiiTON had thrown himself at full length on the sofa, a 
position exceedingly rare with himj and about his whole air 
and manner, as Levy entered, there was something singularly 
different from that stateliness of port common to the austere 
legislator. The very tone of his voice was different. It was 
as if the statesman, the man of business, had vanished; it 
was rather the man of fashion and the idler who, nodding 
languidly to his visitor, said, “Levy, what money can I have 
for a year?” 

“ The estate will bear very little more. My dear fellow, 
that last election was the very devil. You cannot go on thus 
much longer.” 

“My dear fellow! ” Baron .Levy hailed Audley Egerton as 
“ my dear fellow ” ! And Audley Egerton, perhaps, saw noth- 
ing strange in the words, though his lip curled. 

“I shall not want to go on thus much longer,” answered 
Egerton, as the curl on his lip changed to a gloomy smile. 
“The estate must, meanwhile, bear £5,000 more.” 

“A hard pull on it. You had really better sell.” 

“I cannot afford to sell at present. I cannot afford men to 
say, ‘Audley Egerton is done up, —his property is for sale.’ ” 

“ It is very sad when one thinks what a rich man you have 
been — and may be yet I ” 

“Be, yet! How?” 

Baron Levy glanced towards the thick mahogany doors, — 
thick and impervious, as should be the doors of statesmen. 
“Why, you know that, with three words from you, I could 
produce an effect upon the stocks of three nations, that miglit 
give us each a hundred thousand pounds. We would go 
shares.” 

“Levy,” said Egerton, coldly, though a deep blush over- 
spread his face, “you are a scoundrel; that is your look-out. 
1 interfere with no man’s tastOvS and conscience. I don’t in- 
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tend to be a scoundrel myself. I have told you that long 
ago.” 

The usurer’s brows darkened, but he dispelled the cloud 
with an easy laugli. 

“Well,” said he, “you are neither wise nor complimentary, 
but you shall have the money. But yet, would it not be bet- 
ter,” added Levy, with emphasis, “to borrow it without in- 
terest, of your friend L’Estrange?” 

Egerton started as if stung. 

“You mean to taunt me, sir ! ” he exclaimed passionately. 
“I accept pecuniary favours from Lord L ^Estrange! — I ! ” 

“Tut, my dear Egerton, I dare say my Lord would not 
think so ill now of that act in your life which — ” 

“Hold !” exclaimed Egerton, writhing. “Hold!” 

He stopped, and paced the room, muttering, in broken 
sentences, “To blush before this man! Chastisement, 
chastisement ! ” 

Levy gazed on him with hard and sinister eyes. The min- 
ister turned abruptly. 

“Look you, Levy,” said he, with forced composure, “you 
hate me — why, I know not.” 

“Hate you ! How have I shown hatred? Would you ever 
have lived in this palace, and ruled this country as one of the 
most influential of its ministers, but for my management, — 
my whispers to the wealthy Miss Leslie? Come, but for me 
what would you have been, — perhaps a beggar.” 

“What shall I be now, if I live? And this fortune which 
my marriage brought to me — it has passed for the main part 
into your hands. Be patient, you will have it all ere long. 
But there is one man in the world who has loved me from a 
boy, and woe to you if ever he learn that he has the right to 
despise me ! ” 

“Egerton, my good fellow,” said Levy, with great com- 
posure, “you need not threaten me, for what interest can I 
possibly have in tale-telling to Lord L’Estrange? Again, 
dismiss from your mind the absurd thought that T hate you. 
True, you snub me in private, you cut me in public, you re- 
fuse to come to my dinners, you T1 not ask me to your own; 
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still, tliere is no man I like better, nor would more willingij 
serve. When do you want the £5,000? ” 

“Perhaps in one month, perhaps not for three or four. 
Let it he ready wlien required.” 

“Enough; depend on it. Have you any other commands?” 

“None.” 

“I will take my leave, then. By-the-by, what do you sup- 
pose the Hazel dean rental is worth — net? ” 

“I don't know, nor care. You have no designs upon that 
too? ” 

“Well, I like keeping up family connections. Mr. Frank 
seems a liberal young gentleman.” 

Before Egerton could answer, the baron had glided to the 
door, and, nodding pleasantly, vanished with that nod. 

Egerton remained, standing on his solitary hearth. A 
drear, single man’s room it was, from wall to wall, despite 
its fretted ceilings and official pomp of Bramah escritoires 
and red boxes. Drear and cheerless, — no trace of woman’s 
habitation, no vestige of intruding, happy children. There 
stood the austere man alone. And then with a deep sigh he 
muttered, “Thank Heaven, not for long, — it will not last 
long.” 

Eepeating those words, he mechanically locked up his 
papers, and pressed his hand to his heart for an instant, as 
if a spasm had shot through it. 

“So — I must shun all emotion ! ” said he, shaking his head 
gently. 

In five minutes more Audley Egerton was in the streets, 
his mien erect, and his step firm as ever. 

“ That man is made of bronze,” said a leader of the Oppo- 
sition to a friend as they rode past the minister. “Wluxt 
would I not give for his nerves ! ” 



BOOK NINTH, 


INITIAL CHAPTER. 

ON PUBLIC LIFE. 

Now that I am fairly in the heart of my story, these pre- 
liminary chapters must shrink into comparatively small di- 
mensions, and not encroach upon the space required by the 
various personages whose acquaintance I have picked up here 
and there, and who are now all crowding upon me like poor 
relations to whom one has unadvisedly given a general invita- 
tion, and who descend upon one simultaneously about Christ- 
mas time. Where they are to be stowed, and what is to 
become of them all, Heaven knows ; in the mean while, the 
reader will have already observed that the Caxton Family 
themselves are turned out of their own rooms, sent a packing, 
in order to make way for the new comers. 

But to proceed: Note the heading to the present Chapter, 
“on Public Life,” — a thesis pertinent to this portion of my 
narrative; and if somewhat trite in itself, the greater is the 
stimulus to suggest thereon some original hints for reflection. 

Were you ever in public life, my dear reader? I don't 
mean, by that question, to ask whether you were ever Lord 
Chancellor, Prime Minister, Leader of the Opposition, or 
even a member of the House of Commons. An author hopes 
to find readers far beyond that very egregious but very limited 
segment of the Great Circle. Were you ever a busy man in 
your vestry, active in a municipal corporation, one of a com- 
mittee for furthering the interests of an enlightened candi- 
date for your native burgh, town, or shire, — in a word, did 
you ever resign your private comforts as men in order to 
share the public troubles of mankind? If ever you have so 
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liiccabocca had unhappily nursed himself into so poor an esti- 
mate of the female character, that even the pure and lofty 
nature of Violante did not seem to him a sufficient safeguard 
against the craft and determination of a practised and re- 
morseless intriguer. But of all the precautions he could 
take, none appeared more likely to conduce to safety than his 
establishing a friendly communication with one who professed 
to be able to get at all the count’s plans and movements, and 
who could apprise E-iccabocca at once should his retreat be 
discovered. “Forewarned is forearmed,” said he to himself, 
in one of the proverbs common to all nations. However, as 
with his usual sagacity he came to reflect upon the alarming 
intelligence conveyed to him by Eandal, namely, that the 
count sought his daughter’s hand, he divined that there was 
some strong personal interest under such ambition; and what 
could be that interest save the probability of Biccaboeca’s 
ultimate admission to the Imperial grace, and the count’s 
desire to assure himself of the heritage to an estate that 
he might be permitted to retain no more? Eicoabocca was 
not indeed aware of the condition (not according to usual 
customs in Austria) on which the count held the forfeited 
domains. He knew not that they had been granted merely 
on pleasure ; but he was too well aware of Pesehiera’s nature 
to suppose that he would woo a bride without a dower, or be 
moved by remorse in any overture of reconciliation. He felt 
assured too — and this increased all his fears — that Peschiera 
would never venture to seek an interview with himself; all 
the count’s designs on Violante would be dark, secret, and 
clandestine. He was perplexed and tormented by the doubt 
whether or not to express ox>enly to Violante his apprehen- 
sions of the nature of the danger to be appreliended. He had 
told her vaguely that it was for her sake that he desired se- 
crecy and coiicealmeut. But that might mean anything: 
what danger to himself would not menace her? Yet to say 
more was so contrary to a man of his Italian notions and 
Machiavellian maxims! To say to a young girl, “There is a 
man come over to England on purpose to woo and win you. 
For Heaven’s sake take care of him; he is diabolically hand- 
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some ; he never fails where he sets his heart. — Cospetto / ^ 
cried the doctor, aloud, as these admonitions shaped them- 
selves to speech in the camera obscura of his brain ; “ such a 
warning would have undone a Cornelia while she was yet an 
innocent spinster.” ISTo, he resolved to say nothing to Vio- 
lante of the count’s intention, only to keep guard, and make 
himself and Jackeymo all eyes and all ears. 

The house Eandal had selected pleased Eiecabocca at first 
glance. It stood alone, upon a little eminence; its upper 
windows eomnranded the high road. It had been a school, 
and was surrounded by high walls, which contained a garden 
and lawn sufficiently large for exercise. The garden doors 
were thick, fortified by strong bolts, and had a little wicket 
lattice, shut and opened at pleasure,; from which Jackeymo 
could inspect all visitors before he permitted them to enter. 

An old female servant from the neighbourhood was cau- 
tiously hired; Eicca.bocca renounced his Italian name, and 
abjured his origin. He spoke English sufficiently well to 
tldnk he could pass as an Englishman. He called himself 
Mr. Kichmouth (a liberal translation of Eiccabocca). He 
bought a blunderbuss, two pairs of pistols, and a huge house- 
dog. Thus provided for, he allowed Jackeymo to write a line 
to Eandal and communicate his arrival. 

Eandal lost no time in calling. With his usual adaptabil- 
ity and his powers of dissimulation, he contrived easily to 
jJease Mrs. Eiccabocca, and to increase the good opinion the 
exile was disposed to form of him. He engaged Violante in 
conversation on Italy and its poets. He promised to bring 
her books. He began, though more distantly than he could 
have desired, — for her sweet stateliness awed him,-— the pre- 
liminaries of courtship. lie established himself at once as a 
familiar guest, riding down daily in the dusk of evening, 
after the toils of office, and returning at night. In four or five 
days he thought he had made great progress with all. Eicca- 
bocca watched him narrowly, and grew absorbed in thought 
after every visit. At length one, night, when he and Mrs. 
Eiccabocca were alone in the drawing-room, Yiolante having 
retired to rest, he thus spoke as he filled his pipe,— 
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Happy is the man who has no children ! Thrice happy he 
who has no girls 1 ” 

“ My dear Alphonso ! ” said the wife, looking up from the 
waistband to which she was attaching a neat inotlier-o’-pearl 
button. She said no more; it was the sharpest rebuke she 
was in the custom of administering to her husband’s cynical 
and odious observations. Kiccabocca lighted his pipe with a 
thread paper, gave three great puffs, and resumed, — 

“One blunderbuss, four pistols, and a house-dog called 
Pompey, who would have made mincemeat of Julias CEfisar! ” 
“He certainly eats a great deal, does Pompey!” said Mrs. 
lliccabocca, simply. “But if he relieves your mind ! ” 

“He does not relieve it in the least, ma’am,” groaned 
Eiccabocca; “and that is the point I am coming to. This is 
a most harassing life, and a most undignified life. And I 
who have only asked from Heaven dignity and repose I Rut 
if Violaute were once married, I should want neither blunder- 
buss, pistol, nor Pompey. And it is that which would relieve 
my mind, caret mia ^ — Pompey only relieves my larder.” 

Now Eiccabocca had been more communicative to Jemima 
than he had been to Violante. Having once trusted her with 
one secret, he had every motive to trust her with another; 
and he had accordingly spoken out his fears of the Count di 
Peschiera. Therefore she answered, laying down the work, 
and taking her husband’s hand tenderly, — 

“ Indeed, my love, since you dread so much (though I own 
that I must think unreasonably) this wicked, dangerous man, 
it would be the happiest thing in the world to see dear Vio- 
lante well married ; because, you see, if she is married to one 
person she cannot be married to another; and all fear of this 
count, as you say, would be at an end.” 

“You cannot express yourself better. It is a great com- 
fort to unbosom one’s-self to a wife, after all,” quoth 
Eiccabocca. 

“But,’’ said the wife, after a grateful kiss, — “but where 
and how can we find a husband suitable to the rank of your 
daughter? ” 

“There! there! there!” cried Eiccabocca, pushing back 
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his chair to the farther end of the room, “that comes of un- 
bosoming one’s-self! Out flies one secret; it is opening the 
lid of Pandora’s box ; one is betrayed, ruined, undone ! ” 

“ Why, there ’s not a soul that can hear us I ” said Mrs. 
liiccabooca, soothingly. 

“That ’s chance, ma’am ! If you once contract the habit of 
blabbing out a secret when nobody’s by, how on earth can 
you resist it when you have the pleasurable excitement of 
telling it to all the world? Vanity, vanity, — woman’s van- 
ity ! Woman never could withstand rank, — never!” The 
doctor went on railing for a quarter of an hour, and was very 
reluctantly appeased by Mrs. Eiccabocca’s repeated and tear- 
ful assurances that she would never even whisper to herself 
that her husband had ever held any other rank than that of 
doctor. Eiceaboeca, with a dubious shake of the head, 
renewed, — 

“ I have done with all pomp and pretension. Besides, the 
young man is a born gentleman: he seems in good circum- 
stances; he has energy and latent ambition; he is akin to 
L’Estrange’s intimate friend: he seems attached to Yiolante. 
I don’t think it probable that we could do better. hTay, if 
Pesehiera fears that I shall be restored to my country, and I 
learn the wherefore, and the ground to take, through this 
young man — why, gratitude is the first virtue of the 
noble 1 ” 

“You speak, then, of Mr. Leslie?” 

“ To be sure — of w'hom else? ” 

Mrs. Eiccabocca leaned her cheek on her hand thought- 
fully. “ Now you have told me that, I will observe him with 
different eyes.” 

^^Anima mia, I don’t see how the difference of your eyes 
will alter the object they look upon!” grumbled Eiccabocca, 
shaking the ashes out of his pipe. 

“The object alters When we see it in a different point of 
view!” replied Jemima, modestly., “This thread does very 
well when I look at it in order to sew on a button, but I 
should say it would never do to tie up Pompey in hig 
kennel."’ 
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“Keasoning by illustration, upon my souH'^ ejaculated 
Riccabocca, amazed. 

“And,” continued Jemima, “when I am to regard one who 
is to constitute the happiness of that dear child, and for life, 
can I regard him as I would the pleasant guest of an evening? 
Ah, trust me, Alphonso; I don’t pretend to be wise like you; 
but when a woman considers what a man is likely to prove 
to woman, — his sinceril^, his honour, his heart, — oh, trust 
me, she is wiser than the wisest man ! ” 

Riccabocca continued to gaze on Jemima with unaffected 
admiration and surprise. And certainly, to use his phrase, 
since he had unbosomed himself to his better half, since he 
had confided in her, consulted with her, her sense had seemed 
to quicken, her whole mind to expand. 

“My dear,” said the sage, “I vow and declare that Machia- 
velli was a fool to you. And I have been as dull as the chair 
I sit upon, to deny myself so many years the comfort and 
counsel of such a — But, cor^^o di Bacco ! forget all about 
rank; and so now to bed. — One must not holloa till one ’s out 
of the wood,” muttered the ungrateful, suspicious villain, as 
he lighted the chamber candle. 


CHAPTER III. 

Riccabocca could not confine himself to the precincts 
within the walls to which he condemned Violante. Resum- 
ing his spectacles, and wrapped in his cloak, he occasionally 
sallied forth upon a kind of outwatch or reconnoitring ex- 
pedition, — restricting himself, however, to the immediate 
neighbourhood, and never going quite out of sight of his 
house. His favourite walk was to the summit of a hillock 
overgrown with stunted bush-wood. Here he would sit him- 
self musingly, often till the hoofs of Randal’s horse rang on 
the winding road, as the sun set, over fading herbage, red 
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and vaporous, in autumnal skies. Just below the hillock, 
and not two hundred yards from his own house, was the only- 
other habitation in view, — a charming, thorouglily English 
cottage, though somewhat imitated from the Swiss, with gable 
ends, thatched roof, and pretty, projecting casements, open- 
ing through creepers and climbing roses. From his height 
he commanded tlie gardens of this cottage, and his eye of 
artist was pleased, from the first sight, with the beauty which 
some exquisite taste had given to the ground. Even in that 
cheerless season of the year, the garden wore a summer smile ; 
the evergreens were so bright and various, and the few flow- 
ers still left so hardy and so healthful. Facing the south, a 
colonnade, or covered gallery, of rustic woodwork had been 
formed, and creeping plants, lately set, were already begin- 
ning to clothe its columns. Opposite to this colonnade there 
was a fountain which reminded Eiccabocca of his own at the 
deserted Casino. It was indeed singularly like it; the same 
circular shape, the same girdle of flowers around it. But the 
jet from it varied every day, fantastic and multiform, like 
the sports of a hTaiad, — sometimes shooting up like a tree, 
sometimes shaped as a convolvulus, sometimes tossing from 
its silver spray a flower of vermilion, or a fruit of gold, — as 
if at play with its toy like a happy child. And near the 
fountain was a large aviary, large enough to enclose a tree. 
The Italian could just catch a gleam of rich colour from the 
wings of the birds, as they glanced to and fro within the net- 
work, and could hear their songs, contrasting the silence of 
the freer populace of air, whom the coming winter had al- 
ready stilled. 

Eiccabocca’s eye, so alive to all aspects of beauty, luxuri- 
ated in the view of this garden. Its pleasantness had a 
charm that stole him from his anxious fear and melancholy 
memories. 

He never saw but two forms within the demesnes, and he 
could not distinguish their features. One was a woman, who 
seemed to him of staid manner and: homely appearance : she 
was seen but rarely. The other a man, often pacing to and 
frv the colonnade, with frequent pauses before the playful 


272 


MY NOVEL; OE, 


fountain; or the birds that sang louder as he approached. 
This latter form would then disappear within a room, the 
glass door of which was at the extreme end of the colonnade ; 
and if the door were left open, Eiccabocca could catch a 
glimpse of the figure bending over a table covered with 
books. 

Always, however, before the sun set, the man would step 
forth more briskly, and occupy himself with the garden, often 
working at it with good heart, as if at a task of delight; and 
then, too, the woman would come out, and stand by as if talk- 
ing to her companion. Eiccaboeca’s curiosity grew aroused. 
He bade Jemima inquire of the old maid-servant who lived 
at the cottage, and heard that its owner was a Mr. Oran, — a 
quiet gentleman, and fond of his book. 

While Eiccabocca thus amused himself, Eandal had not 
been prevented, either by his official cares or his schemes on 
Violante’s heart and fortune, from furthering the project that 
was to unite Trank Hazeldean and Beatrice di Eegra. In- 
deed, as to the first, a ray of hope was sufficient to fire the 
ardent and uiisnspecting lover. And Eandal ’s artful misre- 
presentation of his conference with Mrs. Hazeldean removed 
all fear of parental displeasure from a mind always too dis- 
posed to give itself up to the temptation of the moment. 
Beatrice, though her feelings for Prank were not those of 
love, became more and more influenced by Eandal ’s argu- 
ments and representations, the more especially as her brother 
grev? morose, and even menacing, as days slipped on, and she 
could give no clew to the retreat of those whom he sought for. 
Her debts, too, were really urgent. As Eandal’s profound 
knowledge of human infirmit}’- had shrewdly conjectured, the 
scruples of honour and j)ride, that had made her declare she 
would not bring to a husband her own encumbrances, began to 
yield to the pressure of necessity. She listened already, with 
but faint objections, when Eandal urged her not to wait for 
the uncertain discovery that was to secure her dowry, but by 
a private marriage with Trank escape at once into freedom 
and security. While, though he had first held out to young 
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Hazeldetin tli« ijiducement of Beatrice’s dowry as a reason of 
self-justification in the eyes of the squire, it was still easier 
to drop that inducement, which had always rather damped 
than fired the higli spirit and generous heart of the poor 
Guardsman. And 'Randal could conscientiously say, that 
wlien he had asked the squire if he expected fortune with 
Frank’s bride, the squire had reifiied, “I don’t care.” Thus 
encouraged by his friend and his own heart, and the soften- 
ing manner of a woman who might have charmed many a 
colder, and fooled many a wiser m,an, Frank ra,pidly yielded 
to the snares held out for his perdition. And though as yet 
he honestly shrank from proposing to Beatrice or himself a- 
marriage without the consent, and even the knowledge, of 
his parents, yet Randal was quite content to leave a nature, 
however good, so thoroughly imxmlsive and undisciplined, to 
the influences of the first strong passion it had ever known. 
Meanwhile, it was so easy to dissuade Frank from even giv- 
ing a hint to the folks at home. “ For, ” said the wily and 
able traitor, “though we may be sure of Mrs. Hazeldean’s 
consent, and her power over your father, when the step is 
once taken, yet we cannot count for certain on the squire, — 
he is so choleric and hasty. He might hurry to tov/n, see 
Madame di Negra, blurt out some passionate, rude expres- 
sions, which would wake her resentment, and cause her in- 
stant rejection. And it might be too late if he repented 
afterwards, as he would be sure to do.” 

Meanwhile Randal Leslie gave a dinner at the Clarendon 
Hotel (an extravagance most contrary to his habits), and in- 
vited Frank, Mr. Borrowell, and Baron Levy. 

But this house-spider, which glided with so much ease 
after its flies, through webs so numerous and mazy, had yet 
to amuse Mad:uue di Negra with assurances that the fugitives 
sought for won.ld sooner or later be discovered. Though Ran- 
dal baffled and eluded her suspicion that he was already ac- 
quainted w'ith the exiles (“the i)ersons he had thought of 
were, ” he said, “ quite different from her description ; ” and 
he even xn-esented to her an old singing-master and a sallow- 
faced daughter, as the Italians who had caused his mistake). 
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it vviis necessary for Beatrice to prove tlie sincerity of tlie aid 
she had promised to her brother, and to introduce Eandal to 
the count. It was no less desirable to Randal to know, and 
even win the confidence of this man — his rival. 

The two met at Madame di jSTegra’s house. There is some' 
thing very strange, and almost mesmerical, in the rapport be- 
tween two evil natures. Bring two honest men together, ami 
it is ten to one if they recognize each other as honest; difier- 
ences in temper, manner, even politics, may make each mis- 
judge the other. But bring together two men unprincipled 
and perverted — men who, if born in a cellar, would have 
been food for the hulks or gallows — and they understand 
each other by instant sympathy. The eyes of Franzini, Count 
of Pesehiera, and Randal Leslie no sooner met than a gleam 
of intelligence shot from both. They talked on indifferent 
subjects, — weather, gossip, politics, — whatnot. They bowed 
and they smiled; but all the while, each was watching, 
plumbing the other’s heart, each measuring his strength with 
his companion; each inly saying, “This is a very remarkable 
rascal; am I a match for him? ” It was at dinner they met; 
and following the English fashion, Madame di Negra left 
them alone with their wine. 

Then, for the first time. Count di Pesehiera cautiously and 
adroitly made a covered push towards the object of the 
meeting. 

“You have never been abroad, my deiar sir? You must con- 
trive to visit me at Yienna. I grant the splendour of your 
London world; but, honestly speaking, it wants the freedom 
of ours, — a freedom which unites gayety with polish. For 
as your society is mixed, there are pretension and effort with 
those who have no right to be in it, and artificial condescen- 
sion and chilling arrogance with those who have to keep their 
inferiors at a certain distance. With us, all being of fixed 
rank and acknowledged birth, familiarity is at once estab- 
lished. Hence,” added the count, with his French lively 
smile,— “hence there is no place like Vienna for a young 
man, no place like Vienna for bonnes fortunes. 

“Those make the paradise of the idle,” replied Randal, 



TARIETIJES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 


2T5 


“but the purgatory of the busy. I confess frankly to you, 
my dear count, that I have as little of the leisure vrhieli be- 
comes the aspirer to hotines fortunes as I have the personal 
graces which obtain them without an elfort; ” and he inclined 
his head as in compliment. 

“So/’ thought the count, “woman is not his weak side. 
What is?” 

“ Morhleu ! my dear Mr. Leslie, had 1 thought as you do 
some years since, I had saved myself from many a trouble. 
After all, Ambition is the best mistress to woo; for with her 
there is always the hope, and never the possession.” 

“Ambition, Count,” replied Itandal, still guarding himself 
in dry sententiousness, “is the luxury of the rich, and the 
necessity of the poor.” 

“ Aha,” thought the count, “it comes, as I anticipated from 
the first,— comes to the bribe.” He passed the wine to Ran- 
dal, filling his own glass, and draining it carelessly ; “ Sur 
mon dms, mon cherf said the count, “luxury is ever pleas- 
anter than necessity; and I am resolved at least to give Am- 
bition a trial; je vais me refiigier dans le sein du bonhenr 
domestiqne, — a married life and a settled home. Feste ! If 
it were not for ambition, one would die of enmd. A propos, 
my dear sir, I have to thank you for promising my sister your 
aid in finding a near and dear kinsman of mine, who has taken 
refuge in your country, and hides himself even from me.” 

“ I should be most happy to assist in your search. As yet, 
however, I have only to regret that all my good wishes are 
fruitless. I should have thought, however, that a man of 
such rank had been easily found, even through the medium 
of your own ambassador.” 

“Our own ambassador is no very warm friend of mine; 
and the rank would be no clew, for it is clear that my kins- 
man has never assumed it since he quitted his country.” 

“He quitted it, I understand, not exactly from choice,” 
said Randal, smiling. “Pardon my freedom and curiosity, 
hut will you explain to me a little niorc than I learn from 
English rumour (which never aecnrately reports upon foreign 
matters still more notorious), how a person who had so much 
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to lose, and so little to win, by revolution, could put himself 
into the same crazy boat with a crew of hair-brained adven- 
turers and visionary professors.” 

“Professors 1 ” repeated the count; “I think you have hit 
on the very answer to your question; not but what men of 
high birth rvere as mad as the ctuudlle. I am the more will- 
ing to gratify your curiosity, since it will perhaps serve to 
guide your kind search in my favour. You must know, then, 
that my kinsman was not born the heir to the rank he ob- 
tained. He was but a distant relation to the head of the 
House which he afterwards represented. Brought up in an 
Italian university, be was distiugaished for his learning and 
his eccentricities. There too, I sujjpose, brooding over old 
wives’ tales about freedom, and so forth, he contracted his 
carhoiiaro, chimerical notions for the independence of Italy. 
Suddenly, by three deaths, he was elevated, while yet young, 
to a station and honours which might have satisfied any man 
in his senses. Que dioMe! what could the independence of 
Italy do for hbn? He and I were cousins; we had played 
together as boys; but our lives had been separated till his 
succession to rank brought us necessarily together. We be- 
came exceedingly intimate. And you may judge how I loved 
him, ” said the count, averting his eyes slightly from EandaPs 
quiet, watchful gaze, “when I add, that I forgave him for 
enjoying a heritage that, but for him, had been mine.” 

“ Ah, you were next heir? ” 

“And it is a hard trial to be very near a great fortune, and 
yet just to miss it.” 

“True,” cried Kaiidal, almost impetuously. The count 
now raised his eyes, and again the two men looked into each 
other’s souls • 

“Harder still, perhaps,” resumed the count, after a short 
pause, — “harder still might it have been to some men to for- 
give the rival as well as the heir.” 

“ Rival ! how?” 

“ A lady, who had been destined by her parents to myself, 
though we had never, I own, been formally betrothed, be- 
came the wife of my kinsman.” 
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“Did lie know of your pretensions? ” 

“ I do liiiu tlie justice to say lie did not. He saw and fell 
in love with the young lady I speak of. Her parents were 
dazzled. Her father sent for me. He apologized, he ex- 
plained; he set before me, mildly enough, certadn youthful 
imprudences or errors of my own, as an excuse for his change 
of mind; and he asked me not only to resign all hope of his 
daughter, but to conceal from her new suitor that I had ever 
ventured to hope.” 

“And you consented? ” 

“I consented,” 

“ That was generous. You must indeed have been much 
attached to your kinsman. As a lover, I cannot comprehend 
it; perhaps, my dear count, you- may enable me to under- 
stand it better — as a man of the world.” 

“Well,” said the count, with his most rom air, “I suppose 
we are both men of the world? ” 

Both! certainly,” replied Eandal, just in the tone which 
Peachum might have used in courting the confidence of 
Lookit. 

“As a man of the world, then, I own,” said the count, play- 
ing with the rings on his fingers, “ that if I could not marry 
the lady myself (and that seemed to me clear), it was very 
natural that I should wish to see her married to my wealthy 
kinsman.” 

“ Very natural ; it might bring your wealthy kinsman and 
yourself still closer together.” 

“ This is really a very clever fellow ! ’v thought the count, 
but he made no direct reply. 

“JEnffn, to cut short a long story, my cousin afterwards got 
entangled in attempts, the failure of which is historically 
known. His projects were detected, himself denounced. He 
fled, and the emperor, in sequestrating his estates, was 
pleased, with rare and singular clemency, to permit me, as 
his nearest kinsman, to enjoy the revenues of half those 
estat(‘s during the royal pleasure; nor was the other half 
formally confiscated. It was no doubt his Majesty’s desire 
not to extinguish a great Italian name; and if my cousin and 
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hi!? child died in exile, why, of that name, I, a loyal subject 
of Austria, — I, Franzini, Count di Pesehiera, would become 
the rexjresentative. Such, in a similar case, has been some- 
times the Eussian policy towards Polish insurgents.” 

“I comprehend perfectly; and I can also conceive that you, 
in profiting so largely, though so justly, by the fall of your 
kinsman, may have been exposed to much unpopularity, — 
even to painful suspicion.” 

^‘Mvtre nous, mon cher, I care not a stiver for popularity; 
and as to suspicion, who is he that can escape from the cal- 
umny of the envious? But, unquestionably, it would be most 
desirable to unite the divided members of our house ; and this 
union I can now eifect by the consent of the emperor to my 
marriage with my kinsman’s daughter. You see, therefore, 
why I have so great an interest in this research? ” 

“By the marriage articles you could no doubt secure the 
retention of the half you hold; and if you survive your kins- 
man, you would enjoy the whole. A most desirable mar- 
riage; and, if made, I suppose that would suffice to obtain 
your cousin’s amnesty and grace? ” 

“ You say it.” 

“But even without such marriage, since the emperor’s 
clemency has been extended to so many of the proscribed, it 
is perhaps probable that your cousin might be restored? ” 

“It once seemed to me possible,” said the count, reluc- 
tantly; “but since I have been in England, I think not. The 
recent revolution in France, the democratic spirit rising in 
Europe, tend to throw back the cause of a proscribed rebel. 
England swarms with revolutionists; ray cousin’s residence 
in this country is in itself snspicious. The suspicion is in- 
creased by his strange seclusion. There are many Italians 
here who would aver that they had met with him, and that 
he was still engaged in revolutionary projects.” 

“ Aver untruly ? ” 

“Ma foi, it comes to the same thing; 'les absents ont tou- 
jours tort.’ I speak to a man of the world. No; without 
some such guarantee for his faith as his daughter’s marriage 
with myself would give, his recall is improbable. By the 
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heaven above uSj it shall be impossible-! ” The count rose as 
he said this, — rose as if the mask of simulation had fairly 
fallen from the visage of crime ; rose tall and towering, a very 
image of masculine power and strength, beside the slight, 
bended form and sickly face of the intellectual schemer. And 
had you seen them thus confronted and contrasted, you would 
have felt that if ever the time should come when the interest 
of the one would compel him openly to denounce or boldly to 
expose the other, the odds were that the brilliant and auda- 
cious reprobate would master the weaker nerve but superior 
wit of the furtive traitor. Bandal was startledj but rising 
also, he said carelessly, — 

“What if this guarantee can no longer be given; what if, 
in despair of return, and in resignation to his altered for- 
tunes, your cousin has already married his daughter to some 
English suitor? ” 

“ Ah, that would indeed be, next to my own marriage with 
her, the most fortunate thing that could happen to myself.” 

“How? I don’t understand! ” 

“ Why, if my cousin has so abjured his birthright, and for- 
sworn his rank; if this heritage, which is so dangerous from 
its grandeur, pass, in case of his pardon, to some obscure 
Englishman, — a foreigner, a native of a country that has no 
ties with ours, a country that is the veiy refuge of levellers 
and Carbonari — inoH de ma vie I do you think that such 
would not annihilate all chance of my cousin’s restoration, 
and be an excuse even in the eyes of Italy for formally con- 
ferring the sequestrated estates on an Italian? No; unless, 
indeed, the girl wore to marry an Englishman of such name 
and birtli and connection as would in themselves be a guaran- 
tee (and how in poverty is this likely?) I should go back to 
Vienna with a light heart, if I could say, ‘My kinswoman is 
an Englishman’s wife; shall her children be the heirs to a 
house so renowned for its lineage, and so formidable for its 
wealth?’ Farhleu! if my cousin were but an adventurer, or 
merely a professor, he had been pardoned long ago. The 
great enjoy the honour not to be pardoned easily.” 

Eandal fell into deep but brief thought. The count oh- 
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served him, not face to face, but by the reflection of an o](- 
j)Osite mirror. “This man knows something: this man is 
deliberating; this man can help me,” thought the count. 

But Randal said nothing to conflrm these hypotheses. Re- 
covering from his abstraction, he expressed courteously his 
satisfaction at the coirnt’s prospects, either way. “And 
since, after all,” he added, “you mean so well to your cousin, 
it occurs to me that you might discover him by a very simple 
English process.” 

“How?” 

“Advertise that, if he will come to some place appointed, 
he will hear of something to his advantage.” 

The count shook his head. “He would suspect me, and 
not come.” 

“But he was intimate with you. He joined an insurrec- 
tion; you were more prudent. You did not injure him, 
though you may have benefited yourself. Why should he 
shun you?” 

“The conspirators forgive none who do not conspire; be- 
sides, to speak frankly, he thought I injured him.” 

“Could you not conciliate him through his wife — whom — 
you resigned to him? 

“She is dead, — died before he left the country.” 

“Oh, that is unlucky! Still I think an advertisement 
might do good. Allow me to reflect on that subject. Shall 
we now join Madame la Marquise 7 ” 

On re-entering the drawing-room, the gentlemen found 
Beatrice in full dress, seated by the fire, and reading so in- 
tently that she did not remark them enter. 

“AVbat so interests you, ma sceur? — the last novel by 
Bak.ac, no doubt?” 

Beatrice started, and, looking up, showed eyes that were 
full of tears. “Oh, no! no picture of miserable, vicious, 
Parisian life. This is beautiful; there is soul here.” 

Randal took up the book which the marchesa laid dov/n; it 
was the same which had charmed the circle at Hazeldean, — 
charmed the innocent and fresh-hearted, charmed now the 
wearied and tempted votaress of the world. 
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“ Hum, niurmured Kandai; “the parson was right. This 
is power,— -a sort of a power.” 

“How I should like to know the author! Who can he be? 
Can you guess? ” 

“Hot I. Some old pedant in spectacles.” 

“I think not, I am sure not. Here beats a heart I have 
ever sighed to find, and never found.” 

“Oh, la nawe enfant ! cried the count; “comme son im- 
agination s'egare en reves enchantes. And to think that 
while you talk like an Arcadian, you are dressed like a 
princess.” 

“Ah, I forgot — the Austrian ambassador’s. I shall not go 
to-night. This book unfits me for the artificial world.” 

“ Just as you will, my sister. I shall go. I dislike the 
man, and he me; but ceremonies before men!” 

“You are going to the Austrian Embassy?” said Eandal. 
“I, too, shall be there. We shall meet.” And he took his 
leave. 

“I like your young friend prodigiously,” said the count, 
yawning. “I am sure that he knows of the lost birds, and 
Will stand to them like a pointer, if I can but make it his 
interest to do so. We shall see.” 


CHAPTER IV. 

Rahtbal arrived at the ambassador’s before the count, and 
contrived to mix with the young noblemen attached to the 
embassy, and to whom he was known. Standing among these 
was a young Austrian, on hi.s travels, of very high birth, and 
with an air of noble grace that suited the ideal of the old 
German chivalry. Randal was presented to him, and, after 
some talk on general topics, observed, “ By the way, Prince, 
there is now in London a countryman of yours, with whom 
you are, doubtless, familiarly acquainted, — the Count di 
Peschiera,” 
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“He is BO countryman of mine. He is an Italian, I kno-w 
him but by sight and by name,” said the prince, stiffly. 

“He is of very ancient birth, I believe.” 

“Unquestionably. His ancestors were gentlemen.” 

“And very rich,” 

“Indeed! I have understood the contrary. He enjoys, it 
is true, a large revenue.” 

1 young aMacke, less discreet than the prince, here ob- 
served, “Oh, Peschiera! poor fellow, he is too fond of play 
to be rich.” 

“ And there is some chance that the kinsman whose revenue 
he holds may obtain his pardon, and re-enter into posses- 
sion of his fortunes — so I hear, at least, ” said Eandal, 
r artfully. 

“I shall be glad if it be true,” said the prince, with de- 
cision; “and I speak the common sentiment at Vienna. That 
kinsman had a noble spirit, and was, I believe, equally duped 
and betrayed. Pardon me, sir; but w-e Austrians are not so 
bad as we are painted. Have you ever met in England the 
kinsman you speak of? ” 

“Never, though he is supposed to reside here; and the 
count tells me that he has a daughter.” 

“The count — ha! I heard something of a scheme, — a 
wager of that — that count’s. A daughter! Poor girl! I 
hope she will escape his pursuit; for, no doubt, he pursues 
her.” 

“Possibly she may already have married an Englishman.” 
“I trust not,” said the prince, seriously; “that might at 
present he a serious obstacle to her father’s return.” 

“Yon think so? ” 

“There can be no doubt of it,” interposed the attache, with 
a grand and positive air; “unless, indeed, the Englishman 
were of a rank equal to her own.” 

Here there was a slight, well-bred murmur and buzz at the 
door, for the Count di Peschiera himself was announced; and 
as he entered, his presence was so striking, and his beauty so 
dazzling, that whatever there might be to the prejudice of his 
character, it seemed instantly effaced or forgotten in that irre- 
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sistible adniiration which it is the prerogative of personal 
attributes alone to create. 

The prince, with a slight curve of his lip at the groups that 
collected round the count, turned to Eandal, and said, “Can 
you tell me if a distinguished countryman of yours is in Eng- 
land, Lord L’Estrange? ” 

“No, Prince, he is not. You know him? ” 

“Well.” 

“He is acquainted with the count’s kinsman j and per- 
haps from him you have learned to think so highly of that 
kinsman?” 

The prince bowed, and answered as he moved away, 
“When one man of high honour vouches for another, he com- 
mands the belief of all.” 

“Certainly,” soliloquized Eandal, “I must not be precipi- 
tate. I was very near falling into a terrible trap. If I were 
to marry the girl, and only, by so doing, settle away her in- 
heritance on Peschiera! — how hard it is to be sufficiently 
cautious in this world ! ” 

While thus meditating, a member of parliament tapped 
him on the shoulder. 

“Melancholy, Leslie! I lay a wager I guess your thoughts.” 

“Guess,” answered Eandal. 

“You were thinking of the place you are so soon to lose.” 

“Soon to lose! ” 

“Why, if ministers go out, you could hardly keep it, I 
suppose.” 

This ominous and horrid member of parliament, Squire 
Hazeldean’s favourite county member, Sir John, was one of 
those legislators especially odious to officials, — an independ- 
ent “large-acred” member, who would no more take office 
himself than he would cut down the oaks in his park, and 
who had no bowels of human feeling for those who had oppo- 
site tastes and less magnificent means. 

“Hem! ” said Eandal, rather surlily. “In the first place, 
Sir John, ministers are not going out.” 

“ Oh, yes, they will go. You know I vote with them gen- 
erally, and would willingly keep them inj but they are men 


284 


MY NOVEL; OK, 


of honour and spirit ; and if they can’t carry their measures, 
the,y must resign; otherwise, by Jove, I would turn round 
and vote them out myself! ” 

“I have no doubt you would, Sir John; you are quite capa- 
ble of it; that rests with you and your constituents. But 
even if ministers did go out, I am but a poor subaltern in a 
public office, — I am no minister. Why should I go out 
too?” 

^‘Why? Hang it, Leslie, you are laughing at me. A 
young fellow like you could never be mean enough to stay in, 
under the very men who drove out your friend Egertoii? ” 

“ It is not usual for those in the public offices to retire with 
every change of government.” 

“Certainly not; biit always those who are the relations of 
a retiring minister; always those who have been regarded as 
politicians, and who mean to enter parliament, as of course 
you will do at the next election. But you know that as well 
as I do, — you who are so decided a politician, the writer of 
that admirable pamphlet! I should not like to tell my friend 
Hazeldean, who has a sincere interest in you, that you ever 
doubted on a question of honour as plain as your A, B, 0.” 

, “Indeed, Sir John,” said B.andal, recovering his suavity, 
while he inly breathed a dire anathema on his county mem- 
ber, “ I am so new to these things that what you say never 
struck me before. No doubt you must be right; at all events 
I cannot have a better guide and adviser than Mr. Egerton 
himself.” 

Sib John. — “No, certainly; perfect gentleman, Egerton! 
I wish we could make it up with him and Hazeldean.” 

Banhal (sighing). — “Ah, I wish we could! ” 

Sib J ohn. — “ And some chance of it now ; for the time 
is coming when all true men of the old school must stick 
together.” 

Bandal. — “Wisely, admirably said, my dear Sir John. 
But, pardon me, I must pay my respects to the ambassador.” 

Bandal escaped, and passing on, saw the ambassador him- 
self in the next room, conferring in a corner with Audley 
Egerton, The ambassador seemed very grave, Egerton calm 
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and impenetrable, as usual. Presently tlie count parsed by, 
and tbe ambassador bowed to bim very stiffly. 

As Randal, some time later, was searebing for bis cloak 
below, Audley Eger con unexpectedly Joined Mm. 

“All, Leslie,” said the minister, with more' kindness than 
usual, “if you don’t think the night air too cold for you, let 
us walk homo together. I have sent away the carriage.” 

This condescension in his patron was so singular, that it 
quite startled Randal, and gave him a jiresentiment of some 
evil. When they were in tbe street, Egerton, after a pause, 
began, — 

“ My dear Mr. Leslie, it was my hope and belief that I had 
provided for you at least a competence; and that I might 
open to you, later, a career yet more brilliairt. Hush! I 
don’t doubt your gratitude; let me proceed. There is a pos- 
sible chance, after certain decisions that the Government 
have come to, that we may be beaten in tbe House of Com- 
mons, and of course resign, ' I tell you this beforehand, for I 
wish you to have time to consider what, in that case, would 
be your best course. My power of serving you may then 
probably be over. It would, no doubt (seeing our close con- 
nection, and my views with regard to 3mur future being so 
well known), — no doubt, be expected that you should give up 
the place you hold, and follow my fortunes for good or ill. 
Put as I have no personal enemies with the opposite party, 
and as I have sufficient position in the world to uphold and 
sanction your choice, whatever it maj^ he, if you think it more 
prudent to retaiii your place, tell me so openly, and I think I 
can contrive that you may do it without loss of character and 
credit. In that case, confine your ambition merely to rising 
gradually in your office, without mixing in politics. If, on 
the other hand, you should prefer to take your chance of my 
return to office, and so resign your present place ; and, further- 
more, should commit jmurself to a policy that may then be not 
only in opposition but unpo£)ular, I will do my best to intro- 
duce you into parliamentary life. I cannot say that I advise 
the. latter.” 

Randal felt as a man feels after a severe fall,-— he was lit- 
erally stunned. At length be faltered out, — 
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“Gan yon tlnnk, sir, that I should ever desert your for- 
tunes, your ])arty, your cause? ” 

“My dear Leslie,” replied the minister, “you are too young 
to have conuuittod yourself to any men or to any party, ex- 
cept, indeed, in that unlucky pamphlet. This must not be 
an affair of sentiment, but of sense and reflection. Let us 
say no more on the point now ; but by considering the jjmes 
and the ccms, you can better judge what to do, should the 
time for option suddenly arrive. ” 

“But I hope that time may not come.” 

“I hope so too, and most sincerely,” said the minister, 
with deliberate and genuine emphasis. 

“What could be so bad for the country?” ejaculated Ran- 
dal. “It does not seem to me possible, in the nature of 
things, that you and your party should ever go out! ” 

“ And when we are once out, there will be plenty of wise- 
acres to say it is out of the nature of things that we should 
ever come in again. Here we are at the door.” 


CHAPTER V. 

Raxdai, passed a sleepless night; but, indeed, he was one 
of those persons who neither need, nor are accustomed to, 
much sleep. However, towards morning, when dreams are 
said to be prophetic, he fell into a most delightful slumber, — 
a slumber peopled by visions fitted to lure on, through laby- 
rinths of law, predestined chancellors, or wreck upon the 
rocks of glory the inebriate souls of youthful ensigns ; dreams 
from which Rood Hall emerged crowned with the towers of 
Bclvoir or Raby, and looking over subject lands and manors 
wrested from the nefarious usurpation of Thornhills and 
Hazeldeans; dreams in which Audley Egerton’s gold and 
I)ower, rooms in Downing Street, and saloons in Grosvenor 
Square, had passed away to the smiling dreamer, as the em- 
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pire of Clialdtea passed to Darius the Median. Why visions 
so belying the gloomy and anxious thoughts that preceded 
them should visit the pillow of Randal Leslie, surpasses my 
philosopliy to conjecture. He yielded, however, passively to 
their spell, uinl was startled to hear the cdoek strike eleven as 
he descended the stairs to breakfast. He was vexed at the 
lateness of the hour, tor lie had meant to have taken ativan- 
tage of the unwonted .softness of Egerton, and drawn there- 
from some promises or protters to cheer the jirospects whicli 
the minister had so chillingly expanded before him the pre- 
ceding night; and it was only at breakfast that he usually 
found the opportunity of private conference with his bu.‘^y 
patron. But Audltn' Egerton would be sure to have sallied 
forth ; and so he had, only Randal was surprised to hear that 
he had gone out in his carriage, instead of on foot, as was 
his habit. Randal soon desjiatched his solitary meal, and 
with a new and sudden affection for his office, thitherwards 
bent his way. As he passed through Piccadilly, he heard 
behind a voice that had lately become familiar to him, and 
turning round, saw Baron Levy Walking side by side, though 
not arm-in-arm, with a gentleman almost as smart as himself, 
but with a jauntier step and a brisker air, — a step that, like 
Diomed’s, as described by Shakspeare, — 

“ Rises on tbe toe ; that spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth.” 

Indeed, one may judge of the spirits and disposition of a man 
by his ordinary gait and mien in walking. He who habitu- 
ally pursues abstract thought looks down on the ground. He 
who is accustomed to sudden impulses, or is trying to seize 
upon some necessary recollection, looks up with a kind of 
jerk. He vvlio is a steady, cautious, merely practical man, 
walks on deliberately, his eyes straight before him; and, 
even in his most musing moods, observes things around suffi- 
ciently to avoid a porter’s knot or a butcher’s tray. But the 
man with strong ganglions — of pushing, lively temperament, 
who, though practical, is yet speculative; the man who is 
emulous and active, and ever trying to rise in life; sanguine, 
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iilert, bold — walks with a spring, looks rather above the 
heads of his fellow-passengers, but with a rpiiek, easy turn of 
his own, which is lightly set on his shoulders ; his mouth is 
a little open, his eye is bright, rather restless, but penetra- 
tive, his })ort has something of defiance, his form is ereo-t, 
but without stiffness. Such was the appearance of the baron’s 
companion. And as Randal turned round at Levy’s voi(re, 
the banal said to his companion, A young man in the first 
circles — you should book him for your fair lady’s parties. 
How d’ye do, Mr. Leslie? Let me introduce you to Mr. 
Richard AveneL” Then, as he hooked his arm into Randal’s, 
lie whispered, “Man of first-rate talent, monstrous rich, has 
two or three parliamentary seats in his pocket, wife gives 
parties, — her foible.” 

“Proud to make your acquaintance, sir,” said Mr. Avenel, 
lifting his hat. “Pine day.” 

“Rather cold too,” said Leslie, who, like all thin persons 
with weak digestions, was chilly by temperament; besides, 
he had enough on his mind to chill his body. 

“So much the healthier, — braces the nerves,” said Mr. 
Avenel; “but you young fellows relax the system by hot 
rooms and late hours. Fond of dancing, of course, sir? ” 
Then, without waiting for Randal’.s negative, Mr. Richard 
continued rapidly, “Mrs. Avenel has a iioiree dansante on 
Thursday, — shall be very happy to see you in Eaton Square. 
Stop, I have a card; ” and he drew out a dozen large invita- 
tion-cards, from which he selected one, and presented it to 
Randal. The baron pressed that young gentleman’s arm, and 
Randal replied courteously that it would give him great 
pleasure to be introduced to Mrs. Avenel. Then, as he was 
not desirous to be seen under the wing of Baron Levy, like a 
pigeon under that of a hawk, he gently extricated him.self, 
and pleading great haste, walked quickly on towards his 
office. 

“That young man will make a figure some day,” said the 
baron. “ I don’t know any one of his age with so few preju- 
dices. He is a connection by marriage to Andley Eger ton, 
who — ” 
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‘‘Andley Egerton ! ” exclaimed IVIr. Avenelj “a d — d 
haughty, aristocratic, disagreeable, ungrateful fellow ! ” 

‘‘Why, what do you know of him? ” 

“ He owed his first seat in parliament to the votes of two 
near relations of mine, and when I called upon him some 
time ago, in his office, he absolutely ordered me out of the 
room. Hang his impertinence; if ever I can pay him oil, I 
guess I sha’n’t fail for want of good will!” 

“Ordered you out of the room? That^s not like Egerton, 
who is civil, if formal, — at least to most men. You must 
have offended him in his weak point.” 

“ A man whom the public pays so handsomely should have 
no weak point. What is Egerton’s? ” 

“Oh, he values himself on being a thorough gentleman, — a 
man of the nicest honour,” said Levj*, with a sneer. “You 
must have ruffled his plumes there. How was it? ” 

“I forget,” answered Mr. Avenel, who was far too well 
versed in the London scale of human dignities since his mar- 
riage, not to look back with a blush at his desire of knight- 
hood. “Ko use bothering our heads now about the plumes of 
an arrogant popinjay. To return to the subject we were dis- 
cussing : yon must be sure to let me have this money next 
week.” 

“Eely on it.” 

“And you ’ll not let my bills get into the market; keep 
them under lock and key.” 

“So we agreed,” 

“It is but a temporary difficulty, — royal mourning, such 
nonsense; panic in trade, lest these precious ministers go 
out. I shall soon float over the troubled waters,” 

“By the help of a paper boat,” said the baron, laughing; 
and til.' t'.vc goTitlemen shook hands and parted. 


VOL. rx. — 19 


CHA-PTEE VI. 


Meanwhiltc Audley Egertoa’s carriage had deposited him 
at the door of Lord Lansmere’s house, at Knights bridge. He 
asked for the countess, and was shown into the drawing-room, 
which was deserted. Bgerton was paler than usual; and as 
the door opened, he wij)ed the unwonted moisture from his 
forehead, and there was a quiver on his firm lip. The coun- 
tess too, on entering, showed an emotion almost equally un- 
usual to her self-control. She pressed Audley’s hand in 
silence, and seating herself by his side, seemed to collect her 
thoughts. At length she said, — 

“ It is rarely indeed that we meet, Mr. Egerton, in spite of 
your intimacy with Lansmere and Harley. I go so little 
into your world, and you will not voluntarily come to me.” 

“Madam,” reidied Egerton, “I might evade your kind re- 
X>roach by stating that my hours are not at my disposal ; but 
I answer you with plain truth, — it must be painful to both 
of us to meet.” 

The countess coloured and sighed, but did not dispute the 
assertion. 

Audley resumed : “ And therefore, I presume that, in send- 
ing for me, you have something of moment to communicate? ” 

“It relates to Harley,” said the countess, as if in apology; 
“and I would take your advice.” 

“To Harley! Speak on, I beseech you.” 

“ My son has probably told you that he has educated and 
reared a young girl, with the intention to make her Lady 
L’Estrange, and hereafter Countess of Lansmere.” 

“ Harley has no secrets from me,” said Egerton, mournfully. 

“ This young lady has arrived in England, is here, in this 
house.” 

“ And Harley too? ” 

“No, she came over with Lady N and her daughters. 

Harley was to follow shortly, and I expect him daily. Here 
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is his letter. Observe, he. has never yet communicated his in- 
tentions to this young person, now entrusted to my care, — 
never spoken to her as the lover.” 

Egerton took the letter and read it rapidly, though with 
attention. 

‘‘True,” said he, as he returned the letter: “and before he 
does so he wishes you to see Miss Digby and to judge of her 
yourself,— wishes to know if you will approve and sanction 
his choice.” 

“It is on this that I would consult you: a girl without 
rank; the father, it is true, a gentleman, though almost 
equivocally one, but the mother, I know not w^hat. And 
Harley, for whom I hoped an alliance with the first houses in 
England! ” The countess pressed her hands convulsively 
together. 

Ege'eton. — “ He is no more a boy. His talents have been 
wasted, his life a wanderer’s. He presents to you a chance 
of resettling his mind, of re-arousing his native powers, 
of a home besides your own. Lady Lansmere, you cannot 
hesitate ! ” 

Lady Lan.smeee. — “I do, I do! After all that I have 
hoped after all that I did to prevent — ” 

Egerton (interrupting her). — “ You owe him now an 
atonement; that is in your power, — it is uot in mine.” 

The countess again pressed Audley’s hand, and the tears 
gushed from her eyes. 

“It shall be so. I consent, I consent. I will silence, I 
will crush back this proud heart. Alas! it well-nigh broke 
]iis own! I am glad you speak thus. I like to think he 
owes my consent to you. In that there is atonement for 
both.” 

“ You are too generous, madam,”’ said Egerton, evidently 
moved, though still, as ever, striving to repress emotion. 
“ And now may I see the young lady? This conference pains 
me; you see even my strong nerves quiver; and at this time 
I have much to go through, — need of all my strength and 
firmness.” 

“ I hear, indeed, that the Crovernment will probably retire. 


292 MY NOVEL; OR, 

But it is -with honour: it will be soon called back by the 
voice of the nation.” 

“Let me see the future wife of Harley L’Estrange,” said 
Egerton, without heed of this consolatory exclamation. 

The countess rose and left the room. In a few minutes 
she. returned with Helen Higby. 

Helen was wondrously improved from the pale, delicate 
child, with the soft smile and intelligent eyes, who had 
sat by the side of Leonard in his garret. She was about the 
middle height, still slight, but beautifully formed; that ex- 
quisite roundness of proportion which conveys so well the 
idea of woman, in its undulating, pliant grace, — formed to 
embellish life, and soften away its rude angles; formed to 
embellish, not to protect. Pier face might not have satisfied 
the critical eye of an artist, — it was not without defects in 
regularity ; but its expression was eminently gentle and pre- 
possessing; and there were few who would not have ex- 
claimed, “ What a lovely countenance ! ” The mildness of 
her brow was touched with melancholy — her childhood had 
left its traces on her youth. Her step was slow, and her 
manner shy, subdued, and timid, 

Audley gazed on her with earnestness as she approached 
him; and then coming forward, took her hand and kissed it. 

“I am your guardian’s constant friend,” said he, and he 
drew her gently to a seat beside him, in the recess of a win- 
dow, With a quick glance of his eye towards the countess, 
he seemed to imply the wish to converse with Helen some- 
what apart. So the countess interpreted the glance; and 
though she remained in the room, she seated herself at a dis- 
tance, and bent over a book. 

It was touching to see how the austere man of business 
lent himself to draw forth the mind of this quiet, shrinking 
girl ; and if you had listened, you would have comprehended 
how he came to possess such social influence, and how well, 
some time or other in the course of his life, he had learned 
to adapt himself to women. 

He spoke first of Harley L’Estrange, — spoke with tact and 
delicacy. Plelen at fi.Tst answered by monosyllables, and 
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then, by degrees, with grateful and open affection. Audley’s 
brow grew shaded. He then spoke of Italy; and though no 
man had less of the poet in his nature, yet with the dexterity 
of one long versed in the world, and who had been accustomed 
to extract evidences from characters most opposed to his own, 
he suggested such topics as might serve to arouse poetry in 
others. Helen’s replies betrayed a cultivated taste, and a 
charming womanly mind ; but they betrayed, also, one accus- 
tomed to take its colourings from another’s, — to appreciate, 
admire, revere the Lofty and the Beautiful, but humbly and 
meekly. There was no vivid enthusiasm, no remark of strik- 
ing originality, no flash of the .self-kindling, creative faculty. 
Lastly, Egerton turned to England, — to the critical nature of 
the times, to the claims which the country possessed upon all 
who had the ability to serve and guide its troubled destinies. 
He enlarged warmly on Harley’s natural talents, and rejoiced 
that he had returned to England, perhaps to commence some 
great career. Helen looked surprised, but her face caught no 
correspondent glow from Andley’s eloquence. He rose, and an 
expression of disappointment passed over his grave, handsome 
features, and as quickly vanished. 

“Adieu, my dear Miss Digby; I fear I have wearied you, 
especially with my politics. Adieu, Lady Lansmere; no 
doubt I shall see Harley as soon as he returns.” 

Then he hastened from the room, gained his carriage, and 
ordered the coachman to drive to Downing Street. He drew 
down the blinds, and leaned back. A certain languor became 
visible in his face, and once or twice, he mechanically put his 
hand to his heart. 

“She is good, amiable, docile, — will make an excellent 
wife, no doubt,” said he, imirmuringly. “But does shelove 
Harley as he has dreamed of love? No! Has she the power 
and energy to arouse his faculties, and restore to the world 
the Harley of old? No! Meant by Heaven to be the shadow 
of another’s sun — not herself the sun, — this child is not the 
one who can atone for the Fast and illume the Future,” 
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CHAPTER VII. 

That evening Harley L’Estrange arrived at Iris father’s 
house. The few years that had passed since we saw him last 
had made no perceptible change in his appearance. He still 
preserved his elastic youthfulness of form, and singular va- 
riety and play of countenance. He seemed unaffectedly re- 
joiced to greet his parents, and had something of the gayety 
and tenderness of a boy returned from school. His manner 
to Helen bespoke the chivalry that pervaded all the com- 
plexities and curves of his character. It was affectionate, 
but respectful, — hers to him, subdued, but innocently sweet 
and gently cordial. Harley was the chief talker. The as- 
pect of the times was so critical that he could not avoid ques- 
tions on politics ; and, indeed, he showed an interest in them 
which he had never evinced before. Lord Lansmere was 
delighted. 

Why, Harley, you love your country after all? ” 

“ The moment she seems in danger, yes ! ” replied the 
Patrician; and the Sybarite seemed to rise into the Athenian. 

Then he asked with eagerness about his old friend Audley; 
and, his curiosity satisfied there, he inquired the last literary 
news. He had heard much of a book lately published. He 
named the one ascribed by Parson Dale to Professor Moss; 
none of his listeners had read it. 

Harley pished at this, and accused them all of indolence 
and stupidity, in his own quaint, metaphorical style. Then 
he said, “And town gossip?”" 

“We never hear it,” said Lady Lansmere. 

“There is a new idough much talked of at Boodle’s,” said 
Lord Lansmere. 

“ Grod speed it. But is not there a new man much talked 
of at White’s?” 

“1 don’t belong to White’s.” 
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“Nevertheless, you may have heard of him, — a foreigner, 
a Count cli Feschiera.” 

“Yes,” said Lord Lansmere; “he was pointed out to me in 
the Park, — a handsome man for a foreigner; wears his hair 
properly cut; looks gentlemanlike and English.” 

“ All, ah ! He is here then ! ” and Harley rubbed his 
hands. 

“Which road did you take? Did you pass the Simplon?” 

“No; I came straight from Vienna.” 

Then, relating witli lively vein his adventures by tlie way, 
he continued to delight Lord Lansuiere by his gayety till the 
time came to retire to rest. As soon as Harley was in his 
own room his mother joined him. 

“Well,” said he, “I need not ask if you like Aliss Digby? 
Who would not? ” 

“Harley, my own son,” said the mother, bursting into 
tears, “be happy your own way; only be happy, that is all I 
ask.” 

Harley, much aifected, replied gratefully and soothingly to 
this fond injunction. And then gradually leading his mother 
on to converse of Helen, asked abruptly, “And of the chance 
of our happiness, — her happiness as well tis mine, — what is 
your opinion? Speak frankly.” 

“Of her happiness there can be no doubt,” replied the 
mother, proudly. “Of yours, how can you ask me? Have 
you not decided on that yourself?” 

“But still it cheers ami encourages one in any experiment, 
however well considered, to hear the approval of another, 
Helen has certainly a most gentle temper.” 

“I should conjecture so. But her mind — ” 

“Is very well stored.” 

“ She speaks so little — ” 

“Yes. I wonder why? She ’’s surely a woman! ” 

“Pshaw,” said the countess, smiling in spite of herself. 
“But tell me more of the process of your experiment. You 
took her as a child, and resolved to train her according to 
your own ideal. Was that easy?” 

“It seemed so. 1 desired to instil habits of truth; she was 
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already by nature trutiiful as the day; a taste for Nature aud 
all things natural: that seemed inborn; perceptions of Art as 
the interpreter of Nature : those were more difficult to teach. 
I think they may come. You have heard her play and 
sing? ” 

“No.” 

“She will surprise you. She has less talent for drawing; 
still, all that teaching could do has been done, — in a word, 
she is aecomidished. Teinjjer, heart, mind, — these all are 
excellent.” Harley stopped, and suppressed a sigh. “Cer- 
tainly I ought to be very happy,” said he; and he began to 
wind up his watch. 

“Of course she must love you,” said the countess, after a 
pause. “How could she fail? ” 

“ Love me ! My dear mother, that is the very question I 
shall have to ask.” 

“ Ask ! Love is discovered by a glance ; it has no need of 
asking.” 

“I have never discovered it, then, I assure you. The fact 
is, that before her childhood was passed, I removed her, as 
you may suppose, from my roof. She resided with an Italian 
family near my usual abode. I visited her often, directed 
her studies, watched her improvement — ” 

“And fell in love with her? ” 

“"Pall is such a very violent word. No; I don’t remember 
to have had a fall. It was all a smooth inclined plane from the 
first step, until at last I said to myself, ‘Harley L ’Estrange, 
thy time Has come. The bud has blossomed into flower. Take 
it to thy breast.’ And myself replied to myself, meekly, ‘So 

be it.’ Then I found that Lady N , with her daughters, 

was coming to England. I asked her Ladyship to take my 
ward to your house. I wrote to you, and prayed your assent; 
and, that granted, I knew you would obtain my father’s. I 
am here, — yon give me the approval I sought for. I will 
speak to Helen to-morrow. Perhaps, after all, she may 
reject me.” 

“Strange, strange! you speak thus coldly, thus lightly,— 
you, b 6 capable of ardent love ! ” 
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“Motlier,’- said Huidey, earne.stly, “be satisfied! I aiu ! 
Love as of old, I feel, alas! too well, can visit me never 
mure. But gentle couipanioiisliip, tender friendship, the re- 
lief and the sunlight of woman’s smile, hereafter the voices 
of children, — music that, striking on the hearts of both 
parents, wakens the most lasting and the purest of all sym- 
pathies, — these are my hope. Is the hope so mean, my fond 
mother? ” 

Again the countess we^jt, and her tears were not dried when 
she left the room. 


CHAPTER VIII. 

Oh, Helen, fair Helen,-— type of the quiet, serene, un- 
noticed, deep-felt excellence of woman I Woman, less as the 
ideal that a poet conjures from the air, than as the companion 
of a poet on the earth ! Woman, who, with her clear sunny 
vision of things actual, and the exquisite fibre of her delicate 
sense, supplies the deficiencies of him whose foot stumbles 
on the soil, because his eye is too intent upon the stars! 
Woman, the provident, the comforting, angel whose pinions 
are folded round the heart, guarding there a divine spring 
unmarred by the winter of the world! Helen, soft Helen, is 
it indeed in thee that the wild and brilliant “lord of wanton- 
ness and ease ” is to find the regeneration of his life, the 
rebaptism of his soul? Of what avail thy meek prudent 
household virtues to one whom Fortune screens from rough 
trial; whose sorrows lie remote from thy ken; whose spirit, 
erratic and perturbed, now rising, now falling, needs a vision 
more subtle than thine to pursue, and a strength that can sus- 
tain the reason, when it droops, on the wings of enthusiasm 
and passion? 

And thou, thyself, 0 nature, shrinking and humble, that 
needest to be courted forth from the shelter, and developed 
under the calm and genial atmosphere of holy, happy love — 
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can such affection as Harley L’Estrange may proffer suffice to 
thee? Will not the blossoms, yet folded in the petal, wither 
away benetith the shade that 'may protect them from the 
storm, and j’e.t shut them from the sun? Thou who, where 
thou givest love, seekest, though meekly, for love in return ; 
to be the soul’s sweet necessity, the life’s household partner 
to him who receives all thy faith and devotion, — canst thon 
influence the sources of joy and of sorrow in the heart that 
does not heave at thy name? Hast thou the charm and the 
force of the moon, that the tides of that wayward sea shall 
ebb and flow at thy will? Yet who shall say, who conjecture 
how near two hearts can become, when no guilt lies between 
them, and time brings the ties all its own? Rarest of all 
things on earth is the union in which both, by their contrasts, 
make harmonious their blending; each supplying the defects 
of the helpmate, and completing, by fusion, one strong 
human soul! Happiness enough, where even Peace does but 
seldom preside, when each can bring to the altar, if not the 
flame, still the incense. Where man’s thoughts are all noble 
and generous, woman’s feelings all gentle and pure, love may 
follow if it does not precede; and if not, if the roses be 
missed from the garland, one may sigh for the rose, but one 
is safe from the thorn. 

The morning was mild, yet somewhat overcast by the mist 
which announces coming winter in London, and Helen walked 
musingly beneath the trees that surrounded the garden of 
Lord Lansniere’s house. Many leaves were yet left on the 
boughs; but they were sere and withered. And the birds 
chirped at times ; but their note was mournful and complain- 
ing. All within this house, until Harley’s arrival, had been 
strange and saddening to Helen’s timid and subdued spirits. 
Lady Lansmere had received her kindly, but with a certain 
restraint; and the loftiness of manner, common to the coun- 
tess with all but Harley, had awed and chilled the diffident 
orphan. Lady Lansmere’s very interest in Harley’s choice, 
her attempts to draw Helen out of her reserve, her watchful 
eyes whenever Helen shyly spoke or shyly moved, frightened 
the poor child, and made her unjust to herself. 
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The very servants, though staid., grave, and respectful, as 
suited a dignified, old-fashioned household, painfully con- 
trasted the bright welcoming smiles and free talk of Italian 
domestics. Her recollections of the happy, warm Continental 
manner, which so sets the bashful at their ease, made the 
stately and cold precision of all around her doubly a-wful and 
dispiriting. Lord Lansmere himself, who did not as yet 
know the views of Harley, and little dreamed that he was to 
anticipate a daughter-in-law in the ward, whom he under- 
stood Harley, in a freak of generous romance, had adopted, 
was familiar and courteous, as became a host; but he looked 
upon Helen as a mere child, and naturally left her to the 
countess. The dim sense of her equivocal position, of her 
comparative humbleness of birth and fortunes, oppressed and 
pained her; and even her gratitude to Harley was made bur- 
densome by a sentiment of helplessness. The grateful long 
to requite. And what could she ever do for him? 

Thus musing, she wandered alone through the curving 
walks; and this sort of mock-country landscape — Loudon 
loud, and even visible, beyond the high gloomy walls, and no 
escape from the windows of the square formal house — seemed 
a type of the. prison bounds of Rank to one whose soul yearns 
for simple loving Nature. 

Helen’s revery was interrupted by Nero’s joyous bark. He 
liad caught sight of her, and came bounding up, and thrust 
his la,rge head into her hand. As she stooped to caress the 
dog, happy at his honest greeting, and tears that had been 
long gathering at the lids fell silently on his face (for I know 
nothing that more moves us to tears than the hearty kind- 
ness of a dog, when something in human beings has pained (,)i' 
chilled us), she heard behind the musical voice of Harley. 
Hastily she dried or repressed her tears, as her guardian came 
up, and drew her arm within his own. 

“ I had so little of your conversation last evening, my dear 
ward, that I may well monopolize you now, even to the pri- 
vation of Nero. And so you are once more in your native 
land?” 

Helen sighed softly. 
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“ May I not hope that yon return under fairer auspices than 
those which your childhood knew? ” 

Helen turned her eyes with ingenuous thankfulness to her 
guardian, and the memory of all she owed to him rushed upon 
her heart. 

Harley renewed, and with earnest, though melancholy 
sweetness, “Helen, your eyes thank me; but hear me before 
yoiir words do. I deserve no thanks. I am about to make to 
you a strange confession of egotism and selfishness.” 

“You! — oh, impossible! 

“ Judge yourself, and then decide which of us shall have 
cause to be grateful. Helen, when I was scarcely your age 
— a boy in years, but more, methinks, a man at heart, with 
man’s strong energies and sublime aspirings, than I have ever 
since been — I loved, and deeply — ” 

He paused a moment, in evident struggle. Helen listened 
in mute surprise, but his emotion awakened her own; her 
tender woman’s heart yearned to console. Unconsciously her 
arm rested on his less lightly. 

“Deeply, and for sorrow. It is a long tale, that may be 
told hereafter. The worldly would call my love a madness. 
I did not reason on it then, I cannot reason on it now. 
Enough: death smote suddenly, terribly, and to me, myste- 
riously, her whom I loved. The love lived on. Fortunately, 
perhaps, for me, I had quick distraction, not to grief, but to 
its inert indulgence. I was a soldier; I joined our armies. 
Men called me brave. Flattery! I was a coward before the 
thought of life. I sought death : like sleep, it does not come 
at our call. Peace ensued. As when the winds fall the sails 
droop, so when excitement ceased, all seemed to me flat and 
objectless. Heavy, heavy was my heart. Perhaps grief had 
been less obstinate, but that I feared I had causes for self- 
reproach. Since then I have been a wanderer, a self-made 
exile. My boyhood had been ambitious, — all ambition ceased. 
Flames, when they reach the core of the heart, spread, and 
leave all in ashes. Let me be brief; I did not mean thus 
weakly to complain, — I to whom Heaven has given so many 
blessings! I felt, as it were, separated from the common 
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objects and joys of men. I grew startled to see how, year by 
year, wayward humours possessed me. I resolved again to 
attach myself to some living heart — it was niy sole chance to 
rekindle my own. But the one T had loved remained as my 
type of woman, and she was different from all I saw. There- 
fore I said to myself, ‘I will rear from childhood some young 
fresh life, to grow up into my ideal.’ As this thought began 
to haunt me, I chanced to discover you. Struck with the 
romance of your early life, touched by your courage, charmed 
by your affectionate nature, I said to myself, ‘Here is what 
I seek.’ Helen, in assuming the guardianship of your life, 
in all the culture which I have souglit to bestow' on yonr 
docile childhood, I repeat, that I have been but the egotist. 
And now, when you have reached that age wdien it becomes 
me to speak, and you to listen ; now, when you are under tlie 
sacred roof of my own mother ; now I ask you, can you accept 
this heart, such as wasted years, and griefs too fondly nursed, 
have left it? Can you be, at least, my comforter? Can you 
aid me to regard life as a duty, and recover those aspirations 
which once soared from the paltry and miserable confines of 
our frivolous daily being? Helen, here I ask you, can you 
be all this, and under the name of — Wife? ” 

It would be in vain to describe the rapid, varying, inde- 
finable emotions that passed through the inexperienced heart 
of the youthful listener as Harley thus spoke. He so moved 
all the springs of amaze, compassion, tender respect, sym- 
pathy, child-like gratitude, that when he paused and gently 
took her hand, she remained bewildered, speechless, over- 
powered. Harley smiled as he gazed upon her blushing, 
downcast, expressive face. He conjectured at once that the 
idea of such proposals had never crossed her mind; that she 
had never contemplated him in the character of wooer; never 
even sounded her heart as to the nature of such feelings as 
his image had aroused. 

Helen,” he resumed, with a calm pathos of voice, 
“ there is some disparity of years between us, and perhaps I 
may not hope henceforth for that love which youth gives to 
the young. Permit me simply to ask, what you wfill frankly 
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answer, Gan you have seen in our quiet life abroad, or under 
the roof of your Italian friends, any one you prefer to me? ’’ 

“No, indeed, no!” murmured Helen. “How could I; who 
is like you? ” Then, with a sudden effort — for her innate 
truthfulness took alarm, and her very affection for Harley, 
childlike and reverent, made her tremble lest she should de- 
ceive him — she drew a little aside, and spoke thus, — 

“Oh, my dear guardian, noblest of all human beings, at 
least in my eyes, forgive, forgive me, if I seem ungrateful, 
hesitating; but I cannot, cannot think of myself as worthy of 
you. I never so lifted my eyes. Your rank, your position — ” 

“ Why should they be eternally my curse? Forget them, 
and go on.” 

“It is not only they,” said Helen, almost sobbing, “though 
they are much; but I your type, your ideal! — I? — impossi- 
ble! Oh, how can I ever be anything even of use, of aid, of 
comfort to one like you! ” 

“You can, Helen — you can,” cried Harley, charmed by 
such ingenuous modesty. “May I not keep this hand?” 

And Helen left her hand in Harley’s, and turned away her 
face, fairly weeping. 

A stately step passed under the wintry trees. 

“My mother,” said Harley L’Estrange, looking up, “I pre- 
sent to you my future wife.” 


CHAPTER IX. 

With a slow step and an abstracted air, Harley L’Estrange 
bent his way towards Egerton’s house, after his eventful in- 
terview with Helen. He had just entered one of the streets 
leading into Grosvenor Square, when a young man, walking 
quickly from the opposite direction, came full against him, 
and drawing back with a brief apology, recognized him, and 
exclaimed, “What! you in England, Lord L’Estrange! Ac- 
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eept my congratulations on your return. But you seem 
scarcely to remember me.” 

“ I beg your pardon, Mr. Leslie. I remember you novr by 
your smile ; but you are of an age in which it is permitted me 
to sa,y that you look older than when I saw you last.” 

“And yet, Lord L’ Estrange, it seems to me that you look 
younger.” 

Indeed, this reply was so far true that there appeared less 
difference of years than before between Leslie and L’Estrange f 
for the wrinkles in the schemer’s mind were visible in his 
visage, while Harley’s dreamy %vorship of Truth and Beauty 
seemed to have preserved to the votary the enduring yotith 
of the divinities. 

Harley received the compliment with a supreme indiffer- 
ence, which might have been suitable to a Stoic, but which 
seemed scarcely natural to a gentleman who had just pro- 
posed to a lady many years younger than himself. 

Leslie renewed: “Perhaps you are on your way to Mr. 
Egerton’s. If so, you will not find him at home j he is at his 
office.” 

“Thank you. Then to his office I must re-direct my 
steps.” 

“I am going to him myself,” said Randal, hesitatingly. 

L’ Estrange had no prepossessions in favour of Leslie from 
the little he had seen of that young gentleman} hut Randal’s 
remark was an appeal to his habitual urbanity, and he re- 
plied, with well-bred readiness, “Let us be companions so 
far.” 

Randal accepted the arm proffered to him} and Lord 
L’Estrange, as is usual with one long absent from his native 
land, bore part as a questioner in the dialogue that ensued. 

“Egertoii is always the same man, I suppose, — too busy 
for illness, and too firm for sorrow? ” 

“If he ever feel either, he will never stoop to complain. 
But, indeed, my dear lord, I should like much to know what 
you think of his health.” 

“Hov,'! You alarm me! ” 

“Hay, I did not mean to do that; and pray do not let him 


304 


MY NOVEL; OE, 


know tliat I went so far. But I have fancied that he looks a 
little worn and suffering.” 

“Poor Aiidley! ” said L'Estrange, in a tone of deep affec- 
tion. “ I will sound him, tind, be assured, without naming 
you; for I know well how little he likes to be supposed capa- 
ble of human infirmity. I am obliged to you for your hint, — 
obliged to you for your interest in one so dear to me.” 

And Harley’s voice was more cordial to Bandal than it had 
ever been before. He -then began to inquire what Bandal 
thought of the rumours that had reached himself as to the 
probable defeat of the Government, and hoAv far Audley ’s 
spirits were affected by such risks. But Bandal here, seeing 
that Harley could communicate nothing, was reserved and 
guarded. 

“Loss of office could not, I think, affect a man like Audley,” 
observed Lord L’Estrange. “ He would be as great in oppo- 
sition — perhaps greater; and as to emoluments — ” 

“The emoluments are good,” interposed Bandal, with a 
half-sigh. 

“ Good enough, I suppose, to pay him back about a tenth of 
what his place costs our magnificent friend. No, I will say 
one thing for English statesmen, no man amongst them ever 
yet was the richer for place.” 

“And Mr. Egerton’s private fortune must be large, I take 
for granted,” said Bandal, carelessly. 

“It ought to be, if he. has time to look to it.” 

Here they passed by the hotel in which lodged the Count 
di Pesohiera. 

Bandal stopped. “Will you. excuse me for an instant? 
As we are passing this hotel, I will just leave my card here.” 
So saying he gave his card to a waiter lounging by the door. 
“For the Count di Pevschiera,” said he, aloud. 

L’Estrauge started; and as Bandal again took his arm, 
said, “So that Italian lodges here; and you know him?” 

“I know him but slightly, as one knows any foreigner who 
makes a sensation.” 

“He makes a sensation?” 

“Naturally; for he is handsome, witty, and said to be very 
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rich, — that is, as Icmg as he receives the revenues of his 
exiled kinsman.” 

‘‘I see you are well informed, Mr. Leslie. And what is 
supposed to bring hither the Count di Peschiera?” 

“I did hear something, which I did not quite understand, 
about a bet of his that he would many his kinsman’s 
daughter, and so, T conclude, secure to himself all the in- 
heritance ; and that he is therefore here to discover the kins- 
man and win the heiress. But probably you know the rights 
of the story, and can tell me what credit to give to such 
gossip.” 

“I know this at least, that if he did lay such a wager, I 
would advise you to take auy odds against him that his 
backers may give,” said L’Estrauge, dryly; and while his lip 
quivered with auger, his eye gleamed with arch ironical 
humour. 

“You think, then, that this poor kinsman will not need 
such an alliance in order to regain his estates?” 

“Yes; for I never yet knew a rogue whom I would not bet 
against, when he backed his own luck as a rogue against Jus- 
tice and Providence.” 

E-andal winced, and felt as if an arrow had grazed his 
heart; but he soon recovered. 

“ And indeed there is another vague rumour that the young 
lady in question is married already — to some Englishman.” 

This time it was Harley who winced. “Good heavens! 
that cannot be true, — that would undo all! An Englishman 
just at this momeut! But some Englishman of correspondent 
rank I trust, (,)r at least one known for opinions opposed to 
wliat an Austrian would call Eevolutionary doctrines? ” 

“ I know' nothing. But it was supposed merely a private 
gentleman of good family. 'Would not that suffice? Gan the 
Austrian Court dictate a marriage to the daughter as a con- 
dition for grace to the father?” 

“No, — not that!” said Harley, greatly disturbed. “I5ut 
put yourself in the position of any minister to one of the 
great European monarchies. Suppose a political insurgent, 
formidable for station and wealth, had been proscribed, mucli 
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interest made on his behalf, a powerful party striving against 
it; and just when the minister is disposed to relent, he hears 
that the heiress to this wealth and this station is married to 
the native of a country in which sentiments friendly to the 
very opinions for which the insurgent was proscribed are 
popularly entertained, and thus that the fortune to be re- 
stored may be so employed as to disturb the national security, 
the existing order of things, — this, too, at the very time when 
a popular revolution has just occurred in France,^ and its ef- 
fects are fcdt most in the very land of the exile; — suppose all 
this, and then say if anything could be more untoward for the 
hopes of the banished man, or furnish his adversaries with 
stronger arguments against the restoration of his fortune? 
But pshaw! this must he a chimera! If true, I should have 
known of it.” 

"I quite agree with your lordship, — there can be no truth 
in such a rumour. Some Englishman, hearing, perhaps, of 
the probable pardon of the exile, may have counted on an 
heiress, and spread the report in order to keep off other can- 
didates. By your account, if successful iu his suit, he might 
fail to find an heiress in the bride.” 

“No doubt of that. Whatever might be arranged, I can’t 
conceive that he would be allowed to get at the fortune, 
though it might be held in suspense for his children. But 
indeed it so rarely happens that an Italian girl of high name 
marries a foreigner that we must dismiss this notion with a 
smile at the long face of the hypothetical fortune-hunter. 
Heaven help him, if he exist ! ” 

“Amen!” echoed Eandal, devoutly. 

“ I hear that Peschiera’s sister is returned to England. Do 
you know her too? ” 

“A little.” 

“My dear Mr. Leslie, pardon me if I take a liberty not 
warranted by our acquaintance. Against the lady I say 

^ As there have been so many revolutions in France, it may be convenient 
to suggest that, according to the dates of this story, Harley no doubt alludes 
to that revolution which exiled Charles X. and placed Louis Philippe on the 
throne. 
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nofchitig. Tudeed, I have heard some things which appear to 
entitle her to compassion and respect. But iis to Feschiera 
all who prize honour suspect him to be a knave, — I know him 
to be one. Now, I think that the longer -we ijresorve that 
abhorrence Lor knavery w'hich is the generous instinct of 
youth, why, the fairer will be our manhood, and the more 
reverend our age. You agree with me?” And Harley sud- 
denly turning, his eyes fell like a flood of light upon Sandal’s 
pale and secret countenance. 

“To be sure,” murmured the schemer. 

Harley, surveying him, mechanically recoiled, and with- 
drew his arm. 

Fortunately for Eandal, who somehow or other felt himself 
slipped into a false position, he scarce knew how or why, he 
was here seized by the arm; and a clear, oi»en, manly voice 
cried, “ My dear fellow, how are you? I see you are engaged 
now; but look into my rooms when yon can, in the course of 
the day.” 

And with a bow of excuse for his interruption to Lord 
L’Estrange, the speaker was then turning away, when Harley- 
said, — 

“No, don’t let me take yon from your friend, Mr. Leslie. 
And you need not be in a hurry to see Egerton; for I 
shall claim the privilege of older friendship for the first 
interview.” 

“It is Mr. Egerton ’s nephew, Frank Hazeldean.” 

“ Pray, call him back, and present me to him. He has a 
face that would have gone far to reconcile Timon to Athens.” 

Eandal obeyed, and after a few kindly words to Frank, 
Harley insisted on leaving the two young men together, and 
walked on to Downing Street with a brisker step. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

That Lord L^Estrange seems a very good fellow.” 

‘‘So-so: an effeminate humourist, — says the most absurd 
things, and fancies them wise. Never mind him. You 
wanted to speak to me, Frank?” 

“Yes; I am so obliged to you for introducing me to Levy. 
I must tell you how handsomely he has behaved.” 

“Stop; allow me to remind you that I did not introduce 
you to Levy; you had met him before at Borro well’s, if I 
recollect right, and he dined with us at the Clarendon, — that 
is all I had to do with bringing you together. Indeed I 
rather cautioned you against him than not. Pray don’t 
think I introduced yon to a man who, however pleasant and 
perhaps honest, is still a money-lender. Your father would 
be justly angry with me if I had done so.” 

“Oh, pooh! you are prejudiced against poor Levy. But 
just hear; I was sitting very ruefully, thinking over those 
cursed bills, and how the deuce I should renew them, when 
Levy wmlked into my rooms ; and after telling me of his long 
friendship for my uncle Egerton and his admiration for your- 
self, and (give me your hand, Eandal) saying how touched he 
felt by your kind sympathy in my troubles, he opened his 
pocket-book, and showed me the bills safe and sound in his 
own possession.” 

“How?” 

“He had bought them up. ‘It must be so disagreeable to 
me, ’ he said, ‘ to liave them flying about the London money- 
market, and those J ews would be sure sooner or later to apply 
to my father. And now,’ added Levy, ‘I am in no immedi- 
ate hurry for the money, and we must put the interest upon 
fairer terms.’ In short, nothing could be more liberal than 
his tone. And he says, he is thinking of a way to relieve 
me altogether, and will call about it in a few days, when his 



VARIETIES m ENGLISH LIFE. 809 

plan is matured. After all, I must owe this to you, liandal. 
I dare swear you put it into his head. ” 

“ Oh, no, indeed I On the contrary, I still say, Be cautious 
ill all your dealings with Levy. I don’t know, I ’m sure, 
what he means to propose. Have you heard from the Hall 
lately? ” 

“Yes, to-day. Only think — the E-iceaboceas have disap- 
peared. My mother writes me word of it, — a very odd let- 
ter. She seems to suspect that I know where they are, and 
reproaches me for ‘mystery ^ — quite enigmatical. But there 
is one sentence in her letter — see, here it is in the piost- 
script — which seems to refer to Beatrice: ‘I don’t ask you to 
tell me your secrets, Prank, but Eandal will no doubt have 
assured you that my first consideration will he for your own 
happiness, in any matter in which your heart is really 
engaged.’” 

“ Yes, ” said Eandal, slowly ; “ no doubt this refers to Bea- 
trice ; but, as I told you, your mother will not interfere one- 
way or the other, — such interference would "weaken her in- 
fluence with the squire. Besides, as she said, she can’t 
you to marry a foreigner; though once married, she would-— 
But how do you stand now with the marchesa? Has she 
consented to accept you?” 

“Not quite; indeed I have not actually proposed. Her 
manner, though much softened, has not so far emboldened 
me; and, besides, before a jjositive declaration, I certainly 
must go down to the Hall and speak at least to my mother.” 

“Yon must judge for yourself, but don’t do anything rash: 
talk first to me. Here we are at my office. Good-by; and — 
and pray believe that, in whatever you do with Levy, I have 
no hand in it.” 
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CHAPTER XL 

Towards the evening, Randal was riding fast on the road 
to Xorwood. The arrival of Harley, and the conversation 
that had passed between that nobleman and Randal, made 
the latter anxions to ascertain how far Riocabooca was likely 
to learn L’Estrange’s return to England, and to meet with 
him. For he felt that, should the latter come to know that 
Riccaboeca, in his movements, had gone by RandaPs advice, 
Harley would find that Randal had spoken to him disingenu- 
ously; and on the other hand, Riccaboeca, placed under the 
friendly protection of Lord L’Estrange, would no longer need 
Randal Leslie to defend him from the machinations of Pes- 
chiera. To a reader happily unaccustomed to dive into the 
deep and mazy recesses of a schemer's mind, it might seem 
that Randal’s interest in retaining a hold over the exile’s con- 
fidence would terminate with the assurances that had reached 
him, from more than one quarter, that Violante might cease to 
be an heiress if she married himself. "But perhaps,” suggests 
some candid and youthful conjecturer, — "perhaps Randal 
Leslie is in love with this fair creature? ” Randal in love! 
— no I He was too absorbed by harder passions for that 
blissful folly. Hor, if he could have fallen in love, was 
Violante the one to attract that sullen, secret heart; her in- 
stinctive nobleness, the very stateliness of her beauty, woman- 
like though it was, awed him. Men of that kind may love 
some soft slave, — they cannot lift their eyes to a queen. 
They may look down, — they cannot look up. But on the one 
hand, Randal could not resign altogether the - chance of secur- 
ing a fortune that would realize his most dazzling dreams, upon 
the mere assurance, however probable, which had so dismayed 
him; and on the other hand, should he be compelled to relin- 
quish all idea of such alliance, though he did not contemplate 
the base perfidy of actually assisting Peschiera’s avowed de- 
signs, still, if Frank’s marriage with Beatrice should abso- 
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lutely depend upon her brother’s obtaining the knowledge of 
Violante’s retreat, and that marriage should be as conducive 
to his interests as he thought he could make it, why — he did 
not then push his deductions further, even to himself, — they 
seemed too black; but he sighed heavily, and that sigh fo^e^- 
boded how weak would be honour and virtue against avarice 
and ambition. Therefore, on all accounts, Kiccabocca was 
one of those cards in a sequence, which so calculating a player 
would not throw out of his hand: might serve for repkpie, 
at the worst it might score well in the game. Intimacy witli 
the Italian \vas still part and parcel in that knowledge which 
was the synonym of power. 

While the young man was thus meditating, on his road to 
Norwood, Eiccaboeca and his Jemima were close conferring 
in their drawing-room. And if you could have seen them, 
reader, you would have been seized with equal surprise and 
curiosity: for some extraordinary communication had cer- 
tainly passed between them. Eiccabocca was evidently much 
agitated, and with emotions not familiar to him. The tears 
stood in his eyes at the same time that a smile, the reverse 
of cynical or sardonic, curved his lips; while his wife was 
leaning her head on his shoulder, her hand clasped in his, 
and, by the expression of her face, you might guess that he 
had paid her some very gratifying compliment, of a nature 
more genuine and sincere than those which characterized his 
habitual hollow and dissimulating gallantry. But just at 
this moment Giacomo entered, and Jemima, with her native 
English modesty, withdrew in haste from Eiccabocca’s shel- 
tering side. 

“Padrone,” said Giacomo, who, whatever his astonishment 
at the connubial position he had disturbed, was much too dis- 
creet to betray it, — “ Padrone, I see the young Englishman 
riding towards the house, and I hope, when he arrives, yon 
will not forget the alarming mformation I gave to yon this 
morning.” 

' “Ah, ah! ” said Eiccabocca, his face falling. 

“If the signorina were but married ! ” 

“My very thought, — my constant thought!” exclaimed 
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Riccabooca. “ Aud you really believe the young Englishman 
loves her? ’’ 

“Why else should he come, Excellency?” asked Giacomo, 
with great 

“Very true; why, indeed?” said Riecabocea. “Jemima, T 
cannot endure tlu^ terrors I suffer on that poor child's account. 
I will open myself frankly to Randal Leslie. And iiow'-, too, 
that wliieh might have been a serious consideration, in case I 
return to Italy, will no longer stand in oiir way, Jemima.” 

Jemima, smiled faintly, and whispered something to Ricca- 
bocca, to which he replied, — 

“Nonsense, antm,a mia. T know it will be, — have not a 
doubt of it. I tell you it is as nine to four, according to the 
nicest calculations. I will speak at once to Randal. He is 
too young, too timid to speak himself.” 

“Certainly,” interposed Giacomo; “how could he dare to 
speak, let him love ever so well?” 

Jemima shook her head. 

“Oh, never fear,” said Riccabocca, observing this gesture; 
“I will give him the trial. If he entertain but mercenary 
views, I shall soon detect them. I know human nature pretty 
well, I think, my love; and, Giacomo, just get me my Machia- 
velli; — that's right. Now leave me, my dear; I must reflect 
and prepare myself.” 

When Randal entered the house, Giacomo, with a smile of 
peculiar suavity, ushered him into the drawing-room. He 
found Riccabocca alone, and seated before the fireplace, lean- 
ing his face on his hand, with the great folio of Machiavelli 
lying open on the table. 

The Italian received him as courteously as usual ; but there 
was in his manner a certain serious and thoughtful dignity, 
which was perhaps the more imposing, because but rarely 
assumed. After a few preliminary observations, Randal re- 
marked that Erank Hazeldean had informed him of the curi- 
osity which the disappearance of the Riccahoccas had excited 
at the Hall, and inquired carelessly, if the doctor had left in- 
structions as to the forwarding of any letters that might be 
directed to him at the Casino. 
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“Letters!” said Riecabocca, simply} “I. never receive any} 
or, at least, so rarely, that it was not worth while to take an 
event so little to be expected into consideration. No; if any 
letters do reach the Casino, there they will wait.” 

“Then I can see no possibility of indiscretion} no chance 
of a clew to your address.” 

“Nor I either.” 

Satisfied so far, and knowing that it was not in Ricca- 
bocca’s habits to read the newspapers, by which he might 
otherwise have learned of L’Estrauge’s arrival in London, 
Randal then proceeded to inquire, with much seeming inter- 
est, into the health of Violante, — hoped it did not suffer by 
confinement, etc. Riccabocca eyed him gravely while he 
spoke, and then suddenly rising, that air of dignity to which 
I have before referred became yet more striking. 

“My young friend,” said he, “hear me attentively, and 
answer me frankly. I know human nature — ” Here a 
slight smile of proud complacency passed the sage’s lips, 
and his eye glanced towards his Machiavelli. 

“I know human nature,— at least I have studied it,” he 
renewed more earnestly, and with less evident self-conceit; 
“and I believe that when a perfect stranger to me ex- 
hibits an interest in my affairs, which occasions him no small 
trouble, — an interest,” continued the wise man, laying his 
hand on Randal’s shoulder, “which scarcely a son could 
exceed, he must be under the influence of some strong personal 
motive.” 

“Oh, sir! ” cried Randal, turning a shade more pale, and 
with a faltering tone. Riccabocca surveyed him with the 
tenderness of a superior being, and pursued his deductive 
theories. 

“In your case, what is that motive? Not political; for I 
conclude you share the opinions of your government, and 
those opinions have not favoured mine. Not that of pecu- 
niary or ambitious calculations; for how can such calcula- 
tions enlist you on behalf of a mined exile? What remains? 
Why, the motive which at your age is ever the most natural 
and the strongest. I don’t blame you. Machiavelli himself 
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allows that such a motive has swayed the wisest minds, and 
overturned the most solid States. In a word, young man, you 
are in love, and with my daughter Violante.” 

Eandal was so startled by this direct and unexpected charge 
upon his own masked batteries, that he did not even attempt 
his defence. His head drooped on his breast, and he re- 
mained speechless. 

“ T do not doubt, ” resumed the penetrating judge of human 
nature, “that you would have been withheld by the laudable 
and generous scruples which characterize your happy age, 
from voluntarily disclosing to me the state of your heart. 
You might suppose that, proud of the position I once held, or 
sanguine in the hope of regaining my inheritance, I might be 
over- ambitious in my matrimonial views for Violante; or that 
you, anticipating my restoration to honours and fortune, 
might seem actuated by the last motives which influence love 
and youth; and, therefore, my dear young friend, I have de- 
parted from the ordinary custom in England, and adopted a 
very common one in my own country. With us, a suitor sel- 
dom presents himself till he is assured of the consent of a 
father. I have only to say this, — if I am right, and you love 
my daughter, my first object in life is to see her safe and 
secure; and, in a word — you understand me.” 

Now, mightily may it comfort and console us ordinary mor- 
tals, who advance no pretence to superior wisdom and ability, 
to see the huge mistakes made by both these very sagacious 
personages, — Dr, Riccabocca, valuing himself on his 
fouud acqiiaintance with character, and Randal Leslie, ac- 
customed to grope into every hole and corner of thought and 
action, wherefrom to extract that knowledge which is power ! 
For whereas the sage, judging not only by his own heart in 
youth, but by the general influence of the master passion on 
the young, had ascribed to Randal sentiments wholly foreign 
to that able diplomatist^s nature, so no sooner had Riccabocca 
brought his speech to a close, than Randal, judging also by 
his own heart, and by the general laws which influence men 
of the mature age and boasted worldly wisdom of the pupil 
of Machiavelli, instantly decided that Riccabocca presumed 
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upon liis youtli and inexperience, and meant most nefariously 
to take liim in. 

“The poor youth!’’ thought Riecabocca, “how unprepared 
he is for the happiness I give him! ” 

“The cunning old eXesuit!” thought Randal ; “he has cer- 
tainly learned, since we met last, that he has no chance of 
r'^gainiug his patrimony, and so he wants to impose on me 
the hand of a girl without a shilling. What other motive can 
hii possibly have? Had his daughter the remotest probability 
of becoming the greatest heiress in Italy, would he dream of 
bestowing her on me in tids off-hand way? The thing stands 
to reason.” 

Actuated by his resentment at the trap thus laid for him, 
Randal was about to disclaim altogether the disinterested and 
absurd affection laid to his charge, when it occurred to him 
that, by so doing, he might mortally offend the Italian, — 
since the cunning never forgive those wdio refuse to be duped 
by them, — and it might still be conducive to his interest to 
preserve intimate and familiar terms with Riecabocca j there- 
fore, subduing his first impulse, he exclaimed, — 

“Oh, too generous man ! pardon me if I have so long been 
unable to express my amaze, my gratitude ; but I cannot — 
no, I cannot, while your prospects remain thus uncertain, 
avail myself of your — of your inconsiderate magnanimity. 
Your rare conduct can only redouble my own scruples, if you, 
as I firmly hope and believe, are restored to your great pos- 
sessions — you would naturally look so much higher than me. 
Should these hopes fail, then, indeed, it may be different; yet 
even then, what position, what fortune, have 1 to offer to your 
daughter worthy of her?” 

“You are well born! all gentlemen are equals,” said Eicca- 
bocca, with a sort of easy nobleness. “ You have youth, in- 
formation, talent, — sources of certain wealth in this happy 
country, — powerful connections; and, in fine, if you are sat- 
isfied wdth marrying for love, I shall be contented; if not, 
speak openly. As to the restoration to my possessions, I can 
scarcely think that probable while my enemy lives. And 
even in that case, since I saw you last, something has oc- 
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curred,’’ added Eiccabocca, with a strange smile, which 
seemed to Eandal singularly sinister and malignant, “that 
may remove all difficulties. Meanwhile, do not think me so 
extravagantly magnanimous; do not underrate the satisfac- 
tion I must feel at knowing Violante safe from the designs 
of Pcschiera, — safe, and forever, under a husband’s roof. I 
will tell you an Italian proverb, — it contains a truth full of 
wisdom and terror, — 

“ ‘ Hai cinquanta Amici? — non basta. Ilai un Nemico? — h ti-oppo/ ” ^ 

“Something has occurred!” echoed Eandal, not heeding 
the conclusion of this speech, and scarcely hearing the pro- 
verb, which the sage delivered in his most emphatic and tragic 
tone. “Something has occurred! My dear friend, be plainer. 
What has occurred?” Eiccabocea remained silent. “Some- 
thing that induces you to bestow your daughter on me?” 

Eiccabocea nodded, and emitted a low chuckle. 

“The very laugh of a fiend,” muttered Eandal. “Some- 
thing that makes her not worths bestowing. He betrays him- 
self. Cunning people always do.” 

“Pardon me,” said the Italian, at last, “if I don’t answer 
your question; you will know later; but at present this is a 
family secret. And now I must turn to another and more 
alarming cause for my frankness to you.” Here Eiccabooca’s 
face changed, and assumed an expression of mingled rage and 
fear. “You must know,” he added, sinking his voice, “that 
Giacomo has seen a strange person loitering about the house, 
and looking up at the window.s ; and he ha.s no doubt — nor 
have I — that this is some spy or emissary of Peschiera’s.” 

“Impossible; how could he discover you? ” 

“I know not; but no one else has any interest in doing so. 
The man kept at a distance, and Giacomo could not see his 
face.” 

“It may be but a mere idler. Is this all? ” 

“No; the old woman who serves us said that she was asked 
at a shop ‘if we were not Italians ’? ” 

^ “ Have you fifty friends? — it is not enough. Have you one enemy? — 
it is too much.’' 
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And she answered? ” 

“‘No; ’ but owned that ‘we had a foreign sermnt, 
Giacomo. ’ ” 

“I will see to this. Rely on it that if Peschiera has dis- 
covered yon, I will learn it. Nay, I will hasten from you in 
order to coranienee inquiry.” 

“ I cannot detain you. May I think that we have now an 
interest in common?” 

“Oh, indeed yes; but — but — your daughter! How can I 
dream that one so beautiful, so peerless, will confirm the 
hope you have extendeil to me? ” 

“ The daughter of an Italian is brought up to cou.sider that 
it is a father’s right to dispose of her hand.” 

“But the heart? ” 

“Cos2}etto/ ” said the Italian, true to his infamous notions 
as to the sex, “ the heart of a girl is like a convent, — the 
holier the cloister, the more charitable the door.” 


CHAPTER XII. 

Randal had scarcely left the house before Mrs. Riccabocca, 
who was affectionately anxious in all that concerned Violante, 
rejoined her husband. 

“I like the young man very well,” said the sage, — “very 
well indeed. I find him just what I expected, from my gen- 
eral knowledge of human nature; for as love ordinarily goes 
with youth, so modesty usually accompanies talent. He is 
young, ergo, he is in love; he has talent, ergo, he is modest, — 
modest and ingenuous,” 

“And you think not in any way swayed by interest in his 
affections?” 

“Quite the contrary; and to prove him the more, I have not 
said a word as to the worldly advantages which, in any case, 
would accrue to him from an alliance with my daughter. Tn 
any case: for if I regain my country, her fortune is assured; 
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eurred,” added Eiccaboeca, with a strange smile, which 
seemed to Eandal singularly sinister and malignant, ‘‘'that 
may reniOTe all difficiilties. Meanwhile, do not think me so 
extravagantly magnanimous; do not underrate the satisfac- 
tion I must feel at knowing Violante safe from the designs 
of Pesehiera, — safe, and forever, under a husband's roof. I 
will tell you an Italian proverb, — it contains a truth full of 
wisdom and terror, — 

“ ‘ Hai cinquanta Amici? -- non tasta. Hai un Nemico? — h troppo.’ ” ^ 

‘SSomething has occurred! ” echoed Randal, not heeding 
the conclusion of this speech, and scarcely hearing the pro- 
verb, which the sage delivered in his most emphatic and tragic 
tone. “ Something has occurred ! My dear friend, be plainer. 
What has occurred?” Riccaboeca remained silent, “Some- 
thing that induces you to bestow your daughter ou me?” 

Riccabocca nodded, and emitted a low chuckle. 

“The very laugh of a fiend,” muttered Randal. “Some- 
thing that makes her not wortlv bestowing. He betrays him- 
self. Cunning people always do.” 

“Pardon me,” said the Italian, at last, “if I don’t answer 
your question; you will know later; but at present this is a 
family secret. And now I must turn to another and more 
alarming cause for my frankness to you.” Here Riccabocca’s 
face changed, and assumed an expression of mingled rage and 
fear. “You must know,” he added, sinking his voice, “that 
Giacomo has seen a strange person loitering about the house, 
and looking up at the windows; and he has no doubt— -nor 
have I — that this is some spy or emissary of Pesehiera’s.” 

“Impossible; how could he discover you? ” 

“I know not; hut no one else has any interest in doing so. 
The man kept at a distance, and Giacomo could not see his 
face.” 

“It may be but a mere idler. Is this all? ” 

“Ho; the old woman who serves us said that she was asked 
at a shop ‘if we were not Italians ’?” 

1 “ Have you fifty friends? — it is not enough. Have you one enemy? — 
it is too much.” 
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" And she answered? ” 

but owned that ‘we had a foreign servant, 
Giacomo. ’ ” 

“I will see to this. Eely on it that if Peschiera has dis- 
covered you, I will learn it. Nay, I will hasten from you in 
order to commence inquiry.” 

“ I cannot detain you. May I think that we have now an 
interest in common?” 

“ Oh, indeed yes ; but — but — your daughter ! How can I 
dream that one so beautiful, so peerless, will confirm the 
hope you have extended to me? ” 

“ The daughter of an Italian is brought up to consider that 
it is a father’s right to dispose of her hand.” 

“But the heart? ” 

^^Cospettof ” said the Italian, true to his infamous notions 
as to the sex, “the heart of a girl is like a convent, — the 
holier the cloister, the more charitable the door.” 


CHAPTBE XII. 

Randal had scarcely left the house before Mrs. Riccabocca, 
who was affectionately anxious in all that concerned Violante, 
rejoined her husband. 

“I like the young man very well,” said the sage, — “very 
well indeed. I find him just what I expected, from my gen- 
eral knowledge of human nature; for as love ordinarily goes 
with youth, so modesty usually accompanies talent. He is 
young, ergo, he is in love; he has talent, ergo, he is modest, — 
modest and ingenuous,” 

“And you think not in any way swayed by interest in his 
affections?” 

“Quite the contrary; and to prove him the more, I have not 
said a word as to the worldly advantages which, in any case, 
would accrue to him from an alliance with my daughter. In 
any case: for if I regain my country, her fortune is assured; 
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and if not, I trust ” (said the poor exile, lifting his brow -with 
stately and becoming pride) “ that I am too well aware of my 
child^s dignity, as well as my own, to ask any one to marry 
her to his own worldly injury.^’ 

“Eh I I don’t quite understand you, Alphonso. To be 
sure, your dear life is insured for her marriage portion; 
but—” 

— stuff!” said Riecabocca, petulantly; “her mar- 
riage portion would be as nothing to a young man of Randal’s 
birth and prospects. I think not of that. But listen : I have 
never consented to profit by Harley L’Estrange’s friendship 
for me; my scruples would not extend to my son-in-law. 
This noble friend has not only high rank, but considerable 
influence, — influence with the government, influence with 
Randal’s patron, who, between ourselves, does not seem to 
push the young man as he might do; 1 judge by what Randal 
says. I should write, therefore, before anything was settled, 
to L’Estrange, and I should say to him simply, ‘I never asked 
you to save me from penury, but I do ask you to save a 
daughter of my House from humiliation. I can give to her no 
dowry ; can her husband owe to my friend that advance in an 
honourable career, that opening to energy and talent, which 
is more than a dowry to generous ambition? ’ ” 

“Oh, it is in vain you would disguise your rank,” cried 
Jemima, with enthusiasm; “it speaks in all you utter, when 
your passions are moved.” 

The Italian did not seem flattered by that eulogy. “Pish,” 
said he, “there you are! rank again!” 

But Jemima was right. There was something about her 
husband that was grandiose and princely, whenever he es- 
caped from his accursed Machiavelli, and gave fair play to 
his heart. 

And he spent the next hour or so in thinking over all that 
he could do for Randal, and devising for his intended son-in- 
law the agreeable surprise, which Randal was at that very 
time racking his yet cleverer brains to disappoint. 

These plans conned suflSciently, Riccabocca shut up his 
Machiavelli, and hunted out of his scanty collection of books, 
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Biifcon on Man, and various other psychological volumes, in 
which he soon became deeply absorbed. Why were these 
works the object of the sage’s study? Perhaps he will let 
us know soon, for it is clearly a secret known to his wife; 
and though she has hitherto kept one secret, that is precisely 
the 3'eason why Riccabocca would not wish long to overburden 
her discretion with another. 


CHAPTER XIII. 

Raistdal reached home in time to dress for a late dinner at 
Baron Levy’s. 

The baron’s style of living was of that character especially 
affected both by the most acknowledged exquisites of that 
day, and, it must be owned, also, by the most egregious 
farvmus. For it is noticeable that it is your jjarvmn who 
always comes nearest in fashion (so far as externals are con- 
cerned) to your genuine exquisite. It is your ;parvenu who 
is most particular as to the cut of his coat, and the precision 
of his equipage, and the minutiae of his menage. Those be- 
tween the parvemi and the exquisite, who know their own 
consequence, and have something solid to rest upon, are slow 
in following all the caprices of fashion, and obtuse in obser. 
vation as to those niceties which neither give them another 
ancestor, nor add another thousand to the account at their 
banker’s, — as to the last, rather indeed the contrary! There 
was a decided elegance about the baron’s house and his din- 
ner. If he had been one of the lawful kings of the dandies, 
you would have cried, “ What perfect taste ! ” — but such is 
human nature, that the dandies who dined with him said to 

each other, “ He pretend to imitate D ! vulgar dog ! ” 

There was little affectation of your more showy opulence. 
The furniture in the rooms was apparently simple, but, in 
truth, costly, from its luxurious comfort; the ornaments and 
china scattered about the commodes were of curious rarity 
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and great value, and the pictures on the walls were gems. 
At dinner, no plate was admitted on the table. The Eussian 
fashion, then uncommon, now more prevalent, was adopted, — 
fruit and flowers in old Sevres dishes of priceless vertu, and 
in sparkling glass of Bohemian fabric. ISTo livery servant 
was permitted to wait; behind each guest stood a gentleman 
dressed so like the guest himself, in fine linen and simple 
black, that guest and lacquey seemed stereotypes from one 
plate. 

The viands were exquisite; the wine came from the cellars 
of deceased archbishops and ambassadors. The company was 
select; the party did not exceed eight. Four were the eldest 
sons of peers (from a baron to a duke) ; one was a professed 
wit, never to be got without a month’s notice, and, where a 
parvenv, was host, a certainty of green peas and peaches — 
out of season; the sixth, to Eandal’s astonishment, was 
Mr. Eichard Avenel; himself and the baron made up the 
complement. 

The eldest sons recognized each other with a meaning 
smile; the most juvenile of them, indeed (it was his first 
year in London), had the grace to blush and look sheepish. 
The others were more hardened; but they all united in re* 
garding with surprise both Eandal and Dick Avenel. The 
former was known to most of them personally, and to all, by 
repute, as a grave, clever, promising young man, rather pru- 
dent than lavish, and never suspected to have got into a 
scrape. What the deuce did he do there? Mr. Avenel puz- 
zled them yet more. A middle-aged man, said to be in busi- 
ness, whom they had observed “about town” (for he had a 
noticeable face and figure),— -that is, seen riding in the Park, 
or lounging in the pit at the opera, but never set eyes on at 
a recognized club, or in the coteries of their “set; ” a man 
whose wife gave horrid third-rate parties, that took up half a 
column in the “Morning Post” with a list of “The Com- 
pany Present,” in which a sprinkling of dowagers fading out 
of fashion, and a foreign title or two, made the darkness of 
the obscurer names doubly dark. Why this man should be 
asked to meet them, by Baron Levy, too — a decided tuft- 
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hunter and would-be exclusive — called all their faculties into 
exercise. The wit, who, being the son of a small tradesman, 
but in the very best society, gave himself far greater airs than 
the young lords, impertinently solved the mystery. “ Depend 
on it,” whispered he to Spend(piick, — “depend on it the man 
is the X. Y. of the ‘Times ^ who offers to lend any sura of 
money from £10 to half-a-million. He^s the man who has 
all your bills; Levy is only his Jackal.” 

“’Pon my soul,” said Spendquick, rather alarmed, “if 
that^s the case, one may as well be civil to him.” 

“ You, certainly,” said the wit. “But I never have found 
an X. Y. who would advance me the L. s. ; and therefore, I 
shall not be more respectful to X. Y. than to any other un- 
known quantity.” 

By degrees, as the wine circulated, the j)arty grew gay and 
sociable. Levy was really an entertaining fellow; had all 
the gossip of the town at his fingers’ ends; and possessed, 
moreover, that pleasant art of saying ill-natured things of the 
absent, which those present always enjoy. By degrees, too, 
Mr. Richard Avenel came ont; and, as the whisper had cir- 
culated round the table that he was X. Y., he was listened 
to with a profound respect, which greatly elevated his spirits. 
Xay, when the wit tried once to show him up or mystify him, 
Dick answered with a bluff spirit, that, though very coarse, 
was found so humorous by Lord Spendquick and other gentle- 
men similarly situated in the money-market that they turned 
the laugh against the wit, and silenced him for the rest of the 
night,—- a circumstance which made the party go off much 
more pleasantly. After dinner, the conversation, quite that 
of single men, easy and debonnairc, glanced from the turf 
and the ballet and the last scandal towards politics; for the 
times were such that polities were discussed everywhere, and 
three of the young lords wmre county members. 

Randal said little, but, as was his wont, listened atten- 
tively; and he was aghast to find how general was the belief 
that the Government was doomed. Out of regard to him, 
and with that delicacy of breeding which belongs to a certain 
society, nothing personal to Egerton was said, except by 


322 


MY NOVEL; OE, 


Avenel, who, however, on blurting out some rude expressions 
respecting that minister, was instantly checked by the baron. 

“Spare my friend and Mr. Leslie’s near connection,” said 
he, with a polite but grave smile. 

“Oh,” said Avenelj“ public men, whom we pay, are public 
property, — are n’t they, my Lord? ” aj)pealing to Spendquick. 

“Certainly,” said Spendquick, with great spirit, — “xjublic 
property, or why should we pay them? There must be a 
very strong motive to induce us to do that ! I hfite paying 
people. In fact,” he subjoined in an aside, “ I never do. ” 

“However,” resumed Mr. Avenel, graciously, “I don’t 
want to hurt your feelings, Mr. Leslie. As to the feelings 
of our host, the baron, I calculate that they have got toler- 
ably tough by the exercise they have gone through.” 

“Nevertheless,” said the baron, joining in the laugh which 
any lively saying by the supposed X. Y. was sure to excite, — 
“ nevertheless, ‘love me, love my dog, ’ — love me, love my 
Egerton.” 

Eandal started, for his quick ear and subtle intelligence 
caught something sinister and hostile in the tone with which 
Levy uttered this equivocal comparison, and his eye darted 
towards the baron. But the baron had bent down his face, 
and was regaling himself upon an olive. 

By-and-by the party rose from table. The four young no- 
blemen had their engagements elsewhere, and proposed to 
separate without re-entering the drawing-room. As, in 
Goethe’s theory, monads which have affinities with each 
other are irresistibly drawn together, so these gay children 
of pleasure had, by a common impulse, on rising from table, 
moved each to each, and formed a group round the fireplace. 
Bandal stood a little apart, musing; the wit examined the 
pictures through his eye-glass ; and Mr. A.venel drew the 
baron towards the side-board, and there held him in whis- 
pered conference. This colloquy did not escape the young 
gentlemen round the fireplace; they glanced towards each 
■■other.''' ■"■ 

“Settling the percentage on renewal,” said one, sotto meek 

“X. Y. does not seem such a very bad fellov/’ said another. 


VARIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 


823 


“He looks ricli, and talks rich,” said a third. 

“A decided, independent way of expressing Ms sentiments; 
those moneyed men generally have.” 

“ Good heavens ! ” ejaculated Spendquick, who had been 
keeping his eye anxiously fixed on the pair, “ do look ; X. Y, 
is actually taking out his pocket-book; he is coming this way. 
Depend on it he has got our bills — mine is due to-morrow ! ” 

'‘And mine too,” said another, edging off. “Why, it is a 
’periedt ffutit-apms.’' 

Meanwhile, breaking away from the baron, who appeared 
anxious to detain him, and failing in that attempt, turned 
aside, as if not to see Dick’s movements, — a circumstance 
which did not escape the notice of the group, and confirmed 
all their suspicions, — Mr. Avenel, with a serious, thoughtful 
face, and a slow step, approached the group. Nor did the 
great Roman general more nervously “flutter the dove-cots 
in Corioli,” than did the advance of the supposed X. Y. agi- 
tate the bosoms of Lord Spendquick and his sympathizing 
friends. Pocket-book in hand, and apparently feeling for 
something formidable within its mystic recesses, step by step 
came Dick Avenel towards the fireplace. The group stood 
still, fascinated by horror. 

“Hum,” said Mr. Avenel, clearing his throat. 

“I don’t like that hum at all,” muttered Spendquick. 

“Proud to have made your acquaintance, gentlemen,” said 
Dick, bowing. 

The gentlemen thus addressed bowed low in return. 

“My friend the baron thought this not exactly the time 
to — ” Dick stopped a moment; you might have knocked 
down those four young gentlemen, though four finer specimens 
of humanity no aristocracy in Europe could produce, — you 
might have knocked them down with a feather ! “But,” re- 
newed Avenel, not finishing his sentence, “I have made it a 
rule in life never to lose securing a good opportunity; in 
short, to make the most of the present moment. And,” added 
he, with a smile which froze the blood in Lord Spendquick’s 
veins, “the rule has made me a very warm man! Therefore, 
gentlemen, allow me to present you each with one of these” 
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— every hand retreated behind the back of its well-bom 
owner, when, to the inexpressible relief of all, Dick con- 
cluded with, — “a little sQvi’ie dansante,’’ and extended four 
cards of invitation. 

“ Most happy ! ” exclaimed Spendquick. “ I don^t dance in 
general; but to oblige X — mean, to have a better acquain- 
tance, sir, with you — I would dance on the tight-rope.” 

There was a good-humoured, pleasant laugh at Spendquick’s 
enthusiasm, and a general shaking of hands and pocketing of 
the invitation cards. 

“You don’t look like a dancing man,” said Avenel, turning 
to the wit, who was plump and somewhat gouty, — as wits 
who dine out five days in the week generally are; “but we 
shall have supper at one o’clock.” 

Infinitely offended and disgusted, the wit replied dryly, 
“that every hour of his time was engaged for the rest of the 
season,” and, with a stiff salutation to the baron, took his 
departure. The rest, in good spirits, hurried away to their 
respective cabriolets ; and Leslie was following them into the 
hall, when the baron, catching hold of him, said, “ Stay, I 
want to talk to you.” 


CHAPTBE XIV. 

The baron turned into his drawing-room, and Leslie 
followed. 

“Pleasant young men, those,” said Levy, with a slight 
sneer, as he threw himself into an easy -chair and stirred the 
fire. “And not at all prond; but, to be sure, they are — un- 
der great obligations to me. Yes; they owe me a great deal. 
Apropos, I have had a long talk with Prank Hazeldean, — - fine 
young man, remarkable capacities for business. I can ar- 
range his affairs for him. I find, on reference to the Will 
Office, that you were quite right; the Casino property is en- 
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tailed on Frank. He will have the fee .simple. He can 
dispose of the reversion entirely. So that there will be no 
difficulty in our arrangements.” 

“ But I told you also that Frank had scruples about borrow- 
ing on the event of his father's death.” 

“ Ay, you did so. Filial affection! I never take that into 
account in matters of business. Such little scruples, though 
tliey are highly honourable to human nature, soon vanish be- 
fore the prospect of the King’s Bench. And, too, as you so 
judiciously remarked, our clever young friend is in love with 
Madame di Hegra.” 

“Did he tell you that? ” 

“Koj but Madame di Hegra did ! ” 

“ You know her? ” 

“I know most people in good society, who now and then 
require a friend in the management of their affairs. And 
having made sure of the fact you stated, as to Hazeldean’s 
contingent property (excuse my prudence), I have accommo- 
dated Madame di Negra and bought up her debts.” 

“You have — you surprise me ! ” 

“ The surprise will vanish on reflection. But you are very 
new to the world yet, my dear Leslie. By the way, I have 
had an interview with Peschiera — ” 

“About his sister’s debts?” 

“Partly. A man of the nicest honour is Peschiera.” 

Aware of Levy’s habit of praising people for the qualities 
in which, according to the judgment of less penetrating mor- 
tals, they were most deficient, Eandal only smiled at this 
eulogy, and waited for Levy to resume. But the baron sat 
silent and thoughtful for a minute or two, and then wholly 
changed the subject. 

“ I think your father has some property in — :: — shire, and 
you probably can give me a little information as to certain 
estates of a Mr. Thornhill, estates which, on examination of 
the title-deeds, I find once, indeed, Belonged to your family.” 
The baron glanced at a very elegant memorandum-book. — 
“The manors of Eood and Dulmansberry, with sundry farms 
thereon. Mr. Thornhill wants to sell them — an old client 
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of minej Ttiornliill. He has applied to me on the matter. 
Bo you think it an improvable property? 

Eandal listened with a livid cheek and a throbbing heart. 
We have seen that, if there was one ambitious scheme in his 
calculation which, though not absolutely generous and heroic, 
still might win its way to a certain sympathy in the unde- 
based human mind, it was the hope to restore the fallen for- 
tunes of his ancient house, and repossess himself of the long 
alienated lands that surrounded the dismal wastes of the 
mouldering hall. And now to hear that those lands were 
getting into the inexorable gripe of Levy — tears of bitter- 
ness stood in his eyes. 

Thornhill,” continued Levy, who watched the young man’s 
countenance, — “Thornhill tells me that that part of his prop- 
erty — the old Leslie lands — produces £2,000 a year, and 
that the rental could be raised. He would take £ 60,000 for 
it, — £ 20,000 down, and suffer the remaining £ 30,000 to lie 
on mortgage at four per cent. It seems a very good purchase. 
What do you say? ” 

“Don’t ask me,” said Eandal, stung into rare honesty; 
“for I had hoped I might live to repossess myself of that 
property.” 

“ Ah, indeed ! It would be a very great addition to your 
consequence in the world, — not from the mere size of the 
estate, but from its hereditary associations. And if you have 
any idea of the purchase, believe me, 1 ’ll not stand in your 
way.” 

“ How can I have any idea of it? ” 

“But I thought you said you had.” 

“I understood that these lands could not be sold till Mr. 
Thornhill’s son came of age, and joined in getting rid of the 
entail.” 

“Yes, so Thornhill himself supposed, till, on examining 
the title-deeds, I found he was under a mistake. These lands 
are not comprised in the settlement made by old Jasper 
Thornhill, which ties up the rest of the property. The title 
will be perfect. Thornhill wants to settle the matter at once, 
— losses on the turf, you understand; an immediate pur- 
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claaser -would get still better terms, ASir Jobu Spratt would 
give the money ; but the addition of these lands would make 
the Spratt property of more consequence in the county than 
the Thornhill. So my client would rather take a few thou- 
sands less from a man who don’t set up to be his rival. 
Balance of power in counties as well as nations.” 

Randal was silent. 

“Well,” said Levy, with great kindness of manner, “I see 
I pain you ; and though I am what my very pleasant guests 
would call a -jjarvenu, I comprehend your natural feelings as 
a gentleman of ancient birth. Parvenu! Ah, is it not 
strange, Leslie, that no wealth, no fashion, no fame can wipe 
out that blot? They call me a 'parvenu.^ and borrow my 
money. They call our friend the wit a parvemi, and submit 
to all his insolence — if they condescend to regard his birth 
at all — provided they can but get him to dinner. They call 
the best debater in the parliament of England z. parvenu, and 
will entreat him, some day or other, to be prime minister, 
and ask him for stars and garters. A droll world, and no 
wonder the parvenus want to upset it.” 

Randal had hitherto supposed that this notorious tuft- 
hunter, this dandy capitalist, this money-lender, whose whole 
fortune had been wrung from the wants and follies of an 
aristocracy, was naturally a firm supporter of things as they 
are • — how could things be better for men like Baron Levy? 
But the usurer’s burst of democratic spleen did not surprise 
his precocious and acute faculty of observation. He had before 
remarked, that it is the persons who fawn most upon an aris- 
tocracy, and profit the most by the fawning, who are ev^ at 
heart its bitterest disparagers. Why is this? Because one 
full half of democratic opinion is made up of envy; and we 
can only envy what is brought before our eyes, and what, 
while very near to us, is still unattainable. Ho man envies 
an archangel. 

“But,” said Levy, throwing himself back in his chair, “a 
new order of things is commencing; we shall see, Leslie, it 
is lucky for yon that yon did not enter parliament under the 
government; it would be your political ruin for life.” 


“You think, then, that the ministry really cannot last?” 

“Of course I do; and what is more, I think that a ministry 
of the same principles cannot he restored. You are a young 
man of talent and spirit; your birth is nothing compared to 
the rank of the reigning party; it would tell, to a certain 
degree, in a democratic one. 1 say, you should be more civil 
to Avenel; he could return you to parliament at the next 
election.” 

“The next election! In six years! We have just had a 
generah election.” 

“ There will be another before this year, or half of it, or 
perhaps a quarter of it, is out, ” 

“What makes you think so? ” 

“Leslie, let there be confidence between us; we can help 
each other. Shall we be friends?” 

“With all ray heart. But though you may help me, how 
can I help you?” 

“You have helped me already to Frank Hazeldean and the 
Casino estate. All clever men can help me. Come, then, 
we are friends; and what I say is secret. You ask me why 
I think there will be a general election so soon? I will an- 
swer you frankly. Of all the public men I ever met with, 
there is no one who has so clear a vision of things immedi- 
ately before him as Audley Egerton.” 

“He has that character. Not /ar-seeiug, but c^cr/.r-sighted 
ho a certain limit.” 

“Exactly so. No one better, therefore, knows public opin- 
ion and its immediate ebb and flow.” 

“Granted,” 

“Egerton, then, counts on a general election ^vithin three 
months, and I have lent him the money for it.’’ 

“Lent him the money ! Egerton borrow monej- of you, — 
the rich Audley Egerton ! ” 

“Eich!” repeated Levy, in a tone impossible to describe, 
and accompanying the word with that movement of the mid- 
dle finger and thumb, commonly called a “ snap, ” which in- 
dicates x)rofound contempt. 

He said no more. Eandal sat stupefied. At length the 
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latter muttered, “ But if Egertuii is really uot ricli j if he lose 
office, and without the hope of return to it — 

‘‘If so, he is ruined!” said Levy, coldly; “and therefore, 
from regard to you, and feeling interest in your future fate, 

I say, Eest no hopes of fortune or career upon Audley Eger- 
ton. Keep your place for the present, hut be prepared at the 
next election to stand upon popular principles. Avenel shall 
return you to parliament; and the rest is with luck and en- 
ergy. And now, I ’ll not detain you longer,” said Levy, ris- 
ing and ringing the bell. The servant entered. 

“Is my carriage here? ” 

“Yes, Baron.” 

“Can I set you down anywhere?” 

“No, thank you, I prefer walking.” 

“Adieu, then. And mind you remember the soiree dansante 
at Mrs. Avenel’s.” Randal mechanically shook the hand ex- 
tended to him, and went down the stairs. 

The fresh frosty air roused his intellectual faculties, which 
Levy’s ominous words had almost paralyzed. 

And the first thing the clever schemer said to himself was 
this, — 

“But what can be the man’s motive in what he said to 
me? ” 

The next was, — 

“ Egerton ruined I What am I, then? ” 

And the third was, — 

“And that fair remnant of the old Leslie property! 
£20,000 down — how to get the sum? Why should Levy 
have spoken to me of this? ” 

And lastly, the soliloquy rounded back — “The man’s mo- 
tives 1 His motives 1 ” 

Meanwhile, the baron threw himself into his chariot — the 
most comfortable, easy chariot you can possibly conceive, — 
single man’s chariot, perfect taste, — no married man ever 

had such a chariot; and in a few minutes he was at ’s 

hotel, and in the presence of Giulio Franzini, Count di 
Peschiera. 

“Afow eher,’’ said the baron, in very good French, and iii 
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a tone of the most familiar equality with the descendant of 
the princes and heroes of grand mediseval Italy, — “mon cher, 
give me one of your excellent cigars. I think I have put all 
matters in train.” 

“ You have found out — ” 

“No; not so fast yet,” said the baron, lighting the cigar 
extended to him. “But you said that you should be per- 
fectly contented if it only cost you £ 20,000 to marry off your 
sister (to whom that sum is legally due), and to marry your- 
self to the heiress. ” 

“I did, indeed.” 

“ Then I have no doubt I shall manage both objects for that 
sum, if Eandal Leslie really knows where the young lady is, 
and can assist you. Most promising, able man is Randal 
Leslie — but innocent as a babe just born.” 

“ Ha, ha! Innocent? Que diable ! ” 

“Innocent as this cigar, mon cher , — strong certainly, but 
smoked very easily. Soye& tranquille 


CHAPTER XV. 

Who has not seen, who not admired, that noble picture by 
Daniel Maclise, which refreshes the immortal name of my 
ancestor Caxton! For myself, while with national pride I 
heard the admiring murmurs of the foreigners who grouped 
around it (nothing, indeed, of which our nation may be more 
proud had they seen in the Crystal Palace), — heard, with no 
less a pride in the generous nature of fellow-artists, the warm 
applause of living and deathless masters sanctioning the 
enthusiasm of the popular crowd, what struck me more than 
the precision of drawing, for which the artist has been always 
renowned and the just, though gorgeous affluence of colour 
which he has more recently acquired, was the profound depth 
of conception, out of which this great work had so elaborately 
arisen. That monk, with his scowl towards the printer and 
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his back on the Bible over which his fomn casts a shadow — 
the whole transition between the mediaeval Christianity of 
ceil and cloister, and the modern Christianity that rejoices in 
the daylight, is depicted there, in the shadow that obscures 
the Book, in the scowl that is fixed upon the Book-diffuser; 
— that sombre, musing face of Eichard, Duke of Gloucester, 
\vith the beauty of Napoleon, darkened to the expression of a 
Fiend, looking far and anxiously into futurity, as if foreseeing 
there what antagonism was about to be created to the schemes 
of secret crime and unrelenting force; the chivalrous head of 
the accomplished Elvers, seen but in profile, under his hel- 
met, as if the age when Chivalry must defend its noble attri- 
butes in steel was already half passed away; and, not least 
grand of all, the rude thews and sinews of the artisan forced 
into service on the type, and the ray of intellect, fierce, and 
menacing revolutions yet to be, struggling through his rugged 
features, and across his low knitted brow, — all this, which 
showed how deeply the idea of the discovery in its good and 
its evil, its saving light and its perilous storms, had sunk 
into the artist’s soul, charmed me as effecting the exact union 
between sentiment and execution, which is the true and rare 
consummation of the Ideal in Art. But observe, while in 
these personages of the group are depicted the deeper and 
graver agencies implicated in the bright but terrible inven- 
tion, observe how little the light epicures of the hour heed 
the scowl of the monk, or the restless gesture of Eichard, or 
the troubled gleam in the eyes of the artisan, King Edward, 
handsome Poco crtrante, delighted in the surprise of a child, 
with a new toy, and Clarence, with his curious, yet careless, 
glance, — all the while Caxton himself, calm, serene, un- 
troubled, intent solely upon the manifestation of his dis- 
covery, and no doubt supremely indifferent whether the first 
proofs of it shall be dedicated to a Eivers or an Edward, a 
Eichard or a Henry, Plantagenet or Tudor — ’t is all the 
same to that comely, gentle-looking man. So is it ever with 
your Abstract Science! — not a jot cares its passionless logic 
for the woe or weal of a generation or two. The stream, 
once emerged from its source, passes on into the great Intel- 
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leetuai Sea, smiling over the wretcli that it drowns, or under 
the keel of the ship winch it serves as a slave. 

Now, when about to commence the present chapter on the 
Varieties of Life, this masterpiece of thoughtful art forced 
itself on my recollection, and illustrated what I designed to 
convey. In the surface of every age it is often that which 
but amuses for the moment the ordinary children of pleasant 
existence, the Edwards and the Clarences (be they kings and 
dukes, or simplest of -simple subjects), which afterwards towers 
out as the great serious epoch of the time. When we look 
back upon human records, how the eye settles upon Wkiters 
as the main landmarks of the past! We talk of the age of 
Augustus, of Elizabeth, of Louis XIV., of Anne, as the nota- 
ble eras of the world. Why? Because it is their writers who 
have made them so. Intervals between one age of authors 
and another lie unnoticed, as the flats and common lands of 
uncultured history. And yet, strange to say, when these 
authors are living amongst us, they occupy a very small por- 
tion of our thoughts, and fill up hut desultory interstices in 
the bitumen and tufo wherefrom we build up the Babylon of 
our lives. So it is, and perhaps so it should be, whether it 
pleases the conceit of penmen or not. Life is meant to be 
active; and books, though they give the action to future gen- 
erations, administer but to the holiday of the present. 

And so, with this long j^reface, I turn suddenly from the 
Randals and the Egertons, and the Levys, Avenels, and 
Peschieras, from the j)lots and passions of practical life, and 
drop the reader suddenly into one of those obscure retreats 
wherein Thought weaves, from unnoticed moments, a new 
link to the chain that unites the ages. 

Within a small room, the single window of which opened 
on a fanciful and fairy-like garden that has been before de- 
scribed, sat a young man alone. He had been writing; the 
ink was not dry on his manuscript, but his thoughts had been 
suddenly interrupted from his work, and his eyes, now lifted 
from the letter which had occasioned that interruption, spar- 
kled with delight. “He will come,” exclaimed the young 
man; “come here, — to the home which I owe to him. I have 
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Hot been iinwortliy of his friendship. And she — his breast 
heaved, but the joy faded from his face. “Oh, strange, 
strange, that I feel sad at the thought to see her again ! See 
her — no ! my own comforting Helen, my own Child- 
angel ! Her I can never see again ! The grown woman — 
that is not my Helen. And yet — and yet,” he resumed after 
a pause, “ if ever she read the pages in which thought flowed 
and trembled under her distant starry light, if ever she see 
how her image has rested with me, and feel that, while others 
believe that I invent, I have but remembered, will she not, 
for a moment, be my own Helen again? Again, in heart and 
in fancy, stand by my side on the desolate bridge, hand in 
hand, orphans both, as we stood in the days so sorrowful, 
yet, as I recall them, so sweet? Helen in England — it is a 
dream ! ” 

He rose, half-conseiously, and went to the window. The 
fountain played merrily before his eyes, and the birds in the 
aviary carolled loud to his ear. “And in this house,” he 
murmured, “ I saw her last ! And there, where the fountain 
now throws its spray on high, — there her benefactor and 
mine told me that I was to lose her, that I might win — 
fame. Alas ! ” 

At this time a woman, whose dress was somewhat above 
her mien and air, which, though not without a certain re- 
spectability, were very homely, entered the room; and see- 
ing the young man standing thus thoughtful by the window, 
paused. She was used to his habits j and since his success 
in life, had learned to respect them. So she did not disturb 
his revery, but began softly to arrange the room, dusting, 
with the corner of her apron, the various articles of furniture, 
putting a stray chair or two in its right place, but not touch- 
ing a single paper. Virtuous woman, and rare as virtuous ! 

The young man turned at last, with a deep, yet not alto- 
gether painful sigh, — 

“My dear mother, good day to you. Ah, you do well to 
make the room look its best. Happy news ! I expect a 
visitor ! ” 

“Dear me, Leonard, will he want lunch — or what?” 
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‘‘Nay, I think not, Mother. It is he to whom we owe 
ail, — ‘Haec otm fecit. ^ Pardon my Latin; it is Lord 
L’Estrange.” 

The face of Mrs. Fairfield (the reader has long since di- 
vined the name) changed instantly, and betrayed a nervous 
twitch of all the muscles, which gave her a family likeness to 
old Mrs. Avenel. 

“Do not be alarmed, Mother. He is the kindest — ” 

“Don’t talk so; I can’t bear it ! ” cried Mrs. Fairfield. 

“ No wonder you are affected by the recollection of all his 
benefits. But when once you have seen him, you will find 
yourself ever after at your ease. And so, pray smile and look 
as good as you are ; for I am proud of your open honest look 
when you are pleased. Mother. And he must see your heart 
in your face, as I do.” 

With this, Leonard put his arm round the widow’s neck 
and kissed her. She clung to him fondly for a moment, and 
he felt her tremble from head to foot. Then she broke from 
his embrace, and hurried out of the room. Leonard thought 
perhaps she had gone to improve her dress, or to carry her 
housewife energies to the decoration of the other rooms; for 
“the house” was Mrs. Fairfield’s hobby and passion; and 
now that she worked no more, save for her amusement, it was 
her main occupation. The hours she contrived to spend daily 
in bustling about those little rooms, and leaving everything 
therein to all appearance precisely the same, were among the 
marvels in life which the genius of Leonard had never com- 
prehended. But she was always so delighted when Mr. 
Norreys, or some rare visitor came, and said, — Mr. Norreys 
never failed to do so, — “How neatly all is kept here. What 
could Leonard do without you, Mrs. Fairfield? ” 

And, to Norreys ’s infinite amusement, Mrs. Fairfield always 
returned the same answer. “’Deed, sir, and thank you 
kindly, but ’tis my belief that the drawin’-room would be 
awful dusty.” 

Once more left alone, Leonard’s mind returned to the state 
of revery, and his face assumed the expression that had now 
become to it habitual. Thus seen, he was changed much 
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since we last beheld him. His cheek was more pale and 
thin, his lips more firmly compressed, his eye more fixed and 
abstract. You could detect, if I may borrow a touching 
French expression, that “Sorrow had passed by there.” But 
the melancholy on his countenance was ineifably sw^eet and 
serene, and on his ample forehead there was that jiower, so 
rarely seen in early youth, — the power that has conquered, 
and betrays its conquests but in calm. The period of doubt, 
of struggle, of defiance, was gone, perhaps forever j genius and 
soul were reconciled to human life. It was a face most lova- 
ble; so gentle and peaceful in its character. No want of fire; 
on the contrary, the fire was so clear and so steadfast, that it 
conveyed but the impression of light. The candour of boy- 
hood, the simj>licity of the villager, were still there, — re- 
fined by intelligence, but intelligence that seemed to have 
traversed through knowledge, not with the footstep, but the 
wing, unsullied by the mire, tending towards the star, seek- 
ing through the various grades of Being but the lovelier forms 
of truth and goodness; at home, as should be the Art that 
consummates the Beautiful, — 

" In den heitern Regionen 
Wo die reinen Formen wohnen.” * 

From this revery Leonard did not seek to rouse himself, till 
the bell at the garden gate rang lond and shrill; and then 
starting up and hurrying into the hall, his hand was grasped 
in Harley’s. 


CHAPTER XVI. 

A PULL and happy hour passed away in Harley’s questioi.i« 
and Leonard’s answers, — the dialogue that naturally ensueiS 
between the two, on the first interview after an absence of 
years so eventful to the younger man. 

i At home — " In the serene regions 

Where dwdl the pure forms.” 
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The history of Leonard during this interval was almost 
solely internal, the struggle of intellect with its own diiScul- 
ties, the wanderings of imagination through its own adventu- 
rous worlds. 

The first aim of hlorreys, in preparing the mind of his pupil 
for its vocation, had been to establish the equilibrium of its 
powers, to calm into harmony the elements rudely shaken by 
the trials and passions of the old hard outer life. 

The theory of Xorreys was briefiy this: The education of a 
superior human being is but the development of ideas in one 
for the benefit of others. To this end, attention should be 
directed, — 1st, To the value of the ideas collected; 2dly, To 
their discipline; 3dly, To their expression. For the first, 
acquirement is necessary; for the second, discipline; for the 
third, art. The first comprehends knowledge purely intel- 
lectual, whether derived from observation, memory, reflec- 
tion, books, or men, Aristotle or Fleet Street. The second 
demands training, not only intellectual, but moral; the puri- 
fying and exaltation of motives; the formation of habits; in 
which method is but a part of a divine and harmonious sym- 
metry, a union of intellect and conscience. Ideas of value, 
stored by the first process ; marshalled into force, and placed 
under guidance, by the second, — it is the result of the third, 
to place them before the world in the most attractive or com- 
manding form. This may be done by actions no less than 
words; but the adaptation of means to end, the passage of 
ideas from the brain of one man into the lives and souls of 
all, no less in action than in books, requires study. Action 
has its art as well as literature. Here Norreys liad but to 
deal with the calling of the scholar, the formation of the 
writer, and so to guide the perceptions towards those varie- 
ties in the sublime and beautiful, the just combination of 
which is at once creation-. Man himself is but a combination 
of elements. He who combines in nature, creates in art. 

Such, very succinctly and inadequately expressed, was the 
system upon which hTorreys proceeded to regulate and perfect 
the great native powers of his pupil ; and though the reader 
may perhaps say that no system laid down by another can 
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either form genius or dictate to its results, yet prolmLly iiine- 
tenths at least of those in whom we recognize the luminaries 
of our race have passed, unconsciously to themselves (for 
self-education is rarely conscious of its phases), through each 
of these processes. And no one who pauses to reflect will 
deny, that according to this theory, illustrated by a man of 
vast experience, profound knowledge, and exquisite taste, the 
strugghis of genius would be infinitely lessened, its vision 
cleared and strengthened, and the distance between eflort and 
.success notably abridged. 

Xorreys, however, was far too deep a reasoner to fall into 
the error of modern teachers, who suppose that education can 
dispense with labour. No mind becomes muscular without 
rude and early exercise. Labour should be strenuous, but in 
right directions. All that we can do for it is to save the 
waste of time in blundering into needless toils. 

The master had thus first employed his neophyte in arrang- 
ing and compiling materials for a great critical work in which 
Norreys himself was engaged. In this stage of scholastic 
preparation, Leonard was necessarily led to the acquisition of 
languages, for which he had great aptitude ; the foundations 
of a large and comprehensive erudition were solidly con- 
structed. He traced by the ploughshare the walls of the des- 
tined city. Habits of accuracy and of generalization became 
formed insensibly; and that precious faculty which seizes, 
amidst accumulated materials, those that serve the object for 
which they are explored, — that faculty which quadruples all 
force, by concentrating it on one point, — once roused into ac- 
tion, gave purpose to every toil and quickness to each percep- 
tion. But Norreys did not confine his pupil solely to the 
mute world of a library; he introduced him to some of the 
first minds in arts, science, and letters, and active life. 

These,” said he, “are the living ideas of the present, out 
of which books for the future will be written: study them; 
and here, as in the volumes of the past, diligently amass and 
deliberately compile.” 

By degrees Norreys led on that young ardent mind from 
the selection of ideas to their aesthetic analysis, — from com- 
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pilation to criticism ; but criticism severe, close, and logical, 
~ a reason for each, word of praise or of blame. Led in this 
stage of his career to examine into the laws of beauty, a new 
light broke upon his mind; from amidst the masses of marble 
he had piled around him rose the vision of the statue. 

And so, suddenly, one day Norreys said to him, “I need a 
compiler no longer, — maintain yourself by your own crea- 
tions.” And Leonard wrote, and a work flowered up from 
the seed deep buried, and the soil well cleared to the rays of 
the sun and the healthful influence of expanded air. 

That first work did not penetrate to a very wide circle of 
readers, not from any perceptible fault of its own — there is 
luck in these things ; the first anonymous work of an original 
genius is rarely at once eminently successful. But the more 
experienced recognized the promise of the book. Publishers, 
who have an instinct in the discovery of available talent, 
which often forestalls the appreciation of the public, volun- 
teered liberal offers. “Be fully successful this time,” said 
Norreys ; “ think not of models nor of style. Strike at once 
at the common human heart,— throw away the corks, swim 
out boldly. One word more, — never write a page till you 
have walked from your room to Temple Bar, and; mingling 
with men, and reading the human face, learn why great poets 
have mostly passed their lives in cities.” 

Thus Leonard wrote again, and woke one morning to find 
himself famous. So far as the chances of all professions de- 
pendent on health will permit, present independence, and, 
with foresight and economy, the prospects of future compe- 
tence were secured. 

“And, indeed,” said Leonard, concluding a longer but a 
simpler narrative than is here told, — “indeed, there is some 
chance that I may obtain at once a sum that will leave me 
free for the rest of my life to select my own subjects, and 
write without care for remuneration. This is what I call the 
true (and, perhaps, alas ! the rare) independence of him who 
devotes himself to letters. Norreys, having seen my boyish 
plan for the improvement of certain machinery in the steam- 
angine, insisted on my giving much time to mechanics. The 
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study that once pleased me so greatly now seemed dull ; but I 
went into it with, good heart j and the result is, that I have 
improved so far on my original idea, that my scheme has met 
the approbation of one of our most scientific engineers : and I 
am assured that the patent for it will be purchased of me 
upon terms which I am ashamed to name to you, so dispro- 
portioned do they seem to the value of so simple a discovery. 
Meanwhile, I am already rich enough to have realized the 
two dreams of my heart,- — to make a home in the cottage, 
where I had last seen you and Helen ■— I mean Miss Digby; 
and to invite to that home her who had sheltered my 
infancy.” 

“Your mother, where is she? Let me see her.” 

Leonard ran out to call the widow, but to his surprise 
and vexation learned that she had quitted the house before 
L’Estrange arrived. 

He came back, perplexed how to explain what seemed un- 
gracious and ungrateful, and spoke with hesitating lip and 
flushed cheek of the widow’s natural timidity and sense of 
her own homely station. “And so overpowered is she,” 
added Leonard, “by the recollection of all that we owe to 
you, that she never hears your name without agitation or 
tears, and trembled like a leaf at the thought of seeing you.” 

“Ha!” said Harley, with visible emotion. “Is it so?” 
And he bent down, shading his face with his hand. “ And, ” 
he renewed, after a pause, but not looking up — “ and you as- 
cribe this fear of seeing me, this agitation at my name, solely 
to an exaggerated sense of — of the circumstances attending 
my acquaintance with yourself? ” 

“ And, perhaps, to a sort of shame that the mother of one 
you have made her proud of is but a peasant.” 

“That is all?” said Harley, earnestly, now looking up and 
fixing eyes in which stood tears upon Leonard’s ingenuous 
brow. 

“ Oh, my dear Lord, what else can it be? Ho not judge her 
harshly.” 

L’Estrange arose abruptly, pressed Leonard’s hand, mut- 
tered something not audible, and then drawing his young 
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friend’s arm. in Ms, led Mm into the garden, and turned the 
conversation back to its former topics. 

Leonard’s heart yearned to ask after Helen, and yet some- 
thing withheld him from doing so, till, seeing Harley did not 
volunteer to speak of her, he could not resist Ms impulse. 
“And Helen — Miss Higby — is she much changed?” 

“Changed, no — yes; very much.” 

“Very much ! ” Leonard sighed. “I shall see her again? ” 

“Certainly,” said Harley, in a tone of surprise. “How 
can you doubt it? And I reserve to you the pleasure of say- 
ing that you are renowned. You blush; well, I will say that 
for you. But you shall give her your books.” 

“ She has not yet read them, then? — not the last? The first 
was not worthy of her attention,” said Leonard, disappointed. 

“She has only just arrived in England; and, though your 
books reached me in Germany, she was not then with me. 
When I have settled some business that will take me from 
town, 1 shall present you to her and my mother.” There was 
a certain embarrassment in Harley’s voice as he spoke; and, 
turning round abruptly, he exclaimed, “But you have shown 
poetry even here. I could not have conceived that so much 
beauty could be drawn from what appeared to me the most 
commonplace of all suburban gardens. Wh}?-, surely, where 
that charming fountain now plays stood the rude bench in 
which I read your verses.” 

“ It is true ; 1 wished to unite all together my happiest as- 
sociations. I think I told you, my Lord, in one of my letters, 
that r had owed a very happy, yet very struggling time in 
my boyhood to the singular kindness and generous instruc- 
tions of a foreigner whom I served. This fountain is copied 
from one that I made in his garden, and by the margin oi 
which many a summer day I have sat and dreamed of fame 
and knowledge.” 

“True, you told me of that; and your foreigner will be 
pleased to hear of your success, and no less so of your grate- 
ful recollections. By the way, you did not mention his 
name.” 

“Biocabocca.” 
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“ Riccabocca I My own deal* and noble friend ! — is it pos- 
sible? One of my reasons for returning to England is con- 
nected witb him. You shall go down with me and see him. 
I meant to start this evening.” . 

“ My dear Lord, said Leonard, “ I think that you may 
spare yourself so long a journey. I have reason to suspect 
that Signor lUccaboeca is my nearest neighbour. Two days 
ago I was in the garden, when .suddenly lifting my eyes to 
yon hillock J perceived the form of a man seated amongst the 
brushwood; and though I could not see his features, there 
was something in the very outline of his figure and his pecu- 
liar posture, that irresistibly reminded me of Riccabocca. I 
hastened out of the garden and asceucleu the hill, but he was 
gone. My suspicions were so strong that I caused inquiry to 
be made at the different shops scattered about, and learned 
that a family consisting of a gentleman, liis wife, and daugh- 
ter had lately come to live in a house that you must have 
passed in your way hither, standing a little back from the 
road, surrounded by high walls; and though they were said 
to be English, yet from the description given to me of the 
gentleman’s person by one who had noticed it, by the fact of 
a foreign servant in their employ, and by the very name 
‘Richmouth,’ assigned to the new comers, I can scarcely doubt 
that it is the family you seek.” 

“And you have not called to ascertain? ” 

“Pardon me, but the family so evidently shunning observa- 
tion (no one but the master himself ever seen without the 
walls), the adoption of another name too, led me to infer that 
Signor Riccabocca has some strong motive for concealment; 
and now, with my improved knowledge of life, and recalling 
all the past, I cannot but suppose that Riccabocca was not 
what he appeared. Hence, I have hesitated on formally ob- 
truding myself upon his secrets, whatever they be, and have 
rather watched for some chance occasion to meet him in his 
walks.” 

“You did right, my dear Leonard; but my reasons for see- 
ing my old friend forbid all scruples of delicacy, and I will go 
at once to his bouse.” 
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“You •will tell me, my Lord, if I am right.” 

“I hope to be allowed to do so. Pray, stay at home till I 
return. And now, ere I go, one question more: You indulge 
conjectures as to Kiccabocca, because he has changed his 
name, — why have you dropped your own?” 

“I wished to have no name,” said Leonard, colouring 
deeply, “but that which I could make myself.” 

“Proud poet, this I can comprehend. But from what rea- 
son did you assume .the strange and fantastic name of Oran?” 

The flush on Leonard’s face became deeper. “My Lord,” 
said he, in a low voice, “it is a childish fancy of mine; it is 
an anagram.” 

“Ah!” 

“ At a time when my cravings after knowledge were likely 
much to mislead, and perhaps undo me, I chanced on some 
poems that suddenly affected my whole mind, and led me up 
into purer air; and I was told that these poems were written 
in youth by one who had beauty and genius, — one who was 
in her grave, — a relation of my own, and her familiar name 
was Kora — ” 

“Ah,” again ejaculated Lord L’Estrange, and his arm 
pressed heavily upon Leonard’s. 

“So, somehow or other,” continued the young author, fal- 
teringly, “I wished that if ever I won to a poet’s fame, it 
might be to my own heart, at least, associated with this name 
of Kora; with her whom death had robbed of the fame that 
she might otherwise have won; with her who — ” 

He paused, greatly agitated. 

Harley was no less so. But, as if by a sudden impulse, 
the soldier bent down his manly head and kissed the poet’s 
brow; then he hastened to the gate, flung himself on his 
horse, and rode away. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

Lord L’Estbajstge did not proceed at once to B.icca'bocca’s 
Louse. He was under the influence of a remembrance too 
deep and too strong to yield easily to the lukewarm claim of 
friendship. He rode fast and far; and impossible it would 
be to define the feelings that passed tlirough a mind so acutely 
sensitive, and so rootedly tenacious of all affections. When, 
recalling his duty to the Italian, he once more struck into the 
road to Norwood, the slow pace of his horse was significant 
of his own exhausted spirits ; a deep dejection had succeeded 
to feverish excitement. ‘‘Vain task,” he murmured, “to 
wean myself from the dead ! Yet I am now betrothed to an- 
other; and she, with all her virtues, is not the one to — ” 
He stopped short in generous self -rebuke. “ Too late to think 
of that! How, all that should remain to me is to insure the 
happiness of the life to which I have pledged my own. 
But — ” He sighed as he so murmured. On reaching the 
vicinity of Riccabocca’s house, he put up his horse at a little 
inn, and proceeded on foot across the heathland towards the 
dull square building, which Leonard's description had sufficed 
to indicate as the exile’s new home. It was long before any 
one answered his summons at the gate. Hot till he had 
thrice rung did he hear a heavy step on the gravel walk 
within; then the wicket within the gate was partially drawn 
aside, a dark eye gleamed out, and a voice in imperfect Eng- 
lish asked who was there. 

“Lord L’Estrange; and if lam right as to the person I 
seek, that name will at once admit me.” 

The door flew open as did that of the mystic cavern at the 
sound of “Open, Sesame;” and Giacomo, almost weeping 
with joyous emotion, exclaimed in Italian, “ The good Lord ! 
Holy San Giacomo I thou hast heard me at last ! We are safe 
now.” And dropping the blunderbuss with which he had 
taken the precaution to arm himself, he lifted Harley’s 
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liaiid to his lips, in the affectionate greeting familiar to his 
country men. 

“And the padrone?” asked Harley, as he entered the jeal- 
ous precincts. 

“Uh, he is just gone out; hut he will not be long. You 
will wait for him?” 

“ Certainly. What lady is that I see at the far end of the 
garden?” 

“Bless her, it is our signorina. I will run and tell her you 
are come.” 

“That 1 am come; but she cannot know me even by name.” 

“Ah, Excellency, can you think so? Many and many a 
time has she talked to me of you, and I have heard her pray 
to the holy Madonna to bless you, and in a voice so sweet — ” 

“Stay, I will present myself to her. Go into the house, 
and we will wait without for the padrone". Nay, I need the 
air, my friend.” Harley, as he said this, broke from Gia- 
como, and approached Violante. 

The poor child, in her solitary walk in the obscurer parts 
of the dull garden, had escaped the eye of Giacomo when he 
had gone forth to answer the bell; and she, unconscious of 
the fears of which she was the object, had felt something of 
youthful curiosity at the summons at the gate, and the sight 
of a stranger in close and friendly conference with the unso- 
cial Giacomo. , 

As Harley now neared her with that singular grace of 
movement which belonged to him, a thrill shot through her 
heart, she knew not why. She did not recognize his likeness 
to the sketch taken by her father from his recollections of 
Harley’s early youth. She did not guess who he was; and 
yet she felt herself colour, and, naturally fearless though she 
was, turned away with a vague alarm. 

“Pardon my want of ceremony, Signorina,” said Harley, 
in Italian; “but I am so old a friend of your father’s that I 
cannot feel as a stranger to yourself.” 

Then Violante lifted to him her dark eyes so intelligent 
and so innocent,— eyes full of surprise, but not displeased 
surprise. And Harlej^ himself stood amazed, and almost 
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abashed, by the rich and marvellous beauty that beamed 
upon him. “My father’s friend,” she said hesitatingly, 
“and T never to have seen you!” 

“ Ah, Signorina, ” said Harley (and something of its native 
humour, half arch, half sad, played round his lip), “you are 
mistaken there; you have seen me before, and you received 
me much more kindly then,” 

“Signor!” said Violaute, more and more surprised, and 
with a yet richer colour on her cheeks. 

Harley, who had now recovered from the first effect of her 
beauty, and who regarded her as men of his years and charac- 
ter are apt to regard ladies in their teens, as more child thati 
woman, suffered himself to be amused by her perplexity ; for 
it was in his nature that the graver and more mournful he 
felt at heart, the more he sought to give play and whim to 
his spirits. 

“Indeed, Signorina,” said he, demurely, “you insisted then 
on placing one of those fair hands in mine; the other (for- 
give me the fidelity of my recollections) was affectionately 
thrown around my neck.” 

“Signor!” again exclaimed Violante; but this time there 
was anger in her voice as well as surprise, and nothing could 
be more charming than her look of pride and resentment. 

Harley smiled again, but with so much kindly sweetness, 
that the anger vanished at once, or rather Violante felt angry 
with herself that she was no longer angry with him. But 
she bad looked so beautiful in her anger, that Harley wished, 
perhaps, to see her angry again. So, composing his lips from 
their pro]titiatory smile, he resumed gravely, — 

“Your flatterers will tell you, Signorina, that you are much 
improved since then, but I liked you better as you were, not 
bufc what T hope to return some day what yon then so gener- 
ously pressed upon me.” 

“Pressed upon you! — I? Signor, you are under some 
strange mistake,” 

“ Alas ! no ; but the female heart is so capricious and fickle ! 
You pressed it upon me, I assure you. I own that I was not 
loath to accept it.” 
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“Pressed it ! Pressed what? ” 

“Your kiss, my child,” said Harleys and then added, with 
a serious tenderness, “and I again say that I hope to return 
it some day, when I see you, by the side of father and of hus- 
band, in your native land, — ^the fairest bride on whom the 
skies of Italy ever smiled! And now, pardon a hermit and a 
soldier for his rude jests, and give your hand, in token of 
that pardon, to Harley L’Estrange.” — 

Violante, who at the first words of his address had recoiled, 
with a vague belief that the stranger was out of his mind, 
sprang forward as it closed, and in all the vivid enthusiasm 
of her nature pressed the hand held out to her with both her 
own. “Harley L’Estrange ! the preserver of my father’s 
life ! ” she cried; and her eyes were fixed on his with such 
evident gratitude and reverence, that Harley felt at once con- 
fused and delighted. She did not think at that instant of 
the hero of her dreams, — she thought but of him who had 
saved her father. But, as his eyes sank before her own, and 
his head, uncovered, bowed over the hand he held, she recog- 
nized the likeness to the features on which she had so often 
gazed. The first bloom of youth was gone, but enough of 
youth still remained to soften the lapse of years, and to leave 
to manhood the attractions which charm the eye. Instinc- 
tively she withdrew her hands from his clasp, and in her 
turn looked down. 

In this pause of embarrassment to both, Eiccabocca let 
himself into the garden by his own latch-key, and, startled 
to see a man by the side of Violante, sprang forward with an 
abrupt and angry cry. Harley heard, and turned. 

As if restored to courage and self-possession by the sense 
of her father’s presence, Violante again took the hand of the 
visitor. “Eather,” she said simply, “it is he, — he is come 
at last.” And then, retiring a few steps, she contemplated 
them both; and her face was radiant with happiness, as if 
something, long silently missed and looked for, was as silently 
found, and life had no more a want, nor the heart a void. 


BOOK TENTH. 


INITIAL CHAPTEB. 

UPOJT THIS PACT, — THAT THE WOELD IS STILL MUCH THE 
SAME AS IT ALWAYS HAS BEEN. 

It is observed by a very pleasant writer, read nowadays only 
by the brave pertinacious few who still struggle hard to rescue 
from the House of Pluto the souls of departed authors, jostled 
and chased as those souls are by the noisy footsteps of the 
living, — it is observed by the admirable Charron, that “judg* 
ment and wisdom is not only the best, but the happiest por* 
tion God Almighty hath distributed amongst men; for though 
this distribution be made with a very uneven hand, yet no«* 
body thinks himself stinted or ill-dealt with, but he that hath 
never so little is contented in this respect.” ^ 

And, certainly, the present narrative may serve in notable 
illustration of the remark so dryly made by the witty and 
wise preacher. For whether our friend Eiecabooca deduce 
theories for daily life from the great folio of Machiavelli; or 
that promising young gentleman, Mr. Eandal Leslie, inter- 
pret the power of knowledge into the art of being too know- 
ing for dull honest folks to cope with him; or acute Dick 
Avenel push his way up the social ascent with a blow for 
those before, and a kick for those behind him, after the ap- 

Translation of Charron " on 'Wisdom,” by G. Stanhope, D.D., late Dean 
of Canterbury ( 1729 ), — a transLation remarkable for ease, vigour, and (des- 
pite that contempt for the strict rules of grammar, which was common enougli 
amongst writers at the commencement of the lastcentuiy) for the idiomatic 
raciness of its English. 
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proved fasMon of your strong New Man; or .Baron Levy — 
that cynical impersonation of Gold — compare himself to the 
Magnetic Hock in the Arabian tale, to which the nails in 
every ship that approaches the influence of the loadstone fly 
from the planks, and a shipwreck pjer day adds its waifs to 
the Eock, — questionless, at least, it is, that each of those 
personag(3s believes that Providence has bestowed on him an 
elder son’s inheritance of wisdom. Nor, were we to glance 
towards the obscurer paths of life, should we find good Parson 
Dale deem himself worse off than the rest of the world in this 
precious commodity, — as, indeed, he has signally evinced of 
late in that shrewd guess of his touching Professor Moss. 
Even plain Squire Hazeldean takes it for granted that he 
could teach Audley Egerton a thing or two worth knowing in 
politics ; Mr. Stirn thinks that there is no branch of useful 
lore on which he could not instruct the squire; while Sprott 
the tinker, with his bag full of tracts and lucifer matches, 
regards the whole framework of modern society, from a rick 
to a constitution, with the profound disdain of a revolutionary 
philosopher. Considering that every individual thus brings 
into the stock of the world so vast a share of intelligence, it 
cannot but excite our wonder to find that Oxenstiern is popu- 
larly held to be right when he said, “See, my son, how little 
wisdom it requires to govern States,” — that is, Men ! That 
so many millions of persons, each with a profound assurance 
that he is possessed of an exalted sagacity, should concur in 
the ascendancy of a few inferior intellects, according to a few 
stupid, prosy, matter-of-fact rules as old as the hills, is a 
phenomenon very discreditable to the spirit and energy of the 
aggregate human species ! It creates no surprise that one sen- 
sible watch-dog should control the movements of a fi.ock of 
silly grass-eating sheep; but that two or three silly grass- 
eating sheep should give the law to whole flocks of such 
mighty sensible watch-dogs — Dimolo ! Dr. Kiccabocca, ex- 
plain that, if you can ! And wonderfully strange it is, that 
notwithstanding all the march of enlightenment, notwith- 
standing our progressive discoveries in the laws of Nature, — 
our railways, steam-engines, animal magnetism, and electro- 
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biology, — vre bave never made any improvement that is gen- 
erally acknowledged, since men ceased to be troglodytes and 
nomads, in the old-fashioned gamut of flats and sharps, which 
attunes into irregular social jog-trot all the generations that 
pass from the cradle to the grave; still, “ifAe desire for some- 
thing we have impels all the energies that keep us in 
movement, for good or for ill, according to the checks or the 
directions of each favourite desire. 

A friend of mine once said to a millionaire, whom he saw 
forever engaged in making money which he never seemed to 
have any pleasure in spending, “Pray, Mr. will you an- 

swer me one question: You are said to have two millions, and 
you spend £ 600 a year. In order to rest and enjoy, what 
will content you?” 

“A little more,” answered the millionaire. That “little 
more” is the mainspring of civilization. Nobody ever 
gets it ! 

“Philus,” saith a Latin writer, “was nut so rich as Lselius; 
Laelius was not so rich as Scipio; Scipio was not so rich as 
Crassus ; and Crassus was not so rich — as he wished to be ! ” 
If John Bull were once contented, Manchester might shut up 
its mills. It is the “little more ” that makes a mere trifle of 
the National Debt ! — Long life to it ! 

Still, mend our law-books as we will, one is forced to con- 
fess that knaves are often seen in fine linen, and honest men 
in the most shabby old rags ; and still, notwithstanding the 
exceptions, knavery is a very hazardous game, and honesty, 
on the whole, by far the best policy. Still, most of the Ten 
Commandments remain at the core of all the Pandects and 
Institutes that keep our hands off our neighbours’ throats, 
wives, and pockets ; still, every year shows that the parson’s 
maxim — “ non quieta inovere ” — is as prudent for the health 
of communities as when Apollo recommended his votaries not 
to rake up a fever by stirring the Lake Gamarina; still, peo- 
ple, thank Heaven, decline to reside in parallelograms, and 
the surest token that we live under a free government is when 
we are governed by persons whom we have a full right to im- 
ply, by our censure and ridicule, are blockheads compared to 
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ourselves! Stop that delightful privilege, and, by Jove! sir, 
there is neither pleasure nor honour in being governed at ail 1 
You might as well be — a Frenchman! 


CHAPTER n. 

The Italian and his friend are closeted together. 

“And why have you left your home in shire, and why 

this new change of name? ” 

“I^eschiera is in England.” 

“I know it.” 

“And bent on discovering me ; and, it is said, of stealing 
from me my child.” 

“ He has had the assurance to lay wagers that he will win 
the hand of your heiress. I know that too ; and therefore I 
have come to England, — first to baffle his design — for I do 
not think your fears altogether exaggerated, — and next to 
learn from you how to follow up a clew which, unless I am 
too sanguine, may lead to his ruin, and your unconditional 
restoration. Listen to me. You are aware that, after the 
skirmish with Peschiera’s armed hirelings sent in search of 
you, I received a polite message from the Austrian govern- 
ment, requesting me to leave its Italian domains. Now, as I 
hold it the obvious duty of any foreigner admitted to the hos- 
pitality of a State, to refrain from all participation in its 
civil disturbances, so I thought my honour assailed at this 
intimation, and went at once to Vienna, to explain to the 
minister there (to whom I was personally known) , that though 
I had, as became man to man, aided to protect a refugee, who 
had taken shelter under my roof, from the infuriated soldiers 
at the command of his private foe, I had not only not shared 
in any attempt at revolt, but dissuaded, as far as I could, my 
Italian friends from their enterprise ; and that because, with- 
out discussing its merits, I believed, as a military man and a 
cool spectator, the enterprise could only terminate in fruitless 
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bloodshed. I was enabled to establish my explanation by 
satisfactory proof; and my aequaintanoe with the minister 
assumed something of the character of friendship, I was 
then in a position to advocate your cause, and to state your 
original reluctance to enter into the plots of the insurgents. 

I admitted freely that you had such natural desire for the 
independence of your native land, that, had the standard of 
Italy been boldly hoisted by its legitimate chiefs, or at the 
common uprising of its whole people, you would have been 
found in the van, amidst the ranks of your countrymen; but 
I maintained that you would never have shared in a conspi- 
racy frantic in itself, and defiled by the lawless schemes and 
sordid ambition of its main projectors, had you not been be- 
trayed and decoyed into it by the misrepresentations and 
domestic treachery of your kinsman, — the very man who 
denounced you. Unfortunately, of this statement I had no 
proof but your own word. I made, however, so far an im- 
pression in your favour, and, it may be, against the traitor, 
that your property was not confiscated to the State, nor 
handed over, upon the plea of your civil death, to your 
kinsman.” 

“ How ! — I do not understand. Peschiera has the property? ” 

“He holds the revenues but of one half upon pleasure, and 
they would be withdrawn, could I succeed in establishing the 
case that exists against him. I was forbidden before to men- 
tion this to you; the minister, not inexcusably, submitted you 
to the probation of unconditional exile. Your grace might 
depend upon your own forbearance from further conspiracies 

— forgive the word. I need not say I was permitted to re- 
turn to Lombardy. I found, on my arrival, that — that your 
unhappy wife had been to my house, and exhibited great de- 
spair at hearing of my departure.” 

Eiccabocca knit his dark brows, and breathed hard. 

“ I did not judge it necessai^ to acquaint you with this eir- 
cumstance, nor did it much affect me. I believed in her guilt 

— and what could now avail her remorse, if remorse she felt? 
Shortly afterwards, I heard that she was no more.” 

“Yes,” muttered Eiccaboccaj “she died in the same year 
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that I left Ital3^ It must be a strong reason that can excuse 
a friend for reminding me even that she once lived ! ” 

“I come at once to that reason,” said L’ Estrange, gently. 
‘‘This autumn I was roaming through Switzerland, and, in 
one of my pedestrian excursions amidst the mountains, I met 
with an accident, which confined me for some days to a sofa 
at a little inn in an obscure village. My hostess was an 
Italian ; and as I had left my servant at a town at some dis- 
tance, I required her attention till I could write to him to 
come to me. I was thankful for her cares, and amused by 
her Italian babble. We became very good friends. She told 
me she had been servant to a lady of great rank, who had 
died in Switzerland; and that, being enriched by the gener- 
osity of her mistress, she had married a Swiss innkeeper, and 
his people had become hers. My servant arrived, and my 
hostess learned my name, which she did not know before. 
She came into my room greatly agitated. In brief, this 
woman had been servant to your wife. She had accompanied 
her to my villa, and known of her anxiety to see me, as your 
friend. The Government had assigned to your wife your pal- 
ace at Milan, with a competent income. She had refused to 
accept of either. Failing to see me, she had set off towards 
England, resolved upon seeing yourself; for the journals had 
stated that to England you had escaped.” 

“She dared! shameless! And see, but a moment before, I 
had forgotten all but her grave in a foreign soil, — and these 
tears had forgiven her,” murmured the Italian. 

“Let them forgive her still,” said Harley, with all his ex- 
quisite sweetness of look and tone. “I resume. On entering 
Switzerland your wife^s health, which you know was always 
delicate, gave way. To fatigue and anxiety succeeded fever, 
and delirium ensued. She had taken with her but this one 
female attendant — the sole one she could trust — on leaving 
home. She suspected Peschiera to have bribed her house- 
hold. In the presence of this woman she raved of her 
innocence, in accents of terror and aversion denounced 
your kinsman, and called on you to vindicate her name and 
your own.” 
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“Savings indeed! Poor Paulina I ” groaned Siccabocca, 
covering his face with both hands. 

“ But in her delirium there were lucid intervals. In one of 
these she rose, in spite of all her servants could do to restrain 
her, took from her desk several letters, and reading them 
over, exclaimed piteously, ‘But how to get them to him; 
whom to trust? And his friend is gone! ^ Then an idea 
seemed suddenly to flash upon her, for she uttered a joyous 
exclamation, sat down, and wrote long and rapidly, enclosed 
what she wrote with all the letters, in one packet, which she 
sealed carefully, and bade her servant carry to the post, with 
many injunctions to take it with her own hand, and pay the 
charge on it. ‘ For oh ! ’ said she (I repeat the words as my 
informant told them to me), — ‘for oh ! this is my sole chance 
to prove to my husband that, though I have erred, I am not 
the guilty thing he believes me; the sole chance, too, to re- 
deem my error, and restore, perhaps, to my husband his 
country, to my child her heritage.’ The servant took the 
letter to the post; and when she returned, her lady was 
asleep, with a smile upon her face. But from that sleep she 
woke again delirious, and before the next morning her soul 
had fled.” Here Riccabocca lifted one hand from his face 
and grasped Harley’s arm, as if mutely beseeching him to 
pause. The heart of the man struggled hard with his pride 
and his philosophy ; and it was long before Harley coxild lead 
him to regard the worldly prospects which this last commu- 
nication from his Avife might open to his ruined fortunes, — 
not, indeed, till Eiccaboeca had persuaded himself, and half 
persuaded Harley (for strong, indeed, was all presumption of 
guilt against the dead), that his wife’s protestations of inno- 
cence from all but error had been but ravings. 

“Be this as it may,” said Harley, “there seems every rea- 
son to suppose that the letters enclosed were Peschiera’s cor- 
respondence, and that, if so, these would establish the proof 
of his influence over your wife, and of his perfidious machi- 
nations against yourself. T resolved, before coming hither, 
to go round by Vienna. There T heard, with dismay, that 
Peschiera had not only obtained the imperial sanction to de- 
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mand your daughter’s hand, but had boasted to his profligate 
circle that he should succeed; and he was actually on his road 
to England. I saw at once that could this design, by any 
fraud or artifice, be successful with Violante (for of your con- 
sent, I need not say, I did not dream), the discovery of the 
packet, whatever its contents, would be useless; Peschiera’s 
end would be secured. I saw also that his success would suf- 
fice forever to clear his name; for his success must imply your 
consent (it would be to disgrace your daughter, to assert that 
she had married without it), and your consent would be his 
acq[uittal. I saw, too, with alarm, that to all means for the 
accomplishment of his project he would be urged by despair ; 
for his debts are great, and his character nothing but new 
wealth can support. I knew that he was able, bold, deter- 
mined, and that he had taken with him a large supply of 
money borrowed upon usury, — in a word, I trembled for 
you both. I have now seen your daughter, and I tremble no 
more. Accomplished seducer as Peschiera boasts himself, 
the first look upon her face so sweet, yet so noble, convinced 
me that she is proof against a legion of Peschieras. Now, 
then, return we to this all-important subject, — to this packet. 
It never reached you. Long years have passed since then. 
Does it exist still? Into whose hands would it have fallen? 
Try to summon up all your recollections. The servant could 
not remember the name of the person to whom it was ad- 
dressed; she only insisted that the name began with a I^, 
that it was directed to England, and that to England she ac- 
cordingly paid the postage. Whom then, with a name that 
begins with B, or (in case the servant’s memory here mislead 
her) whom did you or your wife know, during your visit to 
England, with sufiicient intimacy to make it probable that she 
would select such a person for her confidant? ” 

“I cannot conceive,” said Riccabocea, shaking his head. 
“We came to England shortly after our marriage. Paulina 
was affected by the climate. She spoke not a word of Eng- 
lish, and indeed not even Erench, as might have been ex- 
pected from her birth, for her father was poor, and thoroughly 
Italian. She refused all society. I went, it is true, some- 
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what into the London world, — enough to induce me to shrink 
from the contrast that my second visit as a beggared refugee 
would have made to the reception I met with on my first; but 
I formed no intimate friendships.. I recall no one whom she 
could have written to as intimate with me.” 

‘‘But,” persisted Harley, “think again. Was there no lady 
well acquainted with Italian, and with whom, perhaps, for 
that very reason, your wife became familiar? ” 

“ Ah, it is true. There was one old lady of retired habits, 
but who had been much in Italy. Lady — Lady — I remem- 
ber' — Lady Jane Horton.” 

“Horton — Lady Jane!” exclaimed Harley; “again; thrice 
in one day! — is this wound never to scar over?” Then, not- 
ing Riccabocca’s look of surprise, he said, “Excuse me, my 
friend; I listen to you with renewed interest. Lady Jane 
was a distant relation of my own; she judged me, perhaps, 
harshly — and I have some painful associations with her 
name; but she was a woman of many virtues. Your wife 
knew her? ’* 

“Not, however, intimately; still, better than any one else 
in London. But Paulina would not have written to her; she 
knew that Lady Jane had died shortly after her own depart- 
ure from England. I myself was summoned back to Italy on 
pressing business ; she was too unwell to journey with me as 
rapidly as I was obliged to travel; indeed, illness detained 
her several weeks in England. In this interval she might 
have made acquaintances. Ah, now I see; I guess. You say 
the name began with B. Paulina, in my absence, engaged a 
companion, — a Mrs. Bertram. This lady accompanied her 
abroad. Paulina became excessively attached to her, she 
knew Italian so well. Mrs, Bertram left her on the road, 
and returned to England, for some private affairs of her own. 
I forget why or wherefore; if, indeed, I ever asked or 
learned. Paulina missed her sadly, often talked of her, won- 
dered why she never heard from her. No doubt it was to 
this Mrs. Bertram that she wrote!” 

“And you don’t know the lady’s friends, or address?” 

■ “No.” - ■ 
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“IsTor who recommended her to your wife? ” 

, : 

“Probably Lady Jane Horton? ” 

“It may be so. Very likely.” 

“I will follow up this track, slight as it is.” 

“But if Mrs. Bertram received the communication, how 
comes it that it never reached myself — Oh, fool that I am, 
how should it ! I, who guarded so carefully my incognito ! ” 

“True. This your wife could not foresee; she would natu- 
rally imagine that your residence in England would be easily 
discovered. But many years must have passed since your 
wife lost sight of this Mrs. Bertram, if their acquaintance 
was made so soon after your marriage; and now it is a long 
time to retrace, — before even your Violante was born.” 

“Alas! yes. I lost two fair sons in the interval. Violante 
was born to me as the child of sorrow.” 

“And to make sorrow lovely! how beautiful she is! ” 

The father smiled proudly. 

“Where, in the loftiest houses of Europe, find a husband 
worthy of such a prize? ” 

“ You forget that I am still an exile, she still dowerless. 
You forget that I am pursued by Peschiera; that I would 
rather see her a beggar’s wife — than — Pah, the very 
thought maddens me, it is so foul. Corpo di Baoco ! I have 
been glad to find her a husband already.” 

“Already! Then that young man spoke truly?” 

“What young man? ” 

“Randal Leslie. How! You know him?” Here a brief 
explanation followed. Harley heard with attentive ear, and 
marked vexation, the particulars of Riccabocca’s connection 
and implied engagement with Leslie. 

“There is something very suspicious to me in all this,” 
said he. “ Why should this young man have so sounded me 
as to Violante’s chance of losing fortune if she married an 
Englishman? ” 

“Did he? Oh, pooh I Excuse him. It was but his natu- 
ral wish to seem ignorant of all about me. lie did not know 
enough of my intimacy with you to betray my secret.” 
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he knew enough of it — must have known enough — to 
have made it right that he should tell you I was in England. 
He does not seem to have done so.” 

“No; that- is strange — yet scarcely strange; for, when we 
last met, his head was full of other things, — love and mar- 
riage. Bastaf youth will be youth.” 

“He has no youth left in him!” exclaimed Harley, pas- 
sionately. “ I doubt if he ever had any. He is one of those 
men who come into the world with the pulse of a centenarian. 
You and I never shall be as old — as he was in long clothes. 
Ah, you may laugh; but I am never wrong in my instincts. 
I disliked him at the first, — Ms eye, his smile, his voice, his 
very footstep. It is madness in you to countenance such a 
marriage; it may destroy all chance of your restoration.” 

“Better that than infringe my word once passed.” 

“No, no,” exclaimed Harley; “your word is not passed, — 
it shall not he passed. Nay, never look so piteously at me. 
At all events, pause till we know more of this young man. 
If he be worthy of her without a dower, why, then, let him 
lose you your heritage. I should have no more to say.” 

“ But why lose me my heritage ? There is no law in Austria 
which can dictate to a father what husband to choose for his 
daughter.” 

“ Certainly not. Bnt you are out of the pale of law itself 
just at present; and it would surely be a reason for State 
policy to withhold your pardon, and it would be to the loss 
of that favour with your own countrymen, which would now 
make that pardon so popular, if it were known that the rep- 
resentative of your name were debased by your daughter’s 
alliance with an English adventurer, — a clerk in a public 
office. Ob, sage in theory, why are you such a simpleton in 
action? ” 

Nothing moved by this taunt, Riecabocca rubbed his hands, 
and then stretched them comfortably over the fire. 

“My friend,” said he, “the representation of my name 
would pass to my son.” 

“But you have no son.” 

“Hush! I am going to have one; my rJemima informed 
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}ne of it yesterday morning; and it was upon that informa- 
tion that I resolved to speak to Leslie. Am I a simpleton 
now?” 

“Groing to have a son,” repeated Harley, looking very be- 
wildered; “how do you know it is to be a son?” 

“Physiologists are agreed,” said the sage, positively, “that 
where the husband is much older than the wife, and there has 
been a long interval without children before she condescends 
to increase the population of the world, she (that is, it is at 
least as nine to four) — she brings into the world a male. I 
consider that point therefore as settled, according to the cal- 
culations of statisticians and the researches of naturalists.” 

Harley could not help laughing, though he was still angry 
and disturbed. 

“The same man as ever; always the fool of philosophy.” 

“ Cosjpetto / ” said Hiccabocca. “I am rather the philoso- 
pher of fools. And talking of that, shall I present you to my 
Jemima?” 

“ Yes ; but in turn I must present you to one who remembers 
with gratitude your kindness, and whom your philosophy, for 
a wonder, has not ruined. Some time or other you must ex- 
plain that to me. Excuse me for a moment; I will go for 
him.” 

“For him, — for whom? In my position I must be cautious; 
and — ” 

“I will answer for his faith and discretion. Meanwhile 
order dinner, and let me and my friend stay to share it,” 

“ Dinner? Corpo di Baeco / — not that Bacchus can help us 
here. What wilUemima say?” 

“ Henpecked man, settle that with your connubial tyrant. 
But dinner it must be.” 

I leave the reader to imagine the delight of Leonard at see- 
ing once more Eiccabocca unchanged and Violante so im- 
proved, and the kind Jemima too; and their wonder at him 
and his history, his books and his fame. He narrated his 
struggles and adventures with a simplicity that removed from 
a story so personal the character of egotism. But when he 
came to speak of Helen he was brief and reserved. 
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Violante would have questioned more closely; but, to 
Leonard’s relief, Harley interposed. 

“You shall see her whom he speaks of before long, and 
question her yourself.” 

With these words, Harley turned the young man’s narra- 
tive into new directions ; and Leonard’s words again flowed 
freely. Thus the evening passed away happily to all save 
Riccabocca. Por the thought of his dead wife rose ever and 
anon before the exile; but when it did, and became too pain- 
ful, he crept nearer to Jemima, and looked in her simple 
face, and pressed her cordial hand. And yet the monster hiui 
implied to Harley that his comforter was a fool, — so she 
was, to love so contemptible a slanderer of herself and her 
sex. 

Violante was in a state of blissful excitement; she could 
not analyze her own joy. But her conversation was chiefly 
with Leonard; and the most silent of all was Harley. He 
sat listening to Leonard’s warm yet unpretending eloquence, 
— that eloquence which flows so naturally from genius, when 
thoroughly at its ease, and not chilled back on itself by hard, 
unsympathizing hearers; listened, yet more charmed, to the 
sentiments less profound, yet no less earnest, — sentiments so 
feminine, yet so noble, with which Violante’s fresh virgin 
heart responded to the poet’s kindling soul. Those senti- 
ments of hers were so unlike all he heard in the common 
world, so akin to himself in his gone youth I Occasionally — 
at some high thought of her own, or some lofty line from 
Italian song, that she cited with lighted eyes, and in melo- 
dious accents — occasionally he reared his knightly head, and 
his lip quivered, as if he had heard the sound of a trumpet. 
The inertness of long years was shaken. The Heroic, that 
lay deep beneath all the humours of his temperament, was 
reached, appealed to; and stirred within him, rousing up all 
the bright associations connected with it, and long dormant. 
When he arose to take leave, surprised at the lateness of the 
hour, Harley said, in a tone that bespoke the sincerity of the 
compliment, “I thank you for the happiest hours I have 
known for years.” His eye dwelt on Violante as he spoke. 
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But timidity returned to her with his words, at his look; and 
it was no longer the inspired muse, but the bashful girl that 
stood before him. 

“ And when shall I see you again? ” asked Eiccabocca, dis- 
consolately, following his guest to the door. 

“When? Why, of course, to-morrow. Adieu! my friend. 
No wonder you have borne your exile so patiently, — with 
such a child ! ” 

He took Leonardos arm, and walked with him to the inu 
where he had left his horse. Leonard spoke of Violante with 
enthusiasm, Harley was silent. 


CHAPTEE III. 

The next day a somewhat old-fashioned, but exceedingly 
patrician, equipage stopped at Eiecabocca’s garden-gate. 
Giacomo, who, from a bedroom window, had caught sight of 
its winding towards the house, was seized with undefinable 
terror when he beheld it pause before their walls, and heard 
the shrill summons at the portal. He rushed into his mas- 
ter’s presence, and implored him not to stir, — not to allow 
any one to give ingress to the enemies the machine might 
disgorge. “I have heard,” said he, “how a town in Italy — 
I think it was Bologna — was once taken and given to the 
sword, by incautiously admitting a wooden horse full of the 
troops of Barbarossa and all manner of bombs and Congreve 
rockets.” 

“The story is differently told in Virgil,” quoth Eiccabocca, 
peeping out of the window. “Nevertheless, the machine 
looks very large and suspicious; unloose Pompey.” 

“Eather,” said Violante, colouring, “it is your friend. Lord 
L’Estrange; I hear his voice.” 

“Are you sure?” 

“ Quite. How can I be mistaken? ” 


VARIE'riES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 361 

“Go, then, Giacomo; but take Pompey ■with thee, — and 
give the alarm if we are deceived,” 

But Violante was right; and in a few moments Lord 
L' Estrange was seen walking up the garden, and giving the 
arm to two ladies. 

“Ah,” said Eiccaboeca, composing his dressing-robe round 
him, “go, my child, and summon Jemima. Man to man; 
but, for Heaven’s sake, woman to woman.” 

Harley had brought his mother and Helen, in compliment 
to the ladies of his friend’s household. 

The proud countess knew that she was in the presence of 
Adversity, and her salute to Eiccabocca was only less respect- 
ful than that with which she would have rendered homage to 
her sovereign. But Eiccabocca, always gallant to the sex 
that he pretended to despise, was not to be outdone in cere- 
mony; and the bow which replied to the courtesy would have 
edified the rising generation, and delighted such surviving 
relics of the old Court breeding as may linger yet amidst the 
gloomy pomp of the Faubourg St. Germain. These dues paid 
to etiquette, the countess briefly introduced Helen as Miss 
Digby, and seated herself near the exile. In a few moments 
the two elder personages became quite at home with each 
other; and, really, perhaps Eiccabocca had never, since we 
have known him, showed to such advantage as by the side of 
his polished, but somewhat formal visitor. Both had lived 
so little with oiir modern, ill-bred age ! They took out their 
manners of a former race, with a sort of pride in airing once 
more such line lace and superb brocade. Eiccabocca gave 
truce to the shrewd but homely wisdom of his proverbs, — 
perhaps he remembered that Lord Chesterfield denounces pro- 
verbs as vulgar; and gaunt though his figure, and far from 
elegaiit though his dressing-robe, there was that about him 
which spoke undeniably of the grand seigneur , — of one to 
whom a Marquis de Dangeau would have offered a fauteuil by 
the side of the Rohans and Montmorencies. 

Meanwhile Helen and Harley seated themselves a little 
apart, and were both silent, — the first, from timidity; the 
second, from abstraction. At length the door opened, and 
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Harley suddenly sprang to his feet^ — Yiolante and Jemima 
entered. Lady Lansinere' s eyes first rested on the daughter, 
and she could scarcely refrain from an exclamation of admir- 
ing surprise; but then, when she caught sight of Mrs. Ricca- 
boeca’s somewhat humble, yet not obsequious mien, — looking 
a little shy, a little homely, yet still thoroughly a gentle- 
woman (though of your plain, rural kind of that genus), — 
she turned from the daughter, and with the savoir vivre of 
the fine old school, paid her first respects to the wife ; re- 
spects literally, for her manner implied respect, — but it was 
more kind, simple, and cordial than the respect she had 
shown to Eiccabocca; as the sage himself had said, here “ it 
was Woman to Woman.” And then she took Violante’s hand 
in both hers, and gazed on her as if she could not resist the 
pleasure of contemplating so much beauty. “My son,” she 
said softly, and with a half sigh,—- “my son in vain told me 
not to be surprised. This is the first time I have ever known 
reality exceed description! ” 

Violante’s blush here made her still more beautiful; and 
as the countess returned to Eiccabocca, she stole gently to 
Helen’s side. 

“Miss Digby, my ward,” said Harley, pointedly, observing 
that his mother had neglected her duty of presenting Helen 
to the ladies. He then reseated himself, and conversed with 
Mrs. Eiccabocca; but his bright, quick eye glanced over at 
the two girls. They were about the same age — and youth 
was all that, to the superficial eye, they seemed to have in 
common. A greater contrast could not well be conceived; 
and, what is strange, both gained by it. Violante’s brilliant 
loveliness seemed yet more dazzling, and Helen’s fair, gentle 
face yet more winning. Heither had mixed much with 
girls of her own age; each took to the other at first sight. 
Violante, as the less shy, began the conversation. 

“You are his ward, — Lord L’Estrange’s? ” 

“Tea.” 

“Perhaps you came with him from Italy? ” 

“Ho, not exactly; but I have been in Italy for some 
years.” 
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"All ! you regret — uay, I am foolish — you return to your 
native land. But the skies in Italy are so bluej — here it 
seems as if Nature wanted colours.” 

“ Lord L’Estraiige says that you were very young when you 
left Italy; you remember it well. He, too, prefers Italy to 
England.” 

“He! Impossible!” 

"Why impossible, fair sceptic?” cried Harley, interrupt- 
ing himself in the midst of a speech to Jemima. 

Violante had not dreamed that she could be overheard •— 
she was speaking low; but, though visibly embarrassed, she 
answered distinctly, — 

“ Because in England there is the noblest career for noble 
minds.” 

Harley was startled, and replied, with a slight sigh, "At 
your age I should have said as you do. But this England of 
ours is so crowded with noble minds that they only jostle each 
other, and the career is one cloud of dust.” 

" So, I have read, seems a battle to a common soldier, but 
not to the chief.” 

“You have read good descriptions of battles, I see.” 

Mrs. Eiccabocoa, who thought this remark a taunt upon her 
step-daughter’s studies, hastened to Violante’s relief. 

“Her papa made her read the history of Italy, and I believe 
that is full of battles.” 

Habwsy. — " All history is, and all women are fond of war 
and of warriors. I wonder why?” 

ViOLASTTE (turning to Helen, and in a very low voice, 
resolved that Harley should not hear this time). — "We can 
guess why, — can we not?” 

Haruey (hearing every word, as if it had been spoken in 
St. Paul’s Whispering Gallery). — "If you can guess, Helen, 
pray tell me.” 

Helek^ (shaking her pretty head, and answering with a 
livelier smile than usual). — “But I am not fond of war and 
warriors.” 

Harley (to Violante). — “Then I must appeal at once to 
yoTi, self-convicted Bellona that you are. Is it from th© 
cruelty natural to the female disposition? ” 
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VioLANTE (witli a sweet musical laugli). — “‘From two pro- 
pensities still more natural to it.” 

Harley. — “ You puzzle me : what can they be? ” 

Viol ANTE. — “Pity and admiration; we pity the weak and 
admire the brave.” 

Harley inclined his head, and was silent. 

Lady Lansmere had suspended her conversation with Rio- 
caboeoa to listen to this dialogue. “ Charming ! ” she cried. 
“You have explained what has often perplexed me. Ah, 
Harley, I am glad to see that your satire is foiled: you have 
no reply to that.” 

“No; I willingly own myself defeated, too glad to claim 
the signorina’s pity, since my cavalry , sword hangs on the 
wall, and I can have no longer a professional pretence to her 
admiration.” 

He then rose, and glanced towards the window. “But I 
see a more formidable disputant for my conqueror to en- 
counter is coming into the field, one whose profession 
it is to substitute some other romance for that of camp and 
siege.” 

“Our friend Leonard,” said Riccabocca, turning his eye 
also towards the window. “ True ; as Quevedo says, wittily, 
‘Ever since there has been so great a demand for type, there 
has been much less lead to spare for cannon-balls. ’ ” 

Here Leonard entered. Harley had sent Lady Lansmere’s 
footman to him with a note, that prepared him to meet Helen. 
As he came into the room, Harley took him by the hand and 
led him to Lady Lansmere. 

“The friend of whom I spoke. Welcome him now for my 
sake, ever after for his own ; ” and then, scarcely allowing 
time for the countess’s elegant and gracious response, he drew 
Leonard towards Helen. “Children,” said he, with a touch- 
ing voice, that thrilled through the hearts of both, “ go and 
seat yourselves yonder, and talk together of the past. Sig- 
norina, I invite you to renewed discussion upon the abstruse 
metaphysical subject you have started ; let us see if we can- 
not find gentler sources for pity and admiration than war and 
warriors.” He took Violante aside to the window, “You 
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remomber that Leonard, in telling you his history last night, 
spoke, you thought, rather too briefly of the little girl who 
had been his companion in the rudest time of his trials. 
Wheii you would have questioned more, I interrupted you, 
and said, ‘You should see her shortly, and question her your- 
self." And now what think you of Helen Digby? Hush, 
speak low. But her ears are not so sharp as mine.’’ 

ViOLAXTE. — “Ah! that is the fair creature whom Leonard 
called his child-angel? What a lovely innocent face ! — - the 
angel is there still.-” 

Harley (pleased both at the praise and with her who gave 
it). — “You think so; and you are right. Helen is not com- 
municative. But fine natures are like fine poems, — a glance 
at the first two lines suffices for a guess into the beauty that 
waits you if you read on.” 

Violante gazed on Leonard and Helen as they sat apart. 
Leonard was the speaker, Helen the listener; and though the 
former had, in his narrative the night before, been indeed 
brief as to the episode in his life connected with the orphan, 
enough had been said to interest Violante in the pathos of 
their former position towards each other, and in the happi- 
ness they must feel in their meeting again, — separated for 
years on the wide sea of life, now both saved from the storm 
and shipwreck. The tears came into her eyes. “Tnie,” she 
said, very softly, “there is< more here to move pity and ad- 
miration than in — ” She paused. 

Harley. — “ Complete the sentence. Are you ashamed to 
retract? Vie on your pride and obstinacy! ” 

VioLAXTE. — “Ho; but even here there have been war 
and heroism,-— the war of genius with adversity, and hero- 
ism in the comforter who shared it and consoled. Ah, wher- 
ever pity and admiration are both felt, something nobler 
than mere sorrow must have gone before: the heroic must 
exist.” 

“Helen does not know what the word ‘heroic ’ means,” said 
Harley, rather sadly; “yon must teach her.” 

“Is it possible,” thought he as he spoke, “that a Randal 
Leslie could have charmed this grand creature? Ho ‘Heroic ’ 
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surely, in tliat sleek young placeman. ^ — •‘Your father,” lie 
said aloud, and fixing his eyes on her face, “sees much, he 
tells me, of a young man about Leonard's age, as to date; 
but I never estimate the age of men by the parish register, 
and I should speak of that so-called young man as a contem- 
porary of my great-grandfather, — I mean Mr. .Randal Leslie. 
Do you like him? ” 

“Like him,” said Violante, slowly, and as if sounding her 
own mind, — “ like him — yes. ” 

“Why?” asked Harley, with dry and curt indignation. 

“His visits seem to please my dear father. Certainly I 
like him.” 

“Hum. He professes to like you, I suppose? ” 

Violante laughed unsuspiciously. She had half a mind to 
reply, “Is that so strange?” But her respect for Harley 
stopped her. The words would have seemed to her pert. 

“I am told he is clever,” resumed Harley. 

“Oh, certainly.” 

“And he is rather handsome. But I like Leonard’s face 
better.” 

“ Better — that is not the word. Leonard’s face is as that 
of one who has gazed so often upon Heaven; and Mr. Leslie’s 
— there is neither sunlight nor starlight reflected there.” 

“My dear Violante!” exclaimed Harley, overjoyed; and he 
pressed her hand. 

The blood rushed over the girl’s cheek and brow ; her hand 
trembled in his. But Harley’s familiar exclamation might 
have come from a father’s lips. 

At this moment Helen softly approached them, and looking 
timidly into her guardian’s face, said, “Leonard’s mother is 
with him: he asks me to call and see her. May I? ” 

“May you! A pretty notion the signorina must form of 
your enslaved state of pupilage, when she hears you ask that 
question. Of course you may.” 

Harley looked embarrassed. He thought of the widow’s 
agitation at his name; of that desire to shun him, which 
Leonard had confessed, and of which he thought he divined 
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the cause. And so divining, he too shrank from such a 
meeting. 

“Another time, then,” said he, after a pause. 

Helen looked disappointed, hut said no more. 

Violante was surprised at this ungracious answer. She 
would have blamed it as unfeeling in another; but all that 
Harley did was right in her eyes. 

“Cannot I go with Miss Bigby?” said she, “and my 
mother will go too. We both know Mrs. Fairfield. We 
shall be so pleased to see her again.” 

“ So be it,” said Harley; “I will wait here with your father 
till you come back. Oh, as to my mother, she will excuse 
the — excuse Madame Eiccabocca, and you too. See how 
charmed she is with your father. I must stay to watch over 
the conjugal interests of mme.” 

But Mrs. Eiccabocca had too much good old country breed- 
ing to leave the countess ; and Harley was forced himself to 
appeal to Lady Lansmere. When he had exjdained the case 
in point, the countess rose and said, — 

“But I will call myself, with Miss Bigby.” 

“No,” said Harley, gravely, but in a whisper. “No; I 
would rather not. I will explain later.” 

“Then,” said the countess aloud, after a glance of surprise 
at her son, “ I must insist on your performing this visit, my 
dear madam, and you, Signorina. In truth, I have something 
to say confidentially to — ” 

“To me,” interrupted Eiccabocca. “Ah, Madame la Com- 
tesse, you restore me to five-and-twenty. Go, quick, 0 jeal- 
ous and injured wife; go, both of you, quick; and you, too, 
Harley.” 

“Nay,” said Lady Lansmere, in the same tone, “Harley 
must stay, for my design is not at present upon destroying 
your matrimonial hardiness, whatever it may be later. It is 
a design so innocent that my son will be a partner in it,” 

Here the countess put her lips to Harley’s ear, and whis- 
pered. He received her communication in attentive silence ; 
but when she had done, pressed her hand, and bowed his 
b id, as if in assent to a proposal. 
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In a few minutes the three ladies and Leonard were on 
their road to the neighbouring cottage. 

Violante, with her usual delicate intuition, thought that 
Leonard and Helen must have much to say to each other ; and 
(ignoi-ant, as Leonard himself was, of Helen’s engagement to 
Harley) began already, in the romance natural to her age, to 
predict for them ha^ipy and united days in the future. So 
she took her stepmother’s arm, and left Helen and Leonard 
to follow. 

“I wonder,” she said musingly, “how Miss Digby became 
Lord L’Estrange’s ward. I hope she is not very rich, nor 
very high-born.” 

“La, my love,” said the good .Jemima, “that is not like 
you; you are not envious of her, poor girl?” 

“Envious! Dear mamma, what a word! But don’t you 
think Leonard and Miss Digby seem born for each other? 
And then the recollections of their childhood — the thoughts 
of childhood are so deep, and its memories so strangely soft! ” 
The long lashes drooped over Violante’s musing eyes as she 
spoke. “And therefore,” she said, after a pause, — “there- 
fore I hoped that Miss Digby might not be very rich nor very 
high-born.” 

“I understand you now, Violante,” exclaimed Jemima, her 
own eaxly passion for match-making instantly returning to 
her; “for as Leonard, however clever and distinguished, is 
still the son of Mark Fairfield the carpenter, it would spoil 
all if Miss Digby was, as you say, rich and high-born. I 
agree with you, — a very pretty match, a very pretty match, 
indeed. I wish dear Mrs. Dale were here now, — she is so 
clever in settling such matters.” 

Meanwhile Leonard and Helen walked side by side a 
few paces in the rear. He had not offered her his arm. 
They had been silent hitherto since they left Eiccabocca’s 
house. 

Helen now spoke first. In similar cases it is generally the 
woman, be she ever so timid, who does speak first. And here 
Helen was the bolder; for Leonard did not disguise from 
himself the nature of his feelings, and Helen was engaged 
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to anotlier, and her pure heart was fortified by the trust 
reposed in it. 

“And have you ever heard more of the good Dr. Morgan, 
who had })Owders against sorrow, and w*ho meant to be so 
kind to us, — though,” she added, colouring, “we did not 
think so then? ” 

“He took my child-angel from me,” said Leonard, with 
visible emotion; “and if she had not returned, wdiere an.l 
what should I be now? But I have forgiven him. No, J 
have never met him since.” 

“ And that terrible Mr. Burley?” 

“ Boor, poor Burley ! He, too, is vanished out of my pres- 
ent life. I have made many iu(piiries after him; all 1 can 
hear is that he -went abroad, supposed as a correspondent to 
some journal. I should like so much to see him again, now 
that perhaps I could help him as he helped me.” 

“ Helped you — ah ! ” 

Leonard smiled with a beating heart, as he saw again the 
dear prudent, warning look, and involuntarily drew closer to 
Helen. She seemed more restored to him and to her former 
self. 

“ Helped me much by his instructions ; more, perhaps, by 
his very faults. You cannot guess, Helen, — I beg pardon, 
Miss Digby, but I forgot that we are no longer children, — 
you cannot guess how much we men, and more than all, per- 
haps, we writers whose task it is to unravel the web of human 
actions, owe even to our own past errors; and if wm learned 
nothing by the errors of others, we should be dull indeed. 
We must know where the roads divide, and have marked 
where they lead to, before we can erect our sign-post; and 
books are the sign -posts in human life.” 

“Books! and I have not yet read yours. And Lord 
L’Estrange tells me you are famous now. Yet you remem- 
ber me still,— the poor orjihan child, whom you first saw 
weejnng at her father’s grave, and with whom you burdened 
your own young life, over-burdened already. No, still call 
me Helen — you must always be to me a brother ! Lord 
L’Estrange feels that; he said so to me when he told me 
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that we were to meet again. He is so generous, so noble. 
Brother ! ” cried Helen, suddenly, and extending her hand, 
with a sweet but sublime look in her gentle face, — “brother, 
we will never forfeit his esteem; we will both do our best to 
repay him ! Will we not? — • say so ! ” 

Leonard felt overpowered by contending and unanalyzed 
emotions. Touched almost to tears by the affectionate ad- 
dress, thrilled by the hand that pressed his own, and yet with 
a vague fear, a consciousness that something more than the 
words themselves was implied, — something that checked all 
hope. And this word “brother,” once so precious and so 
dear, why did he shrink from it now;- why could he not too 
say the sweet word “ sister ” ? 

“ She is above me now and evermore ! ” he thought mourn- 
fully; and the tones of his voice, when he spoke again, were 
changed. The appeal to renewed intimacy but made him 
more distant, and to that appeal itself he made no direct 
answer; for Mrs. Riccabocca, now turning round, and point- 
ing to the cottage which came in view, with its picturesque 
gable-ends, cried out, — 

“But is that your house, Leonard? I never saw anything 
so pretty.” 

“ You do not remember it then, ” said Leonard to Helen, in 
accents of melancholy reproach, — “there where I saw you 
last? I doubted whether to keep it exactly as it was, and I 
said, ‘Ho ! the association is not changed because we try to 
surround it with whatever beauty we can create ; the dearer 
the association, the more the Beautiful becomes to it natural. ^ 
Perhaps you don’t understand this, — perhaps it is only we 
poor poets who do.” 

“I understand it,” said Helen, gently. She looked wist- 
fully at the cottage. 

“So changed! I have so often pictured it to myself, — 
never, never like this ; yet I loved it, commonplace as it was 
to my recollection; and the garret, and the tree in the car- 
penter’s yard.” 

She did not give these thoughts utterance. And they now 
entered the garden. 


YAEIETIES m EITGLISH LIFE. 


371 


CHAPTER IV. 

Mrs. FAiRRiEiiB was a proud woman when she received 
Mrs. Eiccabocca and Violante in her grand house; for a grand 
house to her was that cottage to which her boy Lenny had 
brought her home. Proud, indeed, ever was Widow Fairfield; 
but she thought then in her secret heart, that if ever she 
could receive in the drawing-room of that grand house the 
great Mrs. Hazeldean, who had so lectured her for refusing to 
live any longer in the humble, tenement rented of the squire, 
the cup of human bliss would be filled, and she could content- 
edly die of the pride of it. She did not much notice Helen, — 
her attention was too absorbed by the ladies who renewed their 
old acquaintance with her, and she carried them all over the 
house, yea, into the very kitchen ; and so, somehoAv or other, 
there was a short time when Helen and Leonard found them- 
selves alone. It was in the study. Helen had unconsciously 
seated herself in Leonard’s own chair, and she was gazing 
with anxious and wistful interest on the scattered papers, 
looking so disorderly (though, in truth, in that disorder there 
was method, but method only known to the owner), and at 
the venerable well-worn books, in all languages, lying on the 
floor, on the chairs — anywhere. I must confess that Helen’s 
first tidy womanlike idea was a great desire to arrange the 
litter. “Poor Leonard,” she thought to herself, “the rest of 
the house so neat, but no one to take care of his own room 
and of him!” 

As if he divined her thought, Leonard smiled and said, “It 
would be a cruel kindness to tlie spider, if the gentlest hand 
in the world tried to set its cobweb to rights.” 

Helen. — “You were not quite so bad in the old days.” 

Leonard. — “Yet even then you were obliged to take cars 
of the money. I have more books now, and more money. 
My present housekeeper lets me take care of the books, but 
she is less indulgent as to the money.” 
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Helex (archly). — "Are you as absent as ever? ” 

Leonakd. — “ Much more so, I fear. The habit is iucorri- 
gible, Miss Digby — ” 

IlEiEiir. — “Not Miss Digby j sister, if you like, ” 

Leonard (evading the word that implied so forbidden an 
affinity). — “Helen, will you grant me a favour? Your eyes 
and your smile say ‘yes.^ Will you lay aside, for one minute, 
your shawl and bonnet? Whfit ! can you be surprised that 1 
ask it? Can you not understand that I wish for one minute 
to think that you are at home again under this roof? ” 

Helen cast down her eyes, and seemed troubled ; then she 
raised them, with a soft angelic candour in their dovelike 
blue, and, as if in shelter from all thoughts of more warm 
affection, again murmured brother , and did as he asked 
her. 

So there she sat, amongst the dull books, by his table, near 
the open window, her fair hair parted on her forehead, look- 
ing so good, so calm, so happy ! Leonard wondered at his 
own self-command. His heart yearned to her with such in- 
expressible love, his lips so longed to mnrmur, “Ah, as now 
so could it be forever 1 Is the home too mean? ” But that 
word “ brother ” was as a talisman between her and him. 

Yet she looked so at home — perhaps so at home she felt ! 
— more certainly than she had yet learned to do in that stiff 
stately house in which she was soon to have a daughter’s 
rights. Was she suddenly made aware of this, that she so 
suddenly arose, and with a look of alarm and distress on her 
face. 

“But — we are keeping Lady Lansmere too long,” she said 
falteringly. “We must go now,” and she hastily took up her 
shawl and bonnet. 

Just then Mrs. Fairfield entered with the visitors, and be- 
gan making excuses for inattention to Miss Digby, whose 
identity with Leonard’s child-angel she had not yet learned. 

Helen received these apologies with her usual sweetness, 
“Nay,” she said, “your son and I are such old friends, how 
could yon stand on ceremony with me? ” 

“ Old friends ! ” Mrs. Fairfield stared amazed, and then 
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surveyed the fair speaker laore curiously than she had yet 
done. “Pretty, nice-spoken thing,” thought the widow; “as 
nice-spoken as Miss Yiolante, and hunibler-looking like, — 
though, as to dress, I never see anything so elegant out of a 
picter.” 

Helen now appropriated Mrs. Eiccaboeca’s arm; and, after 
a kind leave-taking with the widow, the ladies returned 
towards Eiccabocca’s house. 

Mrs. Fairfield, however, ran after them with Leonard’s hat 
and gloves, which he had forgotten. 

“’Peed, boy,” she said, kindly, yet scoldingly, “bnt there ’d 
be no more fine books, if the Lord had not fixed your head on 
yonr shoixlders. You would not think it, marm,” she added 
to Mrs. Eiccahocca, “but sin’ he has left you, he ’s not the 
’cute lad he was; very helpless at times, marm! ” 

Helen could not resist turning round, and looking at Leon- 
ard, with a sly smile. 

The widow saw the smile, and catching Leonard by the 
arm, whispered, “ But where before have you seen that pretty 
young lady? Old friends!” 

“Ah, Mother,” said Leonard, sadly, “it is a long tale; you 
have heard the beginning, who can guess the end? ” and he 
escaped. But Helen still leaned on the arm of Mrs. Eicca- 
bocca, and, in the walk back, it seemed to Leonard as if the 
winter had re-settled in the sky. 

Yet he was bj’’ tlie side of Yiolante, and she spoke to him 
with such praise of Helen ! Alas ! it is not always so sweet 
as folks say to hear the praises of one we love. Sometimes 
those praises seem to ask ironically, “And what right hast 
thou to hope because thou lovest? All love /isn” 
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CHAPTER V. 

No sooner had Lady Lansmere found herself alone with 
Riccabocca and Harley than she laid her hand on the exile’s 
arm, and, addressing him by a title she had not before given 
him, and from which he appeared to shrink nervously, said, 
“Harley, in bringing me to visit you, was forced to reveal to 
me your incognito, for I should have discovered it. You may 
not remember me, in spite of your gallantry; but I mixed 
more in the world than I do now, during your first visit to 
England, and once sat next to you at dinner at Carlton House. 
Nay, no compliments, but listen to me. Harley tells me you 
have cause for some alarm respecting the designs of an auda- 
cious and unprincipled adventurer, I may call him; for ad- 
venturers are of all ranks. Suffer your daughter to come to 
me on a visit, as long as you please. With me, at least, she 
will be safe; and if you, too, and the — ” 

“Stop, my dear madam,” iuterrupted Riccabocca, with great 
vivacity ; “ your kindness overpowers me. I thank you most 
gratefully for your invitation to my child ; but — ” 

“Nay,” in his turn interrupted Harley, “no buts. I was not 
aware of my mother’s intention when she entered this room. 
But since she whispered it to me, I have reflected on it, and 
am convinced that it is but a prudent precaution. Your re- 
treat is known to Mr. Leslie, he is known to Peschiera. 
Grant that no indiscretion of Mr. Leslie’s betray the secret; 
still I have reason to believe that the count guesses Randal’s 
acquaintance with you. Audley Egerton this morning told 
me he had gathered that, not from the young man himself, 
but from questions put to himself by Madame di Negra; and 
Peschiera might and would set spies to track Leslie to every 
house that he visits, — might and would, still more naturally, 
set spies to track myself. Were this man an Englishman, 
I should laugh at his machinations ; but he is an Italian, and 
has been a conspirator. What he could do I know not ; but 


VARIETIES m ENGLISH LIFE. 


375 


an assassin can penetrate into a camp, and a traitor can creep 
through closed walls to one’s hearth. With my mother, Vio- 
lante must be safej that you cannot oppose. And why not 
come yourself? ” 

Eiccabocca had no reply to these arguments, so far as they 
affected Violante; indeed, they awakened the almost super- 
stitious terror with which he regarded his enemy, and he con- 
sented at once that Violante should accept the invitation 
proffered. But he refused it for himself and Jemima. 

“To say truth,” said he, simply, “I made a secret vow, on 
re-entering England, that I would associate with none who 
knew the rank I had formerly held in my own land. I felt 
that all my philosophy was needed to reconcile and habituate 
myself to my altered circumstances. In order to find in my 
present existence, however humble, those blessings which 
make all life noble, — dignity and peace, — it was necessarj- 
for poor, weak human nature wholly to dismisvS the past. It 
would unsettle me sadly, could I come to your house, renew 
awhile, in your kindness and respect — nay, in the very at- 
mosphere of your society — the sense of what I have been; 
and then (should the more than doubtful chance of recall 
from my exile fail me) to awake, and find myself for the rest 
of life what I am. And though, were I alone, I might trust 
myself perhaps to the danger, yet my wife: she is happy and 
contented now ; would she be so, if you had once spoiled her 
for the simple position of Dr. Riccabocca’s wife? Should I 
not have to listen to regrets and hopes and fears that would 
prick sharp through my thin cloak of philosophy? Even as 
it is, since in a moment of weakness I confided my secret to 
her, I have had ‘my rank’ thrown at me, — with a careless 
hand, it is true, hut it hits hard nevertheless. No stone 
hurts like one taken from the ruins of one’s own home; and 
the grander the home, why, the heavier the stone ! Protect, 
dear madam, protect my daughter, since her father doubts 
his own power to do so. But — ask no more.” 

Eiccabocca was immovable here ; and the matter was set- 
tled as he decided, it being agreed that Violante should be 
still styled but the daughter of Dr. Eiccahocca. 
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“And now, one word more,*- said Harley. “Do not confide, 
fco Mr. Leslie these arrangements; do not let him know where 
Violaute is placed, — at least, until I authorize such. co.nfi- 
dence in him. It is sufficient excuse that it is no use to 
know unless he called to see her, and his movements, as i 
said before, may be watched. You can give the same reason 
to suspend his visits to yourself. Suffer me, meanwhile, to 
mature my judgment on this young man. In the mean while, 
also, I think that T shall have means of ascertaining the real 
nature of Peschiera’s schemes. His sister has sought to 
know me; I will give her the occasion. I have heard some 
things of her in my last residence abroad, which make me 
believe that she cannot be wholly the count’s tool in any 
schemes nakedly villanous; that she has some finer qualities 
in her than I once supposed ; and that she can be won from 
his influence. It is a state of war; we will carry it into the 
enemy’s camp. You will promise me, then, to refrain from 
all further confidence in Mr. Leslie ? ” 

“Por the present, yes,” said Eiccabocca, reluctantly. 

“ Do not even say that you have seen me, unless he first 
tell you that I am in England, and wish to learn your resi- 
dence. I will give him full occasion to do so. Pish I don’t 
hesitate ; you know your own proverb — 

“‘Boccha chhiaa, ed occMo aperto 
Non fece niai nissun cleserto.' 

‘The closed mouth and the open eye,’ etc.” 

“That’s very true,” said the doctor, much struck. “Very 
true. ‘ In boccha chiusa non c’entrano mosche. ’ One can’t 
swallo w flies if one keeps one’s mouth shut. Corpo di Bacco ! 
that ’s very true indeed.” 
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CHAPTEE VI. 

VioLANTE and Jemima were both greatly surprised, as the 
reader may suppose, wlien they heard, on their return, the 
arrangements already made for the former. The countess 
insisted on taking her at once, and Eiecaboeca briefly said, 
“Certainly, the sooner the better,” Violante was stunned 
and bewildered. Jemima hastened to make up a little bun- 
dle of things necessary, with many a woman’s sigh that the 
poor wardrobe contained so few things befitting. But among 
the clothes she slipped a purse, containing the savings of 
months, perhaps of years, and with it a few affectionate lines, 
begging Violante to ask the countess to buy her all that was 
proper for her father’s child. There is always something 
liurried and uncomfortable in the abrupt and unexpected 
withdrawal of any member from a quiet household. The 
small party broke into still smaller knots. Violante hung on 
her father, and listened vaguely to his not very lucid expla- 
nations. The countess approached Leonard, and, according 
to the usual mode with persons of quality addressing young 
authors, complimented him highly on the books she had not 
read, but which her son assured her were so remarkable. She 
w^as a little anxious to know where Harley had first met with 
Mr. Oran, whom he called his friend; but she was too high- 
bred to inquire, or to express any wonder that rank should 
be friends with genius. She took it for granted that they 
had formed their acquaintance abroad. 

Harley conversed with tielen. — “You are not sorry that 
Violante is coming to ns? She will be just such a companion 
for you as I could desire; of your own years too.” 

Helen' (ingenuously), — “It is hard to think I am not 
younger than she is.” 

Harley, — “ Why, my dear Helen? ” 

Helen. — “She is so brilliant. She talks so beautifully. 
Audi — ” 
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Harley. — “ And you want but the habit of talking, to do 
justice to your own beautiful thoughts.” 

Helen looked at him gratefully, but shook her head. It 
was a common trick of hers, and always when she was 
praised. 

At last the preparations were made, the farewell was said, 
Violante was in the carriage by Lady Lansmere’s side. 
Slowly moved on the stately equipage with its four horses 
and trim postilions, heraldic badges on their shoulders, in 
the style rarely seen in the neighbourhood of the metropolis, 
and now fast vanishing even amidst distant counties. 

Eiccabocca, Jemima, and Jackeymo continued to gaze after 
it from the gate. 

“She is gone,” said Jackeymo, brushing his eyes with his 
coat-sleeve. “But it is a load off one’s mind.” 

“And another load on one’s heart,” murmured Eiccabocca. 
“Don’t cry, Jemima; it may be bad for you, and bad for him, 
that is to come. It is astonishing how the humours of the 
mother may affect the unborn. I should not like to have a 
son who has a more than usual propensity to tears.” 

The poor philosopher tried to smile ; but it was a bad at- 
tempt. He went slowly in, and shut himself with his books. 
But he could not read. His whole mind was unsettled. And 
though, like all parents, he had been anxious to rid himself 
of a beloved daughter for life, now that she was gone but for 
a while, a string seemed broken in the Music of Home. 


CHAPTEE YII. 

The evening of the same day, as Egerton, who was to en- 
tertain a large party at dinner, was changing his dress, Harley 
walked into his room. 

Egerton dismissed his valet by a sign, and continued his 
toilet.- 
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Excuse me, my dear Harley, I liave only ten minutes to 
give you. I expect one of tlie royal dukes, and punctuality 
is the stern virtue of men of business, and the graceful cour- 
tesy of princes.” 

Harley had usually a jest for his friend’s aphorisms; but 
he had none now. He laid his hand kindly on Egerton’s 
shoulder. Before I speak of my business, tell me how you 
are, — better? ” 

“Better, — nay, I am always well. Pooh! I may look a 
little tired, — years of toil will tell on the countenance. But 
that matters little: the period of life has passed with me 
when one cares how one looks in the glass.” 

As he spoke, Egertou completed his dress, and came to the 
hearth, standing there, erect and dignified as usual, still far 
handsomer than many a younger man, and with a form that 
seemed to have ample vigour to support for many a year the 
sad and glorious burden of power. 

“So now to your business, Harley.” 

“ In the first place, I want you to present me, at the ear- 
liest opportunity, to Madame di Hegra. You say she wished 
to know me.” 

“Are you serious? ” 

“Yes.” 

“Well, then, she receives this evening. I did not mean to 
go; but when my party breaks up ” 

“You can call for me at The Travellers. Do ! ” 

“Next, you knew Lady Jane Horton better even than I 
did, at least in the last year of her life.” Harley sighed, and 
Egerton turned and stirred the fire. 

“ Pray, did you ever see at her house, or hear her speak of, 
a Mrs. Bertram? ” 

“Of whom?” said Egerton, in a hollow voice, his face still 
turned towards the fire. 

“A Mrs. Bertram; but heavens! my dear fellow, what is 
the matter? Are you ill?” 

“A spasm at the heart, that is all; don’t ring, I shall be 
better presently ; go on talking. Mrs. why do you ask? ” 

“Why? I have hardly time to explain; but I am, as I told 


380 


MY NOVEL; OIL 


you, resolved on righting my old Italian friend, if Heaven 
will help me, as it ever does help the just when they bestir 
themselves; and this Mrs. Bertram is mixed up in my 
friend’s affairs.” 

“His! How is that possible? ” 

Harley rapidly and succinctly explained. Audley listened 
attentively, with his eyes fixed on the floor, and still seeming 
to labour under great difficulty of breathing. 

At last he answered, “ I remember something of this Mrs. 
— Mrs. — Bertram. But your inquiries after her would he 
useless. 1 think I have heard that she is long since dead; 
nay, I am sure of it.” 

“Dead! — that is most unfortunate. But do you know any 
of her relations or friends? Can you suggest any mode of 
tracing this packet, if it came to her hands? ” 

“Ho.” 

“And Lady Jane had scarcely any friend that I remember, 
except my mother, and she knows nothing of this Mrs. Ber- 
tram. ' How unlucky! I think I shall advertise. Yet, no. 
I could only distinguish this Mrs. Bertram from any other of 
the same name, by stating with whom she had gone abroad, 
and that would catch the attention of Peschiera, and set him 
to counterwork us.” 

“ And what avails it? ” said Egerton. “ She whom you seek 
is no more — no more ! ” He paused, and went on rapidly : “ The 
packet did not arrive in England till years after her death, was 
no doubt returned to the joost-office, is destroyed long ago. ” 

Harley looked very much disappointed. Egerton went on 
in a sort of set, mechanical voice, as if not thinking of what 
he said, but speaking from the dry practical mode of reason- 
ing which was habitual to him, and by which the man of the 
world destroys the hopes of an enthusiast. Then starting up 
at the sound of the first thundering knock at the street door, 
he said, “Hark ! you must excuse me.” 

“I leave you, my dear Audley. But I must again ask. Are 
you better now? ” 

“Much, much, — quite well, I will call for you, — prob- 
ably between eleven and twelve.” 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

If any one could be more surprised at seeing Lord 
L’Estraiige at the house of Madame di Negra that evening 
than the fair hostess herself, it was Randal Leslie. Some- 
thing instinctively told him that this visit threatened inter- 
ference with whatever might be his Ultimate projects in re- 
gard to Riccabocca and Violante. But Randal Leslie was 
not one of those who shrink from an intellectual combat. On 
the contrary, he was too confident of his powers of intrigue 
not to take a delight in their exercise. He could not con- 
ceive that the indolent Harley could be a match for his own 
restless activity and dogged perseverance. But in a very few 
moments fear crept on him. No man of his day could pro- 
duce a more brilliant effect than Lord L’Estraiige, when he 
deigned to desire it. Without muoh pretence to that personal 
beauty which strikes at first sight, he still retained all the 
charm of countenance, and all the grace of. manner, which had 
made him in boyhood the spoiled darling of society. Madame 
di Negra had collected but a small circle round her ; still it 
was of the elite of the great world, — not, indeed, those more 
precise and reserved dames de chateau, whom the lighter 
and easier of the fair dispensers of fashion ridicule as prudes; 
but nevertheless, ladies were there, as unblemished in reputa- 
tion, as high in rank, flirts and coquettes, perhaps, — nothing 
more; in short, “charming women, ”-r- the gay butterflies that 
hover over the stiff parterre. And there were ambassadors 
and ministers, and wits and brilliant debaters, and first-rate 
dandies (dandie.s, when fii'st-rate, are generally very agreeable 
men). Amongst all these various persons, Harley, so long a 
stranger to the London world, seemed to make himself at 
home with the ease of an Alcibiades. Many of the less juve- 
nile ladies remembered him, and rushed to claim his ac- 
quaintance, with nods and becks, and wreathed smiles. He 
had ready compliment for each. And few indeed were there, 
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men or women, for whom Harley L’Estrange had not appro- 
priate attraction. Distinguished reputation as soldier and 
scholar for the grave; whim and pleasantry for the gay; nov- 
elty for the sated; and for the more vulgar natures was he 
not Lord L’ Estrange, unmarried, possessed already of a large 
independence, and heir to an ancient earldom, and some fifty 
thousands a year? 

Xot till he had succeeded in the general effect — which, it 
must be owned, he did his best to create — did Harley seri- 
ously and especially devote himself to his hostess. And then 
he seated himself by her side; and, as if in compliment to 
both, less pressing admirers insensibly slipped away and 
edged off. 

Frank Hazeldeau was the last to quit his ground behind 
Madame di hTegra’s chair; but when he found that the two 
began to talk in Italian, and he could not understand a word 
they said, he too — fancying, poor fellow, that he looked 
foolish, and cursing his Eton education that had neglected, 
for languages spoken by the dead, of which he had learned 
little, those still in use among the living, of which he had 
learned nought — retreated towards Eandal, and asked wist- 
fully, “Pray, what age should you say L’Estrange was? He 
must he devilish old, in spite of his looks. Why, he was at 
Waterloo ! ” 

“He is young enough to be a terrible rival,” answered 
Eandal, with artful truth. 

Frank turned pale, and began to meditate dreadful blood- 
thirsty thoughts, of which hair-triggers and Lord’s Cricket- 
ground formed the staple. 

Certainly there was apparent ground for a lover’s jealousy; 
for Harley and Beatrice now conversed in a low tone, and 
Beatrice seemed agitated, and Harley earnest. Eandal him- 
self grew mo^e and more perplexed. Was Lord L’Estrange 
really enamoured of the marchesa? If so, farewell to all 
hopes of Frank’s marriage with her I Or was he merely 
playing a part in Eiccabocca’s interest; pretending to be 
the lover, in order to obtain an influence over her mind, rule 
her through her ambition, and secure an ally against hei: 
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brother? Was this finesse compatible with Randal’s notions 
of Harley’s character? Was it consistent with that ehivalric 
and soldierly spirit of honour which the frank nobleman 
affected,, to make love to a woman in mere ruse de guerre? 
Could mere friendship for Riccabocca be a sufficient induce- 
ment to a man, who, whatever his weaknesses or his errors, 
seemed to wear on his very forehead a soul above deceit, to 
stoop to paltry means, even for a worthy end? At this ques- 
tion, a new thought flashed upon Randal, — might not Lord 
L’Estrange have speculated himself upon winning Yiolante; 
would not that account for all the exertions he had made on 
behalf of her inheritance at the court of Vienna,— exertions 
of which Peschiera and Beatrice had both complained? Those 
objections which the Austrian government might take to Vio- 
lante’s marriage with some obscure Englishman would prob- 
ably not exist against a man like Harley L’Estrauge, whose 
family not only belonged to the highest aristocracy of Eng- 
land, hut had always supported opinions in vogue amongst 
the leading governments of Europe. Harley himself, it is 
tnie, had never taken part in politics, hut his notions were, 
no doubt, those of a high-born soldier, who had fought, in 
alliance with Austria, for the restoration of the Bourbons. 
And this immense wealth — which Violante might lose, if 
she married one like Randal himself — her marriage with the 
heir of the Lansmeres might actually tend only to secure. 
Could Harley, with all his own expectations, be indifferent 
to such a prize? — and no doubt he had learned Violante’s 
rare beauty in his correspondence with Riccabocca. 

Thus considered, it seemed natural to Randal’s estimate of 
human nature that Harley’s more prudish scruples of honour, 
as regards what is due to women, could not resist a tempta- 
tion so strong. Mere friendship was not a motive powerful 
enough to shake them, but ambition was. 

While Randal was thus cogitating, Frank thus suffering, 
and many a whisper, in comment on the evident flirtation 
between the beautiful hostess and the accomplished guest, 
reached the ears both of the brooding schemer and the jealous 
lover, the conversation between the two objects of remark and 
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gossip had taken a new turn. Indeed, Beatrice had made an 
effort to change it. 

‘‘It is long, my Lord,” said she, still speaking Italian, 
“since I have heard sentiments like those you address to me; 
and if I do not feel myself wholly unworthy of them, it is 
from the pleasure I have felt in reading sentiments equally 
foreign to the language of the world in which 1 live.” She 
took a book from the table as she spoke; “Have you seen this 
work?” 

dlarley glanced at the title-page. “ To be sure I have, and 
1 know the author.” 

“1 envy you that honour. I should so like also to know 
one who has discovered to me deeps in my own heart which I 
had never explored.” 

“ Charming marchesa, if the book has done this, believe me 
that I have paid you no false compliment, — formed no over- 
flattering estimate of your nature ; for the charm of the work 
is but in its simple appeal to good and generous emotions, and 
it can charm none in whom those emotions exist not ! ” 

“Nay, that cannot be true, or why is it so popular?” 

“Because good and generous emotions are more common to 
the human heart than we are aware of till the appeal comes.” 

“Don’t ask me to think that ! I have found the world so 
base.” 

“Pardon me a rude question; but what do you know of the 
world?” 

Beatrice looked first in surprise at Harley, then glanced 
round the room with significant irony. 

“As I thought; you call this little room ‘the world.’ Be 
it so, I will venture to say, that if the people in this room 
were suddenly converted into an audience before a stage, and 
you were as consummate in the actor’s art as you are in all 
others that please and command — ” 

“Well?” 

“ And were to deliver a speech full of sordid and base sen- 
timents, you would be hissed. But let any other woman, 
with half your powers, arise and utter sentiments sweet and 
womanly, or honest and lofty, and applause would flow from 
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every lip, and tears rusli to many a worldly eye. The true 
proof of the inherent nobleness of our common nature ivS in 
the sympathy it betrays with what is noble wherever crowds 
are collected. Never believe the world is base; if it were so, 

I no society could hold together for a day. But you would 

I know the author of this book? I will bring him to you.” 

1 “Do.” 

“And now,” said Harley, rising, and with his candid, win- 
ning smile, “ do you think we shall ever be friends? ” 

“You have startled me so that I can scarcely answer. But 
why would you be friends with me?” 

“Because you need a friend. You have none? ” 

“ Strange flatterer ! ” said Beatrice, smiling, though very 
sadly ; and looking up, her eye caught BandaPs. 

“Pooh!” said Harley, “you are too penetrating to believe 
that you insjjire friendship there. Ah, do you suppose that, 
all the while I have been conversing with you, I have not 
noticed the watchful gaze of Mr. Eandal Leslie? What tie 
can possibly connect you together I know not yet; but I soon 
shall.” 

“Indeed! you talk like one of the old Council of Venice. 
You try hard to make me fear you,” said Beatrice, seeking to 
escape from the graver kind of impression Harley had made 
on her, by the affectation partly of coquetry, partly of 
levity. 

“And I,” said L’Estrange, calmly, “tell you already that 
I fear you no more,” He bowed, and passed through the 
crowd to rejoin Audley, who was seated in a corner whis- 
pering with some of his political colleagues. Before Harley 
reached the minister, he found himself close to Randal and 
young Hazeldean, 

He bowed to the first, and extended his hand to the last. 
Eandal felt the distinction, and his sullen, bitter pride Was 
deeply galled,— - a feeling of bate towards Harley jjassed into 
his mind, tie was pleased to see the cold hesitation with 
which Frank just touched the hand offered to him. But 
Eandal had not been the only person whose watch upon 
Beatrice the keen-eyed Harley had noticed. Harley had seen 
■ . VOL. ri.— '25' ' 


MY NOVEL; OK, 


the angry looks of Frank Hazeldean, and divined the cause. 
So he smiled forgivingly at the slight he had received. 

“You are like me, Mr. Hazeldean,” said he. “You think 
something of the heart should go with all courtesy that he- 
speaks friendship — 

‘“The hand of Douglas is his own.’ ” 

Here Harley drew aside Randal. “Mr. Leslie, a word 
with you. If I wished to know the retreat of Dr. Riecabocca, 
in order to render him a great service, would you confide to 
me that secret? ” 

“ That woman has let out her suspicions that I know the 
exile’s retreat,” thought Randal; and with quick presence of 
mind, he replied at once, — 

“My Lord, yonder stands a connection of Dr. Riccabocca’s. 
Mr. Hazeldean is surely the person to whom you should ad- 
dress this inquiry.” 

“Not so, Mr. Leslie; for I suspect that he cannot answer 
it, and that you can. Well, I will ask something that it 
seems to me you may grant without hesitation. Should you 
see Dr. Riccabocca, tell him that I am in England, and so 
leave it to him to communicate with me or not; but perhaps 
you have already done so?” 

“Lord L’Estrange,” said Randal, bowing low, with pointed 
formality, “excuse me if I decline either to disclaim or ac- 
quiesce in the knowledge you impute to me. If I am ac- 
quainted with any secret intrusted to me by Dr. Riccabocca, 
it is for me to use my own discretion how best to guard it. 
And for the rest, after the Scotch earl, whose words your 
Lordship has quoted, refused to touch the hand of Marmion, 
Douglas could scarcely have called Marmion back in order to 
give him — a message ! ” 

Harley was not prepared for this tone in Mr. Egerton’s 
j^rotegej and his own gallant nature was rather pleased than 
irritated by a haughtiness that at least seemed to bespeak 
independence of spirit. Nevertheless, L’Estrange’s suspi- 
cions of Randal were too strong to be easily set aside, and 
therefore he replied, civilly, bnt with covert taunt, — 
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“I submit to your rebuke, Mr. Leslie, though I meant not 
the offence you would ascribe to me. I regret my unlucky 
quotation yet the more, since the wit of your retort has 
obliged you to identify yourself with Marmion, who, though 
a clever and brave fellow, was an uncommonly — tricky one.” 
And so Harley, certainly having the best of it, moved on, 
and joined Egerton, and in a few minutes more both left the 
room. 

“What was L’Estrange saying to you?” asked Frank. 
“ Something about Beatrice, I am sure.” 

“Ho; only quoting poetry.” 

“ Then what made you look so angry, my dear fellow? I 
know it was your kind feeling for me. As you say, he is a 
formidable rival. But that can’t be his own hair. Do you 
think he wears a toupet ? I am sure he was praising Beatrice. 
He is evidently very much smitten with her. But I don’t 
think she is a woman to be caught by 7nere rank and fortune ! 
Do you? Why can’t you speak? ” 

“ If you do not get her consent soon, I think she is lost to 
you,” said Eandal, slowly; and before Frank could recover 
his dismay, glided from the house. 


CHAPTEB IX. 

Violante’s first evening at the Lansmeres had passed more 
happily to her than the first evening under the same roof had 
done to Helen, True that she missed her father much, 
Jemima somewhat; but she so identified her father’s cause 
with Harley that she had a sort of vague feeling that it was 
to promote that cause that she was on this visit to Harley’s 
parents. And the countess, it must be owned, was more 
emphatically cordial to her than she had ever yet been to 
Captain Digby’s orphan. But perhaps the real difference in 
the heart of either girl was this, that Helen felt awe of Lady 
Lansmere, and Violante felt only love for Lord L’Estrange’s 
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mother. Violante, too, was one of those persons whom a 
reserved and formal person, like the countess, “can get on 
with,” as the phrase goes. Not so poor little Helen,— so 
shy herself, and so hard to coax into more than gentle mono- 
syllables. And Lady Lansmere’s favourite talk was always 
of Harley. Helen had listened to such talk with respect and 
interest. Violante listened to it with inquisitive eagerness, 
with blushing delight. The mother’s heart noticed the dis- 
tinction between the two, and no wonder that that heart 
moved more to Violante than to Helen. Lord Lansmere, 
too, like most gentlemen of his age, clumped all young ladies 
together as a harmless, amiable, but singularly stupid class 
of the genus-Petticoat, meant to look pretty, play the piano, 
and talk to each other about frocks and sweethearts. There- 
fore this animated, dazzling creature, with her infinite variety 
of look and play of mind, took him by surprise, charmed him 
into attention, and warmed him into gallantry. Helen sat in 
her quiet corner, at her work, sometimes listening with al- 
most mournful, though certainly unenvious, admiration at 
Violante’s vivid, yet ever unconscious, eloquence of word and 
thought, sometimes plunged deep into her own secret medita- 
tions. And all the while the work went on, the same, under 
the small, noiseless fingers. This was one of Helen’s habits 
that irritated the nerves of Lady Lansmere. She despised 
young ladies who were fond of work. She did not compre- 
hend how often it is the resource of the sweet womanly mind, 
not from want of thought, but from the silence and the depth 
of it. Violante was surprised, and perhaps disappointed, 
that Harley had left the house before dinner, and did not re- 
turn all the evening. But Lady Lansmere, in making excuse 
for his absence, on the plea of engagements, found so good 
an opportunity to talk of his ways in general, — of his rare 
promise in boyhood, of her regret at the inaction of his ma- 
turity, of her hope to see him yet do justice to his natural 
powers, — that Violante almost ceased to miss him. 

And when Lady Lansmere conducted her to her room, and, 
kissing her cheek tenderly, said, “ But you are just the pei’ 
son Harley admires, — just the person to rouse him from mel 
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gmcRoly dreams, of which his wild humours are now but the 
vain disguise ” — Violante crossed her arms on her bosom, 
and her bright eyes, deepened into tenderness, seemed to ask, 
“He melancholy — and why?” 

On leaving Violante’s room, Lady Lansmere paused before 
the door of Helen’s ; and, after musing a little while, entered 
softly. 

Helen had dismissed her maid; and, at the moment Lady 
Lansmere entered, she was kneeling at the foot of the bed, 
her hands clasped before her face. 

Her form, thus seen, looked so youthful and child-like, the 
attitude itself was so holy and so touching, that the proud 
and cold expression on Lady Lansmere’s face changed. She 
shaded the light involuntarily, and seated herself in silence 
that she might not disturb the act of prayer. 

When Helen rose, she was startled to see the countess 
seated by the fire, and hastily drew her hand across her eyes. 
She had been weeping. 

Lady Lansmere did not, however, turn to observe those 
traces of tears, which Helen feared were too visible. The 
countess was too absorbed in her own thoughts ; and as Helen 
timidly approached, she said — still with her eyes on the 
clear low fire — ^‘1 beg your pardon, Miss Digby, for my in- 
trusion ; but my son has left it to me to prepare Lord Lans- 
mere to learn the offer you have done Harley the honour to 
accept. I have not yet spoken to my Lord; it maybe days 
before I find a fitting occasion to do so; meanwhile I feel 
assured that your sense of propriety will make you agree with 
me that it is due to Lord L’Estrange’s father, that strangers 
should not learn arrangements of such moment in his family 
before his own consent be obtained.” 

Here the countess came to a full pause ; and poor Helen, 
finding herself called upon for some reply to this chilling 
speech, stammered out, scarce audibly,— 

“Certainly, madam, I never dreamed of — ” 

“That is right, my dear,” interrupted Lady Lansmere, ris- 
ing suddenly, and as if greatly relieved. “ I Could not doubt 
your superiority to ordinary girls of your age, with whom 
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these matters are never secret for a moment. Therefore, of 
course, you will not mention, at present, what has passed be- 
tween you and Harley, to any of the friends with whom you 
may correspond.” 

“I have no correspondents, no friends, Lady Lansmere,” 
said Helen, deprecatingly, and trying hard not to c^3^ 

“I am very glad to hear it, my dear; young ladies never 
should have. Friends, especially friends who correspond, 
are the worst enemies they can have. Good-night, Mass 
Digby. I need not add, by the way, that though we are 
bound to show all kindness to this young Italian lady, still 
she is wholly unconnected with our family; and you will be 
as prudent with her as you would have been with your cor- 
respondents, had you had the misfortune to have any.” 

Lady Lansmere said the last words with a smile, and left 
an ungenial kiss (the stepmother’s kiss) on Helen’s bended 
brow. She then left the room, and Helen sat on the seat 
vacated by the stately, unloving form, and again covered her 
face with her hands, and again wept. But when she rose at 
last, and the light fell upon her face, that soft face was sad 
indeed, but serene, — serene, as with some inward sense of 
duty, sad, as with the resignation which accepts patience 
instead of hope. 


CHAPTER X. 

The next morning Harley appeared at breakfast. He was 
in gay spirits, and conversed more freely with Violante than 
he had yet done. He seemed to amuse himself by attacking 
all she said, and provoking her to argument. Violante was 
naturally a very earnest person; whether grave or gay, she 
spoke with her heart on her lips, and her soul in her eyes. 
She did not yet comprehend the light vein of Harley’s irony, 
so she grew piqued and chafed; and she was so lovely in 
anger; it so brightened the beauty and animated her words, 
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that no wonder Harley thus maliciously teased her. But 
what, perhaps, she liked still less than the teasing — though 
she could not tell why — was the kind of familiarity that 
Harley assumed with her, — a familiarity as if he had known 
her all her life, — that of a good-humoured elder brother, or a 
bachelor uncle. To Helen, on the contrary, when he did not 
address her apart, his manner was more respectful. He did 
not call her by her Christian name, as he did Violante, but 
“Miss Digby,” and softened his tone and inclined his head 
when he spoke to her. Nor did he presume to jest at the very 
few and brieif sentences he drew from Helen, but rather lis- 
tened to them with deference, and invariably honoured them 
with approval. After breakfast he asked Violante to play or 
sing; and when she frankly owned how little she had culti- 
vated those accomplishments, he persuaded Helen to sit down 
to the piano, and stood by her side while she did so, turning 
over the leaves of her music-book with the ready devotion of 
an admiring amateur. Helen always played well, but less 
well than usual that day, for her generous nature felt abashed. 
It was as if she were showing off to mortify Violante. But 
Violante, on the other hand, was so passionately fond of 
music that she had no feeling left for the sense of her own 
inferiority. Yet she sighed when Helen rose, and Harley 
thanked Miss Bigby for the delight she had given him. 

The day was fine. Lady Lansmere proposed to walk in the 
garden. While the ladies went up-stairs for their shawls and 
bonnets, Harley lighted his cigar, and stepped from the win- 
dow upon the lawn. Lady Lansmere joined him before the 
girls came out. 

“Harley,” said she, taking his arm, “what a charming 
companion you have introduced to us ! I never met with auy 
that both pleased and delighted me like this dear Violante. 
Most girls who possess some power of conversation, and who 
have dared to think for themselves, are so pedantic, or so 
masculine; but she is always so simple, and always still the 
girl. Ah, Harley ! ” 

“ Why that sigh, my dear mother? ” 

“I was thinking how exactly she would have suited you, — 
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how proud I should have been of such a daughter-in-law, and 
how happy you would have been with such a wife.” 

Harley started. “Tut,” said he, peevishly, “she is a mere 
child; you forget my years.” 

“Why,” said Lady Lansmere, surprised, “Helen is quite 
as young as Violante.” 

“In dates — yes. But Helen’s character is so staid; what 
it is now it will be ever; and Helen, from gratitude, respect, 
or pity, condescends to accept the ruins of my heart, while 
this bright Italian has the soul of a Juliet, and would expect 
in a husband all the passion of a Borneo. Hay, Mother, 
hush. Ho you forget that I am engaged, — and of my own 
free will and choice? Poor dear Helen! Apropos, have you 
spohen to my father, as you undertook to do? ” 

“ Not yet. I must seize the right moment. You know that 
my Lord requires management.” 

“ My dear mother, that female notion of managing us men 
costs you ladies a great waste of time, and occasions us a 
great deal of sorrow. Men are easily managed by plain 
truth. We are brought up to respect it, strange as it may 
seem to you! ” 

Lady Lansmere smiled with the air of superior wisdom, 
and the experience of an accomplished wife. “Leave it to 
me, Harley, and rely on my Lord’s consent.” 

Harley knew that Lady Lansmere always succeeded in ob- 
taining her way with his father; and he felt that the earl 
niight naturally be disappointed in such an alliance, and, 
without due propitiation, evince that disappointment in his 
manner to Helen. Harley was bound to save her from all 
chance of such humiliation. He did not wish her to think 
that she was not welcomed into his family; therefore he 
said, “I resign myself to your promise and your diplomacy. 
Meanwhile, as you love me, be kind to my betrothed.” 

“Am I not so? ” 

“ Hem. Are you as kind as if she were the great heiress 
you believe Violante to be?” 

“Is it,” answered Lady Lansmere, evading the question — 
“is because ope is an heiress and the other is not that you 
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make so marked a difference in your own manner to the two; 
treating Violante as a spoilt ehild, and Miss Digby as — ” 

“ The destined wife of Lord L'Estrange, and the daughter- 
in-law of Lady Lansmere, — yes.” 

The countess suppressed an impatient exclamation that 
rose to her lips, for Harley^s brow wore that serious aspect 
which it rarely assumed save when he was in those moods in 
which men must be soothed, not resisted. And after a pause 
he went on, “I am going to leave you to-day. I have en- 
gaged apartments at the Clarendon. I intend to gratify your 
wish, so often expressed, that I should enjoy what are called 
the pleasures of my rank, and the privileges of single-blessed- 
ness, — celebrate my adieu to celibacy, and blaze once more, 
with the splendour of a setting sun, upon Hyde Park and 
May Fair.” 

“ Yon are a positive enigma. Leave our house, just when 
you are betrothed to its inmate ! Is that the natural conduct 
of a lover? ” 

“How can your woman eyes be so dull, and your woman 
heart so obtuse? ” answered Harley, half laughing, half scold- 
ing. “ Can you not guess that I wish that Helen and myself 
should both lose the association of mere ward and guardian; 
that the very familiarity of our intercourse under the same 
roof almost forbids us to be lovers ; that we lose the joy to 
meet, and the pang to part. Don’t you remember the story 
of the Frenchman, who for twenty years loved a lady, and 
never missed passing his evenings at her house. She became 
a widow. ‘I wish yon joy,’ cried his friend; ‘you may now 
many the woman you have so long adored.’ ‘Alas! ’ said 
the poor Frenchman, profoundly dejected; ‘and if so, where 
shall I spend my evenings? ”’ 

Here Yiolante and Helen were seen in the garden, walking 
affectionately arm in arm. 

“I don’t perceive the point of your witty, heartless anec- 
dote,” said Lady Lansmere, obstinately. “Settle that, how- 
ever, with Miss Digby. But to leave the very day afte* youi 
friend’s daughter comes as a guest!-— what will shb think 
of it?” 
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Lord L’Estrange looked steadfastly at his mother. “Does 
it matter much what she thinks of me, — of a man engaged to 
another; and old enough to be — ^ ” 

“I wish to heaven you would not talk of your age, Harley; 
it is a reflection upon mine; and I never saw you look so well 
nor so handsome.” With that she drew him on towards the 
young ladies; and, taking Helen’s arm, asked her, aside, “If 
slie knew that Lord L’Estrange had engaged rooms at the 
Clarendon; and if she understood why?” As while she said 
this she moved on, Harley was left by Violante’s side. 

“You will be very dull here, I fear, my poor child,” 
said he. 

“Dull! But why you call me child? Am I so very — 
very child-like?” 

“Certainly, you are to me, — a mere infant. Have I not 
seen you one; have I not held you in my arms?” 

ViOLASTTE. — “ But that was a long time ago ! ” 

Harley. — “ True. But if years have not stood still for 
you, they have not been stationary for me. There is the 
same difference between us now that there was then. And, 
therefore, permit me still to call you child, and as child to 
treat you!” 

ViOLAivTE. — “I will do no such thing. Do you know 
that I always thought I was good-tempered till this morning.” 

Harley. — “And what undeceived you? Did you break 
your doll?” 

ViOLANTE (with an indignant flash from her dark eyes). — 
“ There! — again! — you delight in provoking me ! ” 

Harley. — “It was the doll, then. Don’t cry; I will get 
you another.” 

Violanbe plucked her arm from him, and walked away 
towards the countess in speechless scorn. Harley’s brow 
contracted, in thought and in gloom. He stood still for a 
moment or so, and then joined the ladies. 

“I am trespassing sadly on your morning; but I wait for a 
visitor whom I sent to before you were up. He is to be here 
at twelve. With your permission, I will dine with you to- 
morrow, and you will invite him to meet me.” 
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Certaiuly . And who is your friend? I guess — the young 
author?” 

“Leonard Fairfield,” cried Violante, who had conquered, or 
felt ashamed, of her short-lived anger. 

“ Fairfield ! ” repeated Lady Lansmere. “ I thought, Harley, 
you said the name was Oran.” 

“He has assumed the latter name. He is the son of Mark 
Fairfield, who married an Avenel. Did you recognize no 
family likeness? — none in those eyes, Mother?” said Har- 
ley, sinking his voice into a whisper. 

“Ho ; ” answered the countess, falteringly. 

Harley, observing that Violante was now speaking to Helen 
about Leonard, and that neither was listening to him, resumed 
in the same low tone, “And his mother — Kora’s sister — 
shrank from seeing me! That is the reason why I wished 
you not to call. She has not told the young man why she 
shrank from seeing me; nor have I explained it to him as 
yet. Perhaps I never shall.” 

“Indeed, dearest Harley,” said the countess, with great 
gentleness, “ I wish you too much to forget the folly — well, I 
will not say that word — the sorrows of yOur boyhood, not to 
hope that you will rather strive against such painful memo- 
ries than renew them by unnecessary confidence to anyone; 
least of all to the relation of — ” 

“Enough! don’t name her; the very name pains me. And 
as to confidence, there are but two persons in the world to 
whom I ever bare the old wounds,- — yourself and Egerton. 
Let this pass. Ha! — a ring at the bell — that is he! ” 


CHAPTEEXI, 

Lkonabd entered on the scene, and joined the party in the 
garden. The countess, perhaps to please her son, was more 
than civil, — she was markedly kind to him. She noticed 
him more attentively than she had hitherto done; and, with 
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ali hex prejudices of birtli, vas, struck to find tiie son of Mark 
Fairfield the carpenter so thoroughly the gentleman. He 
might not have the exact tone and phrase by which Conven- 
tion stereotypes those horn and schooled in a certain world; 
but the aristocrats of bTature can dispense with such trite 
minutiae. And Leonard had lived, of late at least, in the 
best society that exists for the polish of language and the 
refinement of manners, — the society in which the most grace- 
ful ideas are clothed in the most graceful forms ; the society 
which really, though indirectly, gives the law to courts; the 
society of the most classic authors, in the various ages in 
which literature has flowered forth from civilization. And 
if there was something in the exquisite sweetness of Leonard’s 
voice, look, and manner, which the countess acknowledged to 
attain that j)erfection in high breeding, which, under the 
name of “ suavity, ” steals its way into the heart, so her in- 
terest in him was aroused by a certain subdued melancholy 
which is rarely without distinction, and never without charm. 
He and Helen exchanged but few words. There was but one 
occasion in which they could Iiave spoken apart, and Helen 
herself contrived to elude it. His face brightened at Lady 
Lansmere’s cordial invitation, and he glanced at Helen as he 
accepted it; hut her eye did not, meet his own. 

“And now,” said Harley, whistling to Nero, whom his 
ward was silently caressing, “I must take Leonard away. 
Adieu 1 all of you, till to-morrow at dinner. Miss Violante, 
is the doll to have blue eyes or black? ” 

Violante turned her own black eyes in mute appeal to Lady 
Lansmere, and nestled to that lady’s, side as if in refuge from 
unworthy insult. 
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CHAPTER XIL 

“Let the carriage go to the Clarendon,” said Harley to his 
servant; “I and Mr. Oran will walk to town. Leonard, I 
think you would rejoice at an occasion to serve your old 
friends, Dr. Riccabocca and his daughter?” 

“Serve them! Oh, yes.” And there instantly returned to 
Leonard the recollection of Violante’s words when, on leav- 
ing his quiet village, he had sighed to j^art from all those he 
loved; and the little dark-eyed girl had said, proudly, yet 
consolingly, “But to serve those, you love!” He turned to 
L’Estrange, with beaming, inquisitive eyes. 

“I said to our friend,” resumed Harley, “that I would 
vouch for your honour as my own. I am, about to prove my 
words, and to confide the secrets which your penetration has 
indeed divined, — our friend is not what he seems.” Harley 
then briefly related to Leonard the particulars of the exile’s 
history, the rank he had held in his native land, the manner 
in which, partly through the misrepresentations of a kinsman 
he had trusted, partly through the inflluence of a wife he had 
loved, he had been drawn into schemes which he believed 
bounded to the emancipation of Italy from a foreign yoke by 
the united exertions of her best and bravest sons. 

“A noble ambition!” interrupted Leonard, manfully. 
“And pardon me, my Lord, I should not have thought that 
you would speak of it in a tone that implies blame.” 

“The ambition in itself was noble,” answered Harley ; “but 
the cause to which it was devoted became defiled in its dark 
channel through Secret Societies. It is the misfortune of all 
miscellaneous political combinations, that with the purest 
motives of their more generous members are ever mixed the 
most sordid interests, and the fiercest passions of mean con- 
federates. When those combinations act openly, and in day- 
light, under the eye of Public Opinion, the healthier elements 
usually prevail; where they are shrouded in mystery, where 
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tLey are subjected to no censor in the discussion of the impar 
tial and dispassionate, where chiefs working in the dark exac% 
blind obedience, and every man who is at war with law is at 
once admitted as a friend of freedom, the history of the world 
tells us that patriotism soon passes away. Where all is in 
public, public virtue, by the natural sympathies of the com- 
mon mind, and by the wholesome control of shame, is likely 
to obtain ascendancy; where all is in private, and shame is 
but for him who refuses the abnegation of his conscience, 
each man seeks the indulgence of his private vice. And 
hence in Secret Societies (from which may yet proceed great 
danger to all Europe) we find but foul and hateful Eleusinia, 
affording pretexts to the ambition of the great, to the license 
of the penniless, to the passions of the revengeful, to the 
anarchy of the ignorant. In a word, the societies of these 
Italian Carbonari did but engender schemes in which the abler 
chiefs disguised new forms of despotism, and in which the 
revolutionary many looked forward to the overthrow of all 
the institutions that stand between Law and Chaos. Natu- 
rally, therefore,” added L’Estrange, dryly, “when their 
schemes were detected, and the conspiracy foiled, it was for 
the silly, honest men entrapped into the league to suffer, — 
the leaders turned king’s evidence, and the common merce- 
naries became — banditti.” Harley then proceeded to state 
that it was just when the soi-disant Riccabocca had discov- 
ered the true nature and ulterior views of the conspirators he 
had joined, and actually withdrawn from their councils, that 
he was denounced by the kinsman who had duped him into 
the enterprise, and who now profited by his treason. Harley 
next spoke of the packet despatched by Riccabocca’s dying 
wife, as it was supposed, to Mrs. Bertram; and of the hopes 
he founded on the contents of that packet, if discovered. He 
then referred to the design which had brought Peschiera to 
England, — a design which that personage had avowed with 
such effrontery to his companions at Vienna, that he had pub- 
licly laid wagers on his success. 

“But these men can know nothing of England, of the safety 
of English laws,” said Leonard, naturally. “We take it for 
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granted that Kiccabocca, if I am still so to call him, refuses 
his consent to the marriage between his daughter and Jiis foe. 
Where, then, the danger? This count, even if Violante were 
not under your mother’s roof, could not get an opportunity to 
see her. He could not attack the house and carry her off like 
a feudal baron in the middle ages.” 

“All this is very true,” answered Harley. “Yet I have 
found through life that we cannot estimate danger by external 
circumstances, but by the character of those from whom it is 
threatened. This count is a man of singular audacity, of no 
mean natural talents, — talents practised in every art of du- 
plicity and intrigue j one of those men whose boast it is that 
they succeed in whatever they undertake; and he is, here, 
urged on the one hand by all that can whet the avarice, and 
on the other, by all that can give invention to despair. 
Therefore, though I cannot guess what plan he may possibly 
adopt, I never doubt that some plan, formed with cunning 
and pursued with daring, will be embraced the moment he 
discovers Yiolante’s retreat, — unless, indeed, we can fore- 
stall all peril by the restoration of her father, and the detec- 
tion of the fraud and falsehood to which Peschiera owes the 
fortune he appropriates. Thus, while we must prosecute to 
the utmost our inquiries for the missing documents, so it 
should be our care to possess ourselves, if possible, of such 
knowledge of the count’s machinations as may enable us to 
defeat them. Now, it was with satisfaction that I learned in 
Germany that Peschiera’s sister was in London. I knew 
enough both of his disposition and of the intimacy between 
himself and this lady, to make me think it probable he will 
seek to make her his instrument and accomplice, should he 
require one. Peschiera (as you may suppose by his audacious 
wager) is not one of those secret villains who would cut off 
their right hand if it could betray the knowledge of what was 
done by the left, — rather one of those self-confident vaunting 
knaves of high animal spirits, and conscience so obtuse that 
it clouds their intellect, who must have some one to whom 
they can boast of their abilities and confide their projects. 
And Peschiera has done all he can to render this poor woman 
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so wholly dependent on him as to be his slave and his tool. 
But I have learned certain traits in her character that show it 
to be inipressionable to good, and with tendencies to honour. 
Peschiera had taken advantage of the admiration she excited, 
some years ago, in. a rich young Englishman, to entice thivS 
admirer into gambling, and sought to make his sister both 
a decoy and an instrument in his designs of plunder. She 
did not encourage the addresses of our countryman, but she 
warned him of the snare laid for him, and entreated him to 
leave the place lest her brother should discover and punish 
her honesty. The Englishman told me this himself. In 
fine, my hope of detaching this lady from Peschiera’ s inter- 
ests, and inducing her to forewarn us of his purpose, consists 
but in the innocent, and, I hope, laudable artifice, of redeem- 
ing herself, — of appealing to, and calling into disused exer- 
cise, the better springs of her nature.” 

Leonard listened with admi.ration and some surprise to the 
singularly subtle and sagacious insight into character which 
Harley evinced in the brief clear strokes by which he had 
thus depicted Peschiera and Beatrice, and was struck by the 
boldness with which Harley rested a whole system of action 
upon a few deductions drawn from his reasonings on human 
motive and characteristic bias. Leonard had not expected to 
find so much practical acuteness in a man who, however ac- 
complished, usually seemed indifferent, dreamy, and abstracted 
to the ordinary things of life. But Harley L’Estrange was 
one of those whose powers lie dormant till circumstance ap- 
plies to them all they need for activity, — the stimulant of a 
motive. 

Harley resumed; “After a conversation I had with the lady 
last night, it occurred to me that in this part of our diplomacy 
you could render us essential service. Madame di Kegra — 
such is the sister’s name — has conceived an admiration for 
your genius, and a strong desire to know you personally. I 
have promised to present you to her; and I shall do so after 
a preliminary caution. The lady is very handsome, and very 
fascinating. It is possible that your heart and your senses 
may not be proof against her attractions. ” 
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“Oil, do not fear tliat! ” exclaimed Leonard, with a tone of 
conviction so earnest that Harley smiled. 

“Forewarned is not always forearmed against the might of 
beauty, my dear Leonard; so I cannot at once accept your as- 
surance. But listen to me! Watch yourself narrowly, and if 
you find that you are likely to be captivated, promise, on your 
lionour, to retreat at once from the field, I have no right, for 
the sake of another, to expose you to danger; and Madame 
di FTegra, whatever may be her good qualities, is the last 
person I should wish to see you in love with.^’ 

“ In love with her 1 Impossible!” 

“Impossible is a strong word,” returned Harley; “still I 
own fairly (and this belief alone warrants me in trusting you 
to her fascinations) , that I do think, as far as one man can 
judge of another, that she is not the woman to attract you; 
and if filled by one pure and generous object in your inter- 
course with her, you will see her with purged eyes. Still I 
claim your promise as one of honour.” 

“I give it,” said Leonard, positively. “But how can I 
serve Riccabocca? How aid in — ” 

“Thus,” interrupted Harley: “the spell of your writings 
is, that, unconsciously to ourselves, they make us better and 
nobler. And your writings are but the impressions struck 
off from your mind. Your conversation, when you are roused, 
has the same effect. And as you grow more familiar with 
Madame di Hegra, I wish you to speak of your boyhood, youi 
youth. Describe the exile as you have seen him, — so touch- 
ing amidst his foibles, so grand amidst the petty privations 
of his fallen fortunes, so benevolent while poring over his 
hateful M'achiavelli, so stingless in his wisdom of the ser- 
pent, so playfully astute in his innocence of the dove — I 
leave the picture to your knowledge of humour and pathos. 
Describe Violante brooding over her Italian Poets, and filled 
with dreams of her fatherland; describe her with all the 
flashes of her princely nature, shining forth through humble 
circumstance and obscure position; waken in your listener 
compassion, respect, admiration for her kindred exiles, — and 
I think our work is done. She will recognize evidently those 
vor.. II. — 20 



402 


MY NOVEL; OK. 


whom her brother seeks. She will question you closely where 
you met with them, where they now are. Protect that secret; 
say at once that it is not your own. Against your descrip- 
tions and the feelings they excite, she will not he guarded as 
against mine. And there are other reasons why your influ- 
ence over this woman of mixed nature may he more direct and 
effectual than my owm.” 

“Nay, I cannot conceive that.” 

“Believe it, without asking me to explain,” answered 
Harley. 

Por he did not judge it necessary to say to Leonard : “ I am 
high-born and wealthy, you a peasant's son, and living by 
your exertions. This woman is ambitious and distressed. 
She might have projects on me that would counteract mine on 
her. You she would but listen to, and receive, through the 
sentiments of good or of poetical that are in her; you she 
would have no interest to subjugate, no motive to ensnare.” 

“And now,” said Harley, turning the subject, “I have an- 
other object in view. This foolish sage friend of ours, in his 
bewilderment and fears, has sought to save Violante from one 
rogue by promising her hand to a man who, unless my in- 
stincts deceive me, I suspect much disposed to be another. 
Sacrifice such exuberance of life and spirit to that bloodless 
heart, to that cold and earthward intellect ! By Heaven, 
it shall irot be!” 

“But whom can the exile possibly have seen of birth and 
fortunes to render him a fitting spouse for his daughter? 
Whom, my Lord, except yourself ? ” 

“Mel” exclaimed Harley, angrily, and changing colour. 
“I worthy of such a creature? I, with my habits ! I, silken 
egotist that I am! And you, a poet, to form such an esti- 
mate of one who might be the queen of a poet’s dream! ” 

“ My Lord, when we sat the other night round Eiccabocca’s 
hearth, when I heard her speak, and observed you listen, I 
said to myself, from such knowledge of human nature as 
comes, we know not how, to us poets, — I said, ‘Harley 
L’Estrange has looked long and wistfully on the heavens, 
and he now hears the murmur of the wings that can waft him 
towards them. ’ And then I sighed, for I thought how the 
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world rules us all in spite of ourselves, and I said, ‘What 
pity for both, that the exile’s daughter is not the worldly- 
equal of the peer’s son! ’ And yon too sighed, as I thus 
thought; and I fancied that, while you listened to the music 
of the wing, you felt the iron of the chain. But the exile’s 
daugliter is your equal in birth, and you are her equal in 
heart and in soul.” 

“My poor Leonard, you rave,” answered Harley, calmly. 
“And if Violante is not to be some young prince’s bride, she 
should be some young poet’s.” 

“Poet’s! Oh, no!” said Leonard, with a gentle laugh. 
“Poets need repose where they love ! ” 

Harley was struck by the answer, and mused over it in 
silence. “I comprehend,” thought he; “it is a new light that 
dawns on me. What is needed by the man whose whole life 
is one strain after glory — whose soul sinks, in fatigue, to 
the companionship of earth — is not the love of a nature like 
his own. He is right, — it is repose ! While I ! — it is true; 
boy that he is, his intuitions are wiser than all my experi- 
ence! It is excitement, energy, elevation, that Love should 
bestow on me. But I have chosen; and, at least, with Helen 
my life will be calm, and my hearth sacred. Let the rest 
sleep in the same grave as my youth.” 

“But,” said Leonard, wishing kindly to arouse his noble 
friend from a revery which he felt was mournful, though he 
did not divine its true cause, — “but you have not yet told me 
the name of the sigiiorina’s suitor. May I know? ” 

“Probably one you never heard of. Eandal Leslie, — a 
placeman. You refused a place; you were right.” 

“ Randal Leslie? Heaven forbid ! ” cried Leonard, reveal- 
ing his surprise at the name. 

“Amen ! But what do you know of him? ” 

Leonard related the story of Burley’s pamphlet. 

Harley seemed delighted to hear his suspicions of Randal 


confirmed. “The paltry pretender; — and yet I fancied that 
he might be formidable! However, we must dismiss him for 
the present, — we are approaching Madame di Negra’s house 
Prepare yourself, and remember your promise.” 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

Somt: days have passed by. Leonard and Beatrice di Negra 
' have already made friends. Harley is satisfied with his 
young friend’s report. He himself has been actively occu- 
pied. He has sought, but hitherto in vain, all trace of Mrs. 
Bertram; he has put that investigation into the hands of his 
lawyer, and his lawyer has not been more fortunate than 
himself. Moreover, Harley has blazed forth again in the 
London world, and promises again fairs, fursur; but he 
has ahvays found time to spend some hours in the twenty- 
. four at his father’s house. He has continued much the 
same tone with Violante, and she begins to accustom herself 
to it, and reply saucily. His calm courtship to Helen flows 
on in silence. Leonard, too, has been a frequent guest at the 
Lansmeres : all welcome and like him there. Peschiera has 
not evinced any sign of the deadly machinations ascribed to 
him. He goes less into tlie drawing-room world; for in that 
world he meets Lord L’Estrange; and brilliant and hand- 
some though Peschiera be. Lord L’Estrange, like Rob Roy 
Macgregor, is “on his native heath,” and has the decided 
advantage over the foreigner. Peschiera, however, shines 
in the rduhs, and plays high. Still, scarcely an evening passes 
in which he and Baron Levy do not meet. 

Audley Eg{;rton has been intensely occupied with affairs, — 
only seen once by Harley. Harley then was about to deliver 
himself of his sentiments resxjeeting Randal Leslie, and to 
coraninnicate the story of Burley and the pamphlet. Egerton 
stopped him short. 

“ My dear Harley, don’t try to set me against this young 
man. I wish to hear nothing in his disfavour. In the first 
place, it would not alter the line of conduct I mean to adopt 
with regard to him. He is my wife’s kinsman; I charged 
myself with his career, as a wish of hers, and therefore as a 
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duty to myself. In attaoRing him so young to my own fate^ 
I drew him necessarily away from the professions in which 
his industry and talents (for he has both in no common de^ 
gree) would have secured his fortunes; therefore, be he bad, 
bo he good, I shall try to provide for him as I best can; and, 
moreover, cold as I am to him, and worldly though perhaps 
he be, I liave somehow or other conceived an interest in him, 
a liking to him. He has been under my roof, he is dependent 
on me; he has been docile and prudent, and I am a lone 
childless man; therefore, spare him, since in so doing you 
spare me; and ah, Harley, I have so many cares on me now 
that — ” 

“ Oh, say no more, my dear, dear Audley, ” cried the gener- 
ous friend; “how little people know you ! ” 

Audley ’s hand trembled. Certainly his nerves began to 
show wear and tear. 

Meanwhile, the object of this dialogue — the type of per- 
verted intellect, of mind without heart, of knowledge which 
had no aim but power — was in a state of anxious, perturbed 
gloom. He did not know whether wholly to believe Levy’s 
assurnnce of his patron’s ruin. He could not believe it when 
• he saw tha.t great house in Grosvenor Square, its hall crowded 
with lacqueys, its sideboard blazing with plate ; when no dun 
was ever seen in the antechamber; when not a tradesman was 
ever known to call twice for a bill. He hinted to Levy the 
doubts all these phenomena suggested to him; but the baron 
only smiled ominously, and said, — 

“True, the tradesmen are always paid; but the how is the 
question ! .Randal, m,on cher, you are too innocent. I have 
but two pieces of advice to suggest, in the shape of two pro- 
verbs, — ‘Wise ra,ts run from a falling house,’ and, ‘Make 
hay while the sun shines.’ Apropos, Mr. Avenel likes you 
greatly, and has been talking of the borough of Lansinere for 
you. He has contrived to get together a great interest there. 
Make much of him.” 

Randal had indeed been to Mrs. Avenel’s soiree dansante, 
and called twice and found her at home, and been very bland 
and civil, and admired the children. She had two, a boy and 
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a girlj very like tkeir fatker, with open faces as bold as brass. 
And as all this had won Mrs. Avenei’s good graces, so it had 
propitiated her husband’s. Avenel was shrewd enough to 
see how clever Eandal was. He called him “smart,” and 
said “ he would have got on in America, ” which was the 
highest praise Dick Avenel ever accorded to any man. But 
Dick himself looked a little careworn; and this was tixe first 
year in which he had murmured at the bills of his wife’s 
dressmaker, and said with an oath, that “there was such a 
thing as going too much ahead.” 

Eandal had visited Dr. Eiccabocca, and found Yiolante 
flown. True to Ms promise to Harley, the Italian refused to 
say where, and suggested, as was agreed, that for the present 
it would be more prudent if Eandal suspended his visits to 
himself. Leslie, not liking this proposition, attempted to 
make himself still necessary by working on Eicoabocca’s fears 
as to that espionage on his retreat, which had been among 
the reasons that had hurried the sage into offering Eandal 
Yiolante’s hand. But Eiccabocca had already learned that 
the fancied spy was but his neighbour Leonard; and, without 
so saying, he cleverly contrived to make the supposition of 
such espionage an additional reason for the cessation of 
Leslie’s visits. Eandal then, in his own artful, quiet, round- 
about way, had sought to find out if any communication had 
passed between L’Estrange and Eiccabocca. Brooding over 
Harley’s words to him, he suspected there had been such 
communication, with his usual penetrating astuteness. Eic- 
cabocca, here, was less on his guard, and rather parried the 
sidelong questions than denied their inferences. 

Eandal began already to surmise the truth. Where was it 
likely Yiolante should go but to the Lansmeres? This con- 
firmed his idea of Harley’s pretensions to her hand. YV'ith 
such a rival what chance had he? Eandal never doubted for 
a moment that the pupil of Machiavelli would “throw him 
over,” if such an alliance to his daughter really presented it- 
self. The schemer at once discarded from his objects all 
further aim on Yiolante; either she would he poor, and he 
would not have her; or she would be rich, and her father 
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would give her to another. As his heart had never been 
touched by the fair Italian, so the moment her inheritance 
I became more doubtful, it gave him no pang to lose her ; but 

he did feel very sore and resentful at the thought of being 
supplanted by Lord L’Estrange,~the man who had insulted 
him. 

i Neither, as yet, had Bandal made any way in his designs 

I on Frank. For several days Madame di Negra had not been 

I at home either to himself or young Hazeldean ; and Frank, 

i though very unhappy, was piqued and angry; and Eandal 

suspected, and suspected, and suspected, he knew not exactly 
what, but that the devil was not so kind to him there as that 
father of lies ought to have been to a son so dutiful. Yet, 
with all these discouragements, there was in Eandal Leslie so 
dogged and determined a conviction of his own success, there 
was so great a tenacity of purpose under obstacles, and so 
vigilant an eye upon all chances that could be turned to his 
favour, that he never once abandoned hope, nor did more than 
change the details in his main schemes. Out of calcula- 
tions apparently the most far-fetched and improbable, he had 
constructed a patient policy, to which he obstinately clung. 
How far his reasonings and patience served to his ends re- 
mains yet to be seen. But could our contempt for the base- 
ness of Randal himself be separated from the faculties which 
he elaborately degraded to the service of that baseness, one 
might allow that there was something one could scarcely de- 
spise in this still self-reliance, this inflexible resolve. Had 
such qualities, aided as they were by abilities of no ordinary 
acuteness, been applied to objects commonly honest, one 
Avould have backed Eandal Leslie against any fifty picked 
prize-men from the colleges. But there are judges of weight 
and metal who do that now, especially Baron Levy, who says 
to himself as he eyes that pale face all intellect, and that 
spare form all nerve, “This is a man who must make way in 
life; he is worth helping.” 

By the words “ worth helping ” Baron Levy meant “Vorth 
getting into my power, that he may help me.” 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

But parliament liad met. Events that belong to history 
had contributed yet more to weaken the administration. 
Randal Leslie’s interest became absorbed in politics, for the 
stake to him was his whole political career. Should Audley 
lose office, and for good, Audley could aid him no more ; but 
to abandon his patron, as Levy recommended, and pin him- 
self, in the hope of a seat in parliament, to a stranger, — an 
obscure stranger, like Dick Avenel, — that was a policy not to 
be adopted at a breath. Meanwhile, almost every night, when 
the House met, that pale face and spare form, which Levy so 
identified with shrewdness and energy, might be seen amongst 
the benches appropriated to those more select strangers who 
obtain the Speaker’s order of admission. There, Randal heard 
the great men of that day, and with the half- contemptuous 
surprise at their fame, which is common enough amongst 
clever, well-educated young men, who know not what it is to 
speak in the House of Commons. He heard much slovenly 
English, much trite reasoning, some eloquent thoughts, and 
close argument, often delivered in a jerking tone of voice 
(popularly called the parliamentary twang), and often accom- 
panied by gesticulations that would have shocked the manager 
of a provincial theatre. He thought how much better than 
these great dons (with but one or two exceptions) , he himself 
could speak, — with what more refined logic, with what more 
polished periods, how much more like Cicero and Burke ! 
Very probably he might have so spoken, and for that very 
reason have made that deadest of all dead failures, — a pre- 
tentious imitation of Burke and Cicero. One thing, however, 
he was obliged to own, — namely, that in a popular representa- 
tive assembly, it is not precisely knowledge which is power, 
or if knowledge, it is but the knowledge of that particular as- 
sembly, and what will best take with it; passion, invective, 
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sarcasm, bold declamation, shrewd common-sense, the readi- 
ness so rarely found in a very profound mind, — he owned that 
all these were the qualities that toldj when a man who ex- 
hibited nothing but “knowledge,^’ in the ordinary sense of 
the word, stood an imminent chance of being coughed down. 

There at his left — last but one in the row of the minis- 
terial chiefs — Randal watched Audley Egerton, his arms 
folded on his breast, his hat drawn over his brows, his eyes 
fixed with steady courage on whatever speaker in the Oppo- 
sition held possession of the floor. And twice Randal heard 
Egerton speak, and marvelled much at the effect that minister 
produced. For of those qualities enumerated above, and which 
Randal had observed to be most sure of success, xiudley Eger- 
ton only exhibited to a marked degree the common-sense and 
the readiness. And yet, though but little applauded by noisy 
cheers, no speaker seemed more to satisfy friends, and com- 
mand respect from foes. The true secret was this, which 
Randal might well not divine, since that young person, de- 
spite his ancient birth, his Eton rearing, and liis refined air, 
was not one of Nature’s gentlemen, — the true secret was, 
that Audley Egerton moved, looked, and spoke like a thor- 
ough gentleman of England, — a gentleman of more than 
average talents and of long experience, speaking his sincere 
opinions, not a rhetorician aiming at efl’ect. Moreover, Eger- 
ton was a consummate man of the world. He said, with ner- 
vous simplicity, what his j)arty desired to be said, and put 
what his opponents felt to be the strong points of the case. 
Calm and decorous, yet spirited and energetic, with little 
variety of tone, and action subdued and rare, but yet signal- 
ized by earnest vigou]-, Audley Egerton impressed the under- 
standing of the dullest, and pleased the taste of the most 
fastidious. 

But once, when allusions were made to a certain popular 
(juestion, on which the premier had announced his resolution 
to refuse all concession, a,nd on the expediency of which it 
was announced that the Cabinet was nevertheless divided, and 
when such allusions were coupled with direct appeals to Mr. 
Egerton, as “ the enlightened member of a great commercial 
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constituency,” and with a flattering doubt that “that Eight 
Honourable gentleman, member for that great city, identified 
with the cause of the Burgher class, could be so far behind 
the spirit of the age as his official chief,” — Randal observed 
that Egerton drew his hat still more closely over his brows, 
and turned to whisper with one of his colleagues. He could 
not be got uf to speak. 

That evening Randal walked home with Egerton, and in- 
timated his surprise that the minister had declined what 
seemed to him a good occasion for one of those brief, weighty 
replies by which Audley was chiefly distinguished, — an occa- 
sion to which he had been loudly invited by the “hears ” of 
the House. 

“Leslie,” answered the statesman, briefly, “I owe all my 
success in parliament to this rule, — I have never spoken 
against my convictions. I intend to abide by it to the last.” 

“But if the question at issue comes before the House, you 
will vote against it? ” 

“ Certainly, I vote as a member of the Cabinet. But since 
I am not leader and mouthpiece of the party, I retain as an 
individual the privilege to speak or keep silence.” 

“Ah, my dear Mr. Egerton,” exclaimed Randal, “forgive 
me. But this question, right or wrong, has got such hold of 
the public mind. So little, if conceded in time, would give 
content; and it is so clear (if I may judge by the talk I hear 
everywhere I go) that by refusing all concession, the Govern- 
ment must fall, that I wish — ” 

“So do I wish,” interrupted Egerton, with a gloomy, im- 
patient sigh, — “so do I wish! But what avails it? If my 
advice had been taken but three weeks ago — now it is too 
late — we could have doubled the rock; we refused, we must 
split upon it.” 

This speech was so unlike the discreet and reserved minis- 
ter, that Randal gathered courage to proceed with an idea 
that had occurred to his own sagacity. And before I state it, 
I must add that Egerton had of late shown much more per- 
sonal kindness to his protege ; whether his spirits were broken, 
or that at last, close and compact as his nature of bronze was, 
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he felt the imijerious want to groan aloud in some loving ear, 
the stern Audley seemed tamed and softened. So Eandal 
went on, — 

‘^May I say what I have heard expressed with regard to 
you and your position — in the streets, in the clubs? ” 

“ Yes, it is in the streets and the clubs that statessnen 
should, go to school. Say on.” 

“Well, then, I have heard it made a matter of wonder why 
you, and one or two others I will not name, do not at once re- 
tire from the ministry, and on the avowed ground that you 
side with the public feeling on this irresistible question.” 

“Eh!” 

“It is clear that in so doing you would become the most 
popular man in the country, — clear that you would be sum- 
moned back to power on the shoulders of the people. No new 
Cabinet could be formed without you, and your station in it 
would perhaps be higher, for life, than that which you may 
now retain but for a few weeks longer. Has not this ever 
occurred to you?” 

“Never,” said Audley, with dry composure. 

Amazed at such obkiseness, Randal exclaimed, “Is it pos- 
sible I And yet, forgive me if I say I think you are ambi- 
tious, and love power.” 

“No man more ambitious; and if by power you mean oJSice, 
it has grown the habit of my life, and I shall not know what 
to do without it.” 

“And how, then, has what seems to me so obvious never 
occurred to you? ” 

“ Because you are young, and therefore I forgive you; but 
nf)t the gossips who could wonder why Audley Egerton re- 
fused to betray the friends of his whole career, and to profit 
by the treason.” 

“But one should love one’s country before a party.” 

“No doubt of that; and the first interest of a country is the 
honour of its public men.” 

“But men may leave their party without dishonour ! ” 

“ Who doubts that? Do you suppose that if I were an or- 
dinary independent member of parliament, loaded with no 
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■obligations, charged, with no trust, I could hesitate for a mo- 
ment what course to pursue? Oh, that I were but the mem- 
ber for ! Oh, that I had the full right to be a free agent! 

But if a member of a Cabinet, a chief in whom thousands 
confide, because he is outvoted in a council of his colleagues, 
suddenly retires, and by so doing breaks up the whole 
party whose confidence he has enjoyed, whose rewards he has 
reaped, to whom he owes the very position which he employs 
to their ruin, — own that though his choice may be honest, 
it is one which requires all the consolations of conscience.” 

“But you will have those consolations. And,” added 
Randal, energetically, “the gain to your career will be so 
immense ! ” 

“That is precisely what it cannot be,” answered Egerton, 
gloomily. “I grant that I may, if I choose, resign ojfice with 
the present Government, and so at once destroy that Govern- 
ment; for my resignation on such ground would suffice to do 
it. I grant this; but for that very reason I could not the 
next day take office with another administration. I could 
not accept wages for desertion. Ko gentleman could 1 and 
therefore — ” Audley stopped short, and buttoned his coat 
over his broad breast. The action was significant; it said 
that the man’.s mind was made up. 

In fact, whether Audley Egerton was riglit or wrong in his 
theory depends upon much subtler, and perhaps loftier, views 
in the casuistry of political duties, than it was in his charac- 
ter to take. And 1 guard myself from saying anything in 
praise or disfavour of his notions, or implying that he is a fit 
or unfit example in a parallel case. 1 am bilt describing the 
man as he was, and as a, man like him would inevitably be, 
under the influences in which he lived, and in that peculiar 
world of which he was so emphatically a member. “ Oe n^est 
pas moi qni parle, c’est Marc Aurffie.” 

He speaks, not I. 

Randal had no time for further discussion. They now 
reached Egerton ’s house, and the minister, taking the cham- 
ber candlestick from his servant's hand, nodded a silent good- 
night to Leslie, and with a jaded look retired to his room. 
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CHAPTEE XV. 

But not on the threatened question was that eventful cam- 
paign of Party decided. The Government fell less in battle 
than skirmish. It was one fatal Monday — a dull question of 
finance and figures. Prosy and few were the speakers, — all 
the Government silent, save the Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
and another business-like personage connected with the Board 
of Trade, whom the House would hardly condescend to hear. 
The House was in no mood to think of facts and figures. 
Early in the evening, between nine and ten, the Speaker’s 
sonorous voice sounded, “ Strangers must withdraw ! ” And 
Randal, anxious and foreboding, descended from his seat and 
went out of the fatal doors. He turned to take a last glance 
at Audley Egerton. The whipper-in was whispering to 
Audleyj and the minister pushed back his hat from his 
brows, and glanced round the House, and up into the gal- 
leries, as if to calculate rapidly the relative numbers of the 
two armies in the field; then he smiled bitterly, and threw 
himself back into his seat. That smile long haunted Leslie. 

Amongst the strangers thus banished with Randal, while 
the division was being taken, were many young men, like 
himself, connected with the administration, — some by blood, 
some by place. Hearts beat loud in the swarming lobbies. 
Ominous mournful whispers were exchanged. “They say 
the Government will have a majority of ten.” “Ho; I 

hear they will certainly be beaten.” “H says by fifty.” 

“I don’t believe it,” said a Lord of the Bedchamber; “it is 
impossible. I left five Government members dining at The 
Travellers.” “Ho one thought the division would be so 
early.” “A trick of the VSHiigs r~ shameful ! ’’ “Wonder 

some one was not set up to talk for time; very odd P did 

not speak; however, he is so cursedly rich, he does not care 
whether he is out or in.” “Yes; and Audley Egerton too, just 
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such another : glad, no doubt, to be set free to look after Ms 
property; very different tactics if we had men to whom office 
was as necessary as it is — tome!” said a candid young 
placeman. Suddenly the silent Leslie felt a friendly grasp 
on his arm. He turned and saw Levy. 

Bid I not tell you? ” said the baron, with an exulting 
smile. 

“You are sure, then, that the Government will be out- 
voted?” 

“I spent the morning in going over the list of members 
with a parliamentary client of mine, who knows them all as 
a shepherd does his sheep. Majority for the Opposition at 
least twenty-five.” 

“ And in that case must the Government resign, sir? ” asked 
the candid young placeman, who had been listening to the 
smart, well-dressed baron, “his soul planted in his ears.” 

“ Of course, sir,” replied the baron, blandly, and offering his 
snuff-box (true Louis Quinze, with a miniature of Madame cle 
Pompadour, set in pearls). “You are a friend to the present 
ministers? You could not wish them to be mean enough to 
stay in?” Randal drew aside the baron. 

' “ If Audley’s affairs are as you state, what can he do? ” 

“I shall ask him that question to-morrow,” answered the 
baron, with a look of visible hate ; “ and I have come here just 
to see how he bears the prospect before him.” 

“ You will not discover that in his face. And those absurd 
scruples of his ! If he had but gone out in time — to come in 
again with the New Men ! ” 

“Oh, of course, our Right Honourable is too punctilious 
for that I ” answered the baron, sneering. 

Suddenly the doors opened, in rushed the breathless expec- 
tants, “What are the numbers? What is the division? ” 

“Majority against ministers,” said a member of Opposition, 
peeling an orange, “twenty-nine.” 

The baron, too, had a Speaker’s order; and he came into 
the House with Randal, and sat by his side. Rut, to thcii' 
disgust, some member was talking about the other motions be- 
fore the House. 
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“What! has nothing been said as to the division?” asked 
the baron of a young county member, who was talking to 
some non -parliamentary friend in the bench before Levy. 
The county member was ozie of the baron’s pet eldest sons, — 
had dined often with Levy, was under “ obligations ” to him. 
The young legislator looked very much ashamed of Levy’s 
friendly pat on his shoulder, and answered hurriedly, “Oh, 

yes ; H asked if, after such an expression of the House, 

it was the intention of ministers to retain their places, and 
carry on the business of the Government.” 

“ Just like H ! Very inquisitive mind ! And what was 

the answer he got? ” 

“None,” said the county member; and returned in haste to 
his proper seat in the body of the House. 

“There comes Egerton,” said the baron. And, indeed, as 
most of the members were now leaving the House, to talk 
over affairs at clubs or in saloons, and spread through town 
the great tidings, Audley Egerton’s tall head was seen tower- 
ing above the rest. And Levy turned away disappointed. 
For not only was the minister’s handsome face, though pale, 
serene and cheerful, but there was an obvious courtesy, a 
marked respect, in the mode in which that assembly — heated 
though it was — made way for the fallen minister as he 
passed through the jostling crowd. And the frank urbane 
nobleman, who afterwards, from the force, not of talent but 
of character, became the leader in that House, pressed the 
hand of his old opponent, as they met in the throng near the 
doors, and said aloud, “I shall not be a proud man if ever I 
live to have office; but I shall be proud if ever I leave it with 
iis little to be said against me as your bitterest opponents can 
say against you, Egerton.” 

“I wonder,” exclaimed the baron, aloud, and leaning over 
the partition that divided him from the throng below, so that 
his voice reached Egerton — and there was a cry from formal, 
indignant members, “Order in the strangers’ gallery I ” — “I 
wonder what Lord L’Estrange will say? ” 

Audley lifted his dark brows, surveyed the baron for an 
instant with flashing eyes, then walked down the narrow do- 
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file between the last benches, and vanished from the scene, in 
which, alas ! so few of the most admired performers leave 
more than an actor’s short-lived name ! 


CHAPTER XVI. 

Baeon Lew did not execute his threat of calling on Eger- 
ton the next morning. Perhaps he shrank from again meet- 
ing the flash of those indignant eyes. And indeed Egerton 
was too busied all the forenoon to see any one not upon pub- 
lic affairs, except Harley, who hastened to console or cheer 
him. When the House met, it was announced that the min- 
isters had resigned, only holding their offices till their suc- 
cessors were appointed. But already there was some reaction 
in their favour; and when it became generally known that 
the new administration was to be formed of men few indeed 
of whom had ever before held office, the common superstition 
in the public mind that government is like a trade, in which 
a regular apprenticeship must be served, began to prevail; 
and the talk at the clubs was that the new men could not 
stand; that the former ministry, with some modification, 
would be back in a month. Perhaps that too might be a rea- 
son why Baron Levy thought it prudent not prematurely to 
offer vindictive condolences to Mr. Egerton. Randal spent 
part of his morning in inquiries as to what gentlemen in his 
situation meant to do with regard to their iflaces ; he heard 
with great satisfaction that very few intended to volunteer 
retirement from their desks. As Randal himself had ob- 
served to Egerton, “ Their country before their party ! ” 

Randal’s place was of great moment to him; its duties were 
easy, its salary amply sufficient for his wants, and defrayed 
such expenses as were bestowed on the education of Oliver 
and his sister. For I am bound to do justice to this young 
man, — indifferent as he was towards his species in general, 
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the ties of family were strong with himj and lie stinted him- 
self in many temptations most alluring to his age, in the en- 
deavour to raise the dull honest Oliver and the loose-haired 
pretty Juliet somewhat more to his own level of culture and 
refinement. Men essentially griping and unscrupulous often 
do make the care for their family an apology for their sins 
against the world. Even Richard III., if the chroniclers are 
to be trusted, excused the murder of his nephews by his pas- 
sionate affection for his son. With the loss of that place, 
Randal lost all means of support, save what Audley could 
give him; and if Audley were in truth ruined? Moreover, 
Randal had already established at the office a reputation for 
ability and. industry. It was a career in which, if he ab- 
stained from party politics, he might rise to a fair station 
and to a considerable income. Therefore, much contented 
with what he learned as to the general determination of his 
fellow officials, a determination warranted by ordinary pre- 
cedent in such oases, Randal dined at a club with good relish, 
and much Christian resignation for the reverse of his patron, 
and then walked to Grosvenor Square, on the chance of find- 
ing Audley within. Learning that he was so, from the porter 
who opened the door, Randal entered the library. Three 
gentlemen were seated there with Egerton: one of the three 
was Lord L’ Estrange; the other two were members of the 
really defunct, though nominally still existing, Government. 
He was about to withdraw from intruding on this conclave, 
when Egerton said to him gently, “Come in, Leslie; I was 
just speaking about yourself.” 

“About me, sir?” 

“Yes; about you and the place you hold. I had asked Sir 

[pointing to a fellow minister] whether I might not, 

with propriety, request your chief to leave some note of his 
opinion of your talents, which I know is high, and which 
might serve yon with his successor.” 

“ Oh, sir, at such a time to think of me ! ” exclaimed Ran- 
dal, and he was genuinely touched. 

“But,” resumed Audley, with his usual dryness, “Sir , 

to my surprise, thinks that it would better become you that 

TOr,. It — 27 
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you should resign. Unless his reasons, which he nas not yet 
stated, are very strong, such would not be my advice.” 

“M.y reasons,” said Sir > with ofScial formality, “are 

simply these : I have a nephew in a similar situation ; he will 
resign, as a matter of course. Every one in the public oflices 
whose relations and near connections hold high appointments 
in the Government will do so. I do not think Mr. Leslie 
will like to feel himself a solitary exception.” 

“Mr. Leslie is no relation of mine, — not even a near con- 
nection,” answered Egerton. 

“ But his name is so associated with your own : he has re- 
sided so long in your house, is so well known in society (and 
don’t think I compliment when I add, that we hope so well 
of him), that I can’t think it worth his while to keep this 
paltry place, which incapacitates him too from a seat in 
parliament.” 

Sir was one of those terribly rich men, to whom all 

considerations of mere bread and cheese are paltry. But I 
must add that he supposed Egerton to be still wealthier than 
himself, and sure to provide handsomely for Randal, whom 

Sir rather liked than not; and for Randal’s own sake, 

snip thought it would lower him in the estimation of Eger- 

ton himself, despite that gentleman’s advocacy, if he did not 
follow the example of his avowed and notorious patron. 

“You see, Leslie,” said Egerton, checking Randal’s medi- 
tated reply, “ that nothing can be said against your honour if 
you stay where you are ; it is a mere question of expediency ; 
I will judge that for you; keep your place.” 

Unhappily the other member of the Government, who had 
hitherto been silent, was a literary man. Unhappily, while 
this talk had proceeded, he had placed his hand upon. Randal 
Leslie’s celebrated pamphlet, which lay on the library table; 
and, turning over the leaves, the whole spirit and matter of 
that masterly composition in defence of the administration 
(a composition steeped in all the essence of party) recurred 
to his too faithful recollection. He, too, liked Randal; he 
did more, — he admired the author of that striking and effec- 
tive pamphlet. And therefore, rousing himself from the 
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sublime indifference he had before felt for the fate of a subal- 
tern, he said, with a bland and complimentary smile, “No 5 
the writer of this most able publication is no ordinary place- 
man. His opinions here are too vigorously stated; this fine 
irony on the very person who in all probability will be the 
chief in his office has excited too lively an attention to allow 
him the sedet eternu'niq;ue, sedebit on an official stool. Ha, ha! 
this is so good! Head it, L'Estrange. What say you? ” 

Harley glanced over the page pointed out to him. The 
original was in one of Burley’s broad, coarse, but telling bur- 
lesques, strained fine through EandaPs more polished satire. 
It was capital. Harley smiled, and lifted his eyes to Eandal. 
The unlucky plagiarist’s face was flushed,— the beads stood 
on his brow. Harley was a good hater; he loved too warmly 
not to err on the opposite side; but he was one of those men 
who forget hate when its object is distressed and humbled. 
He put down the pamphlet and said, “ I am no politician ; but 
Egerton is so well known to be fastidious and over-scrupulous 
in all points of official etiquette, that Mr. Leslie cannot follow 
a safer counsellor.” 

“Kead that yourself, Egerton,” said Sir ; and he 

pushed the pamphlet to Audley. 

Now Egerton had a dim recollection that that pamphlet 
was unlucky; but he had skimmed over its contents hastily, 
and at that moment had forgotten all about it. He took up 
the too famous work with a reluctant hand, but he read atten- 
tively the passages pointed out to him, and then said gravely 
and sadly, — 

“Mr. Leslie, I retract my advice. I believe Sir is 

right, — that the nobleman here so keenly satirized will be 
the chief in your office. I doubt whether he will not compel 
your dismissal; at all events, he could scarcely be expected 
to promote your advancement. Under the circumstances, I 
fear you have no option as a — ” Egerton paused a moment, 
and, with a sigh that seemed to settle the question, concluded 
with — “as a gentleman.” 

Never did Jack Cade, never did Wat Tyler, feel a more 
deadly hate to that word “gentleman” than the well-born 
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Leslie felt then; but he bowed his head; and answered with 
his usual presence of mind,-— 

“¥ou utter my own sentiment.” 

You think we are right, Harley? ” asked Egerton, with an 
irresolution that surprised all present. 

“I think,” answered Harley, with a compassion for Randal 
that was almost ovei-gonerous, and yet with an equivoque on 
the words, despite the compassion, — “I think whoever has 
served A,udley Egerton never yet has been a loser by it; and 
if Mr. Leslie wrote this pamphlet, he must have well served 
Audley Egerton. If he undergoes the penalty, we may safely 
trust to Egerton for the compensation.” 

‘*My compensation has long since been made,” answered 
Randal, with grace; ‘‘and that Mr. Egerton could thus have 
cared for my fortunes, at an hour so occupied, is a thought of 
pride which — ” 

“Enough, Leslie! enough!” interrupted Egerton, rising 
and pressing his protige^s hand. “ See me before you go to 
bed.” 

Then the two other ministers rose also and shook hands 
with Leslie, and told him he had done the right thing, 
and that they hoped soon to see him in parliament; and 
hinted, smilingly, that the next administration did not prom- 
ise to he very long-lived ; and one asked him to dinner, and 
the other to spend a week at his country-seat. And amidst 
these congratulations at the stroke that left him penniless, 
the distinguished pamphleteer left the room. How he cursed 
big John Burley 1 


CHAPTER XVII. 

It was past midnight when Audley Egerton summoned 
Randal. The statesman was then alone, seated before his 
great desk, with its manifold compartments, and engaged on 
the- task of transferring various papers and letters, some to 
waste-basket, some to the, flames, some to two great 
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iron chests with patent locks, that stood, open-mouthed, at 
his feet. Strong, stern, and gTim looked those iron chests, 
silently receiving the relics of power departed; strong, stern, 
and grim as the grave. Audley lifted his eyes at Randal’s 
entrance, signed to him to take a chair, continued his task 
for a few moments, and then turning round, as if by an effort 
he plucked himself from his master-passion, — Public Life, — 
he said, with deliberate tones, — 

“ I know not, Randal Leslie, whether you thought me need- 
lessly cautious, or wantonly unkind, when I told you never to 
exi)ect from me more than such advance to your career as my 
then position could effect,— never to expect from my liberality 
in life, nor from my testament in death, an addition to your 
private fortunes. I see by your gesture what would be your 
reply, and I thank you for it. T now tell you, as yet in con- 
fidence, though before long it can be no secret to the world, 
that my pecuniary affairs have been so neglected by me in 
ray devotion to those of the State, that I am somewhat like 
the man who portioned out his capital at so much a day, cal- 
culating to live just long enough to make it last. Unfortu- 
nately he lived too long.” Audley smiled — but the smile 
was cold as a sunbeam upon ice — and went on with the same 
firm, unfaltering accents. “The prospects that face me I am 
prepared for; they do not take me by surprise. I knew long 
since how this would end, if I survived the loss of office. I 
knew it before you came to me, and therefore I spoke to you as 
I did, judging it manful and right to guard you against hopes 
which you might otherwise have naturally entertained. On this 
hea,d, I need say no more. It may excite your surprise, possibly 
your blame, that I, esteemed methodical and practical enough in 
the affairs of the State, should be so imprudent as to my own.” 

“ Oh, sir ! you owe no account to me.” 

“ To you, at least, as much as to any one. I am a solitary 
man ; my few relations need nothing from me. I had a right 
CO spend what I possessed as I pleased ; and if I have spent it 
recklessly as regards myself, I have not spent it ill in its effect 
on others. It has been my object for many years to have no 
Private Life, — to dispense with its sorrows, joys, affections ; 
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and as to its duties, they did not exist for me. I have said.^’ 
Mechanically, as he ended, the minister’s hand closed the lid 
of one of the iron boxes, and on the closed lid he rested his 
firm foot. “But now,” he resumed, “I have failed to advanr-c 
your career. True, I warned you that you drew into a lottery ; 
but you had more chance of a prize than a blank. A. blank, 
however, it has turned out, and the (luestion becomes grave, — 
What are you to do ?” 

Here, seeing that Egerton came to a full pause, liandal 
answered readily, — 

“ Still, sir, to go by your advice.” 

“My advice,” said Audley, with a softened look, “would 
perhaps be rude and unpalatable. I would rather place be- 
fore you an option. On the one hand, recommence life again. 
I told you that I would keep your name on your college 
books. You can return, you can take your degree, after that, 
you can go to the Bar, — you have just the talents calculated 
to succeed in that profession. Success will be slow, it is 
true ; but, with perseverance, it will be sure. And, believe 
me, Leslie, Ambition is only sweet while it is but the loftier 
name for Hope. Who would care for a fox’s brush if it had 
not been rendered a prize by the excitement of the chase ? ” 

“ Oxford — again i It is a long step back in life,” said Ran- 
dal, drearily, and little heeding Egertoii’s unusna.l indulgence 
of illustration. “A long step back — and to wbat? To a 
profession in which one never begins to vise till one’s hair is 
gray. Besides, how live in the mean while ? ” 

not let that thought disturb you. Tlio, modest income 
that suffices for a student at the Bar, I trust, at least, to 
insure you from the wrecks of ray fortune.” 

“Ah, sir, I would not burden you further. What right 
have I to such kindness, save my name of Leslie ? ” And in 
spite of himself, as Randal concluded, a tone of bitterness, 
that betrayed reprotich, broke forth, Egerton was too much 
the man of the world not to comprehend the reproach, and not 
bo pardon it. 

= “ Oertaiuly, ” he answered calmly, “as a Leslie yon are 
entitled to my consideration, and would have been entitled 
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periiaps to more, had I not so explicitly warned you to the 
contrary. But the Bar does not seem to please you?” 

“What is the alternative, sir ? Let me decide when I hear 
it,” answered Randal, sullenly. He began to lose respect for 
the man who owned he could do so little for him, and who 
evidently recommended him to shift for himself. 

If one could have pierced into Egerton’s gloomy heart as 
he noted the young man’s change of tone, it may be a doubt 
whether one would have seen there pain or pleasure, — pain, 
for merely from the force of habit he had begun to like Ran' 
dal, or pleasure at the thought that he might have reason to 
withdraw that liking. So lone and stoical had grown the 
man who had made it his object to have no private lifel Re- 
vealing, however, neither pleasure nor pain, but with the com- 
posed calmness of a judge upon the bench, Egerton replied, — 

“ The alternative is, to continue in the. course you have be- 
gun, and still to rely on me.” 

“Sir, ray dear Mr. Egerton,” exclaimed Randal, regaining 
all his usual tenderness of look and voice, “rely on you I But 
that is all I ask. Only — ” 

“Only, you would say, I am going out of power, tod you 
don’t see the chance of my return ? ” 

“I did not mean that.” 

“Permit me to suppose that you did : very true ; but'the 
party I belong to is as sure of return as the pendulum of that 
clock is sure to obey the mechanism that moves it from left 
to right. Our successors profess to come in upon a popular 
question. All administrations who do that are necessa- 
rily short-lived. Either they do not go far enough to please 
present supporters, or they go so far as to arm new enemies in 
the rivals who outbid tlieni with the people. ’T is the history 
of all revolutions, and of all reforms. Our own administra- 
tion in reality is destroyed for havitig passed what was called 
a popular measure a year ago, which lost us half our friends, 
and refusing to propose another populto measure this yeUr, in 
the which we are outstripped by the men who hallooed nb on 
to the last. Therefore, whatever our successors do, we shall, 
by the law of reaction, have another experiment of power 
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afforded to ourselves. It is but a question of time ; you can 
■wait for it, — •whether I can is uncertain. But if I die before 
that day arrives, I have influence enough still left with those 
who will come in, to obtain a promise of a better provision for 
you than that which you have lost. The promises of public 
men are proverbially uncertain; but I shall entrust your cause 
to a man who never failed a friend, and whose, rank will 
enable him to see that justice is done to you, — I speak of 
Lord L’Estrange.” 

“Oh, not he ; he is unjust to me ; he dislikes me ; he — ” 

“May dislike you (he has his whims), but he loves me ; 
and though for no other human being but you would I ask 
Harley L’Estrange a favour, yet for -^ou I will,” said Egerton, 
betraying, for the first time in that dialogue, a visible emo- 
tion, — “for you, a Leslie, a kinsman, however remote, to 
the wife from whom I received iny fortune! And despite all 
my cautions, it is possible that in wasting that fortune I may 
have wronged you. Enough : you have now before you the 
two options, much as you had at first ; but you have at pres- 
ent more experience to aid you in your choice. You are a 
man, and with more brains than most men ; think over it 
well, and decide for yourself. Now to bed, and postpone 
thought till the morrow. Poor Eandal, you look pale!” 

Audley, as he said the last words, put his hand on EandaPs 
shoulder, almost with a father’s gentleness ; and then sud- 
denly drawing himself up, as the hard inflexible expression, 
stamped on that face by years, returned, he moved away 
and resettled to Public Life and the iron box. 


CHAPTEE XVIII. 

Eajblt the next day Eandal Leslie was in the luxurious 
business-room of Baron Levy. How unlike the cold Doric 
simplicity of the statesman’s library! Axminster carpets, 
three inches thick; jportieres a la Fra.ngcdse before the doors. 
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Parisian bron^.es on the chiinney-pieoe j and all the recepta- 
cles that lined the room, and contained title-deeds and post- 
obits and bills and promises to pay and lawyer-like japan 
boxes, with many a noble name written thereon in large white 
capitals — ‘‘making ruin pompous,” — all these sepulchres of 
depart(;d ])atrimonies veneered in rosewood that gleamed with 
French ]x>lis]i, and blazed with orraulu. There was a coquetry, 
an air of yuattm, so diffused over the whole room, that you 
could not, for the life of you, recollect you were with a usurer ! 
Flubus wore the aspect of his enemy Cupid ; and how realize 
your idea of Harpagon in that baron, with his easy French 
^‘Mon cher,’^ and his white, warm hands that pressed yours so 
genially, and his dress so exquisite, even at the earliest morn? 
No man ever yet saw that baron in a dressing-gown and slip- 
pers ! As one fancies some feudal baron of old (not half so 
terrible) everlastingly clad in mail, so all one’s notions of this 
grand marauder of civilization were inseparably associated 
with varnished boots and a camellia in the button-hole. 

“And this is all that he does for you! ” cried the baron, 
pressing together the points of his ten taper fingers. “ Had 
he but let you conclude your career at Oxford, I have heard 
enough of your scholarship to know that you would have 
taken high honours, been secure of a fellowship, have betaken 
yourself with conbmt to a slow and laborious profession, and 
prepared yourself to die on the woolsack.” 

“He proposes to me now to return to Oxford,” said Eandal. 
“ It is not too late I ” 

“Yes, it is,” said the baron. “Neither individuals nor 
nations ev(n’ go back of their own accord. There must be an 
earthquake before a river recedes to its source.” 

“You speak well,” answered Randal, “and I cannot gainsay 
you. But now! ” 

“Ah, the 7lo^a is the grand question in life, the then is ob- 
solete, gone by, — out of fashion; and now, mon cher, you 
come to ask my advice? ” 

“No, Baron, I come to ask your explanation.” 

“Of what? ” 

“T want to know why you spoke to me of Mr. Rgertoii’s 
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rain ; why you spoke to me of the lands to be sold by Mr, 
Thornhill; and why you spoke to me of Count Pesehiera. 
You touched on each of those points within ten minutes, — 
you omitted to indicate what link can connect them.” 

“By Jove,” said the baron, rising, and with more admira- 
tion in his face than you could have conceived that face, so 
smiling and so cynical, could exhibit, — “by Jove, Eandal 
Leslie, but your shrewdness is wonderful. You really are 
the first young man of your day; and I will ‘help you,’ as 1 
helped Auclley Egerton. Perhaps you will be more grateful. ” 

Eandal thought of Egerton ’s ruin. The parallel implied 
by the baron did not suggest to him the rare enthusiasm of 
gratitude. However, he merely said, “Pray, proceed; I lis- 
ten to you with interest.” 

“As for politics, then,” said the baron, “we will discuss 
that topic later. I am waiting myself to see how these new 
men get on. The first consideration is for your private for- 
tunes. You should buy this ancient Leslie property — Eood 
and Dulmansberry — only £20,000 down; the rest may re- 
main on mortgage forever — • or at least till I find you a rich 
wife,— -as in fact I did for Egerton. Thornhill wants the 
£20,000 now, — wants them very much.” 

“And where,” said Bandal, with an iron smile, “are the 
£20,000 yon ascribe to me to come from?” 

“ Ten thousand shall come to you the day Count Peschiera 
marries the daughter of his kinsman with your help and aid ; 
the remaining ten thousand I will lend you. Xo scruple, — 1. 
shall hazard nothing, the estates will bear that additional 
burden. What say you, — shall it be so?” 

“ Ten thousand pounds from Count Peschiera!” said Ilau- 
dal, breathing hard. “You cannot be serious? Such a sum 
— for what? — for a mere piece of information? How other- 
wise can I aid him? Tliere must be trick and deception in- 
tended here.” 

“My dear fellow,” answered Levy, “I will give yoxr a hint. 
There is such a thing in life as being over-suspicious. If you 
have a fault, it is that. The information yon allude to is, of 
course, the first assistance you are to give. Perhap'f icore 
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may be needed, perhaps not. Of that you will judge your- 
self, sin(3e the £ 10,000 are contingent on the marriage 
aforesaid.” 

“ Over-suspicious or not,” answered Eandal, “the amount of 
the sum is too improbable, and the security too bad, for me 
to listen to this proposition, even if I could descend to — ” 

“ Stop, man cher. Business first, scruples afterwards. The 
security too bad ; what security? ” 

“The word of Count di Peschiera.” 

“ He has nothing to do with it, he need know nothing about 
it. ’T is my word yon doubt. I am your security.” 

Eandal thought of that dry witticism in Gibbon, “Abu 
Rafe says he will be witness for this fact, but who will be 
witness for Abu Rafe? ” but he remained silent, only fixing 
on Levy those dark observant eyes, with their contracted, 
wary pupils. 

“The fact is simply this,” resumed Levy: “Count di 
Resohiera has promised to pay his sister a dowry of .€ 20,000, 
in case he has the money to spare. He can only have it to 
spare by the marriage we are discussing. On my part, as I 
manage his affairs in England for him, I have promised that, 
for the said sum of € 20,000, I will guarantee the expenses 
in the way of that marriage, and settle with Madame di 
Negra. Now, though I-*eschiera is a very liberal, warm- 
hearted fellow, I doji’t say tliat he would have named so 
large a sum for his sister’s dowry, if in strict truth he did 
not owe it to her. It is the amount of her own fortune, 
which by some arrangements ■with her late husband, not ex- 
actly legal, he possessed himself of. If Madame di Negra 
went to law with him for it, she could get it back. I have 
explained this to himj and, in short, you now understand 
why the sum is thus assessed. But I have bought up Madame 
di Negra’s debts, I have bought up young Hazeldean’s (for we 
must make a match between these two a part of our arrange- 
ments). I shall present to Peschiera, and to these excellent 
young persons, an account that will absorb the whole 
:6 20,000. That sum will come into my hands. If I settle 
the claims against them for half the money, which, makiug 
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myself tlie sole creditor, I have the right to do, the moiety 
will remain. And if I choose to give it to you in return for 
the services which XJrovide Peschiera with a princely fortune, 
discharge the debts of his sister, and secure her a husband in 
my promising young client, Mr. Hazeldean, that is iny look- 
out, — all parties are satisfied, and no one need ever bo the 
wiser. The sum is large, no doubt; it answers to me to give 
it to you ; does it answer to you to receive it? ” 

Bandal was greatly agitated; but A'ile as he was, and sys- 
tematically as in thought he had brought himself to regard 
others merely as they could be made subservient to his own 
interest, still, with all who have not hardened themselves in 
actual crime, there is a wide distinction between the thought 
and the act; and though, in the exercise of ingenuity and 
cunning, he would have had few scruples in that moral swin- 
dling which is mildly called “outwitting another,” yet thus 
nakedly and openly to accept a bribe for a deed of treachery 
towards the poor Italian who had so generously trusted him 

— he recoiled. He was nerving himself to refuse, when 
Levy, opening his pocket-book, glanced over the memoranda 
therein, and said, as to himself, “liood Manor — Dulmans- 
berry, sold to the Thornhills by Sir Gilbert Leslie, knight of 
the shire; estimated present net rental £2250 7s. Od. It is 
the greatest bargain I ever knew. And with this estate in 
hand, and your talents, Leslie, I don’t see why you should 
not rise higher than Audley Egerton. He was poorer than 
you once ! ” 

The old Leslie lands — a positive stake in the country — 
the restoration of the fallen family; and on the other hand, 
either long drudgery at the Bar, — a scanty allowance on 
Egerton’ 8 bounty, his sister wasting her youth at slovenly, 
dismal Rood, Oliver debased into a boor ! — or a mendicant’s 
dependence on the contemptuous pity of Harley L ’Estrange, 

— Harley, who had refused his hand to him, Harley, who 
perhaps would become the husband of Yiolante ! Rage seized 
him as these contrasting pictures rose before his view. He 
walked to and fro in disorder, striving to re-collect his 
thoughts, and reduce himself from the passions of the human 
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i heart into the mere mechanism of calculating intellect. “I 

.1 cannot conceive,” said he, abruptly, “why you should tempt 

j me thus, — what interest it is to you ! ” 

I Baron Levy smiled, and put up his pocket-book. He saw 

I from that moment that the victory was gained. 

I “My dear boy,” said he, with the most agreeable lonliom- 

1 m'ie, “ it is very natural that you should think a man would 

have a personal interest in whatever he does for another. I 
I believe that view of human nature is called utilitarian phi- 

■j losophy, and is much in fashion at present. Let me try and 

explain to you. In this affair I sha’nH injure myself. True, 
you will say, if I settle claims which amount to £20,000 for 
£ 10,000, I might put the surplus into my own pocket instead 
of yours. Agreed. But I shall not get the £ 20,000, nor re- 
pay myself Madame di Negra’s debts (whatever I may do as 
to Hazeldean’s), unless the count gets this heiress. You can 
help in this. I want you; and I don’t think I could get you 
by a less offer than I make. I shall soon pay myself back the 
£ 10,000 if the count get hold of the lady and her fortune. 
Brief, I see my way here to my own interests. Do you want 
more reasons, — you shall have them. I am now a very rich 
man. How have I become so? Through attaching myself 
: from the first to persons of expectations, whether from for- 

tune or talent, I have made connections in society, and 
^ society has enriched me. I have still a passion for making 

• money. Que voulez-vous? It is my profession, my hobby. 

It will be useful to me in a thousand ways to secure as a 
i fri{‘nd a young man who will have influence with other young 

men, heirs to something better than Rood Hall. You may 
succeed in public life. A man in public life may attain 
' to the knowledge of State secrets that are very profitable 

! to one who dabbles a little in the Funds. We can perhaps 

hereafter do business together that may put yourself in a way 
of clearing off all mortgages on these estates, — on the encum- 
; bered possession of which I shall soon congratulate you. You 

see I am frank; ’tis the only way of coming to the point 
! with so clever a fellow as you. And now, since the less we 

rake up the mud in a pond from which we have resolved to 
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drink the better, let ns dismiss all other tbuiiglits but that of 
securing our end. Will yon tell Peschiera where the young 
lady is, or shall I? Better do it yourself; reason enough for 
it, that he has oonfided to you his hojje, and asked you to 
hel]^ him; why should not you? Kot a word to him about 
oiu' little arrangement; he need never know it. You need 
never be troubled.” Levy rang the bell; “Order my car- 
riage round. ” 

Randal made no objection. He was deathlike pale, but 
there was a sinister expression of firmne.ss on his thin, blood- 
less lips. 

“The next point,” Levy resumed, “is to hasten the match 
between Prank and the fair widow. How does that stand? ” 

“She will not see me, nor receive him.” 

“ Oh, learn why ! And if you find on either side there is a 
hitch, just let me know ; I will soon remove it. ” 

“ Has Hazeldean consented to the post-obit? ” 

“Not yet; I have not pressed it; 1 wait the right moment, 
if necessary.” 

“It will be necessary.” 

“Ah, you wish it. It shall be so.” 

Randal Leslie again paced the room, and after a silent self- 
commune came up close to the baron, and said, — 

“ Look you, sir, I am poor and ambitious ; you have tempted 
me at the right moment, and with the right inducement. 
I succumb. But what guarantee have I that this money 
will be paid, these estates made mine upon the conditions 
stipixlated? ” 

“Before anything is settled,” replied the baron, “go and 
ask my character of any of our young friends, Borrowell, 
Spendquie.k — whom ymi please; you will hear me abused, of 
course; but they will all say this of me, that when I pass my 
word, I keep it. If I say, *Mon cher, yon shall have the 
money,’ a man has it; if I say, ‘I renew your bill for six 
months, ’ it is renewed. ’T is my way of doing business. In 
all cases my word is my bond. In this case, where no writ- 
ing can pass between ns, my only bond must be my word. 
<a-Q,‘ then, make your mind clear as to your security, and 
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come here and dine at eight. We will call on Peschiera 
afterwards!.'’ 

“Yes,” said Randal, “I will at all events take the day to 
consider. Meanwhile, I say this, I do not disguise from my- 
self the nature of the pro])osed transaction, but what I have 
once resolved I go through with. My sole vindication to my- 
self is, that if I ijlay here with a false die, it will be for a 
stake so grand, as once won, the magnitude of the prize will 
cancel the ignominy of the play. It is not this sum of money 
for which I sell myself, — it is for what that sum will aid me 
to achieve. And in the marriage of young Hazeldean with 
the Italian woman, I have another, and it may be a larger 
interest. I have slept on it lately, — I wake to it now. In- 
sure that marriage, obtain the post-obit from Hazeldean, and 
whatever the issue of the more direct scheme for which you 
seek my services, rely on my gratitude, and believe that you 
will have put me in the way to render gratitude of avail. At 
eight I will be with you. ” 

Randal left the room. 

The baron sat thoughtful. “It is true,” said he to himself, 
“this young man is the next of kin to the Hazeldean estate, 
if Frank displease his father sufficiently to lose his inheri- 
tance j that must be the clever boy's design. Well, in the 
long-run, T should make as much, or more, out of him thaji 
out of the spendthrift Frank. Frank’s faults are those of 
youth. He will reform and retrench. But i/iis man ! Ho, I 
shall have /dm for life. And should he fail in this project, 
and have but tliis encumbered property — a landed proprietor 
mortgaged uj) to his ears — why, he is my slave, and I can 
foreclose when I wish, or if he prove useless ; — no, I risk 
nothing. And if I did — if I lost £10,000 — what then? I 
can afford it for revenge ! — afford it for the luxury of leaving 
Aiidley Egerton alone with penury and ruin, deserted, in his 
hour of need, by the pensioner of his bounty, as he will be by 
the last friend of his youth, when it so pleases me, — me 
whom he has called ‘scoundrel ’ ! and whom he — ” Levy’s 
soliloquy halted there, for the servant entered to announce 
the carriage. And the baron hurried his hand over his feat- 
ures, "weep away all tpaoq of the pasisions that dip- 
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torted their smiling ciirontery. And so, as he took up his 
cane and gloves, and glanced at the glass, the face of the 
fashionable usurer was once more as varnished as his boots. 


CHAPTER XIX. 

WHEiiT a clever man resolves on a villanous action, he has- 
tens, by the exercise of his cleverness, to get rid of the sense 
of his villany. With more than his usual alertness, Randal 
employed the next hour or two in ascertaining how far Baron 
Levy merited the character he boasted, and how far his word 
might be his bond. He repaired to young men whom he es- 
teemed better judges on these points than Spendquiek and 
Borrowell, — young men who resembled the Merry Monarch, 
inasmuch as — 

" They never said a foolish thing, 

And never did a wise one.” 

There are many such young men about town, — sharp and 
able in all affairs except their own. No one knows the world 
better, nor judges of character more truly, than your half- 
beggared rowe. From all these Baron Levy obtained much 
the same testimonials : he was ridiculed as a would-be dandy, 
but respected as a very responsible man of business, and 
rather liked as a friendly, accommodating species of the Sir 
Epicure Mammon, who very often did what were thought 
handsome, liberal things ; and, “ in short, ” said one of these 
experienced referees, “he is the best fellow going — for a 
money-lender ! You may always rely on what he promises, 
and he is generally very forbearing and indulgent to us of 
good society; perhaps for the same reason that our tailors 
ate,— to send one of us to prison would hurt his custom. 
His foible is to be thought a gentleman. I believe, much as 
I suppose he loves money, he would give up half his fortune 
rather than do anything for which we could cut him. lie 
allows *a pension of three hundred a year to Lord S » 


VARIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 


433 


True ; lie was his man of business for twenty years, and be* 

fore then S was rather a prudent fellow, and had fifteen 

thousand a year. He has helped on, too, many a clever 
young luarij — the best boroughnionger you ever knew. He 
likes having friends in j)arliament. In fact, of course he is 
a rogue ; but if one wants a rogue, one can’t find a pleasanter. 
I should like to see bim on the French stage, — a prosperous 
Macaire ; Le Maitre could hit him off to the life.” 

From information in these more fashionable quarters, 
gleaned with his usual tact, Randal turned to a source less 
elevated, but to which he attached more importance. Dick 
Avenel associated with the baron, — Dick Avenel must be in 
his clutches. Now Randal did justice to that gentleman’s 
practical shrewdness. Moreover, Avenel was by profession 
a man of business. He must know more of Levy than these 
men of pleasure could ; and as he was a plain-spoken person, 
and evidently honest, in the ordinary acceptation of the word, 
Randal did not doubt that out of Dick Avenel he should get 
the truth. 

On arriving in Eaton Square, and asking for Mr. Avenel, 
Randal was at once ushered into the drawing-room. The 
apartment was not in such good, solid, mercantile taste as 
had characterized Avenel’s more humble bachelor’s residence 
at Screwstown. The taste now was the Honourable Mrs. 
Avenel’s; and, truth to say, no taste could be worse. Furni- 
ture of all epochs heterogeneously clumped together, — here a 
sofa a la r 67 iaissaiice in Gobelin j there a rosewood Console 
from Gillow; a tall mock-Elizabethan chair in black oak, 
by the side of a modern Florentine table of Mosaic marbles ; 
all kinds of colours in the room, and all at war with each 
other; very bad copies of the best-known pictures in the 
world in the most gaudy frames, and impudently labelled 
by the names of their murdered originals, — “Raphael,” 
“Corregio,” “Titian,” “Sebastian del Piombo.” Neverthe- 
less, there had been plenty of money spent, and there was 
plenty to show for it. Mrs. Avenel was seated on her sofa 
a la renaissance^ with one of her children at her feet, who 
was employed in reading a new Annual in crimson silk bind- 
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ing. Mi‘s. Avenel was in an attitude as it' sitting for her 
portrait. 

I-’olite society is most capricious in its adoptions or rejec- 
tions. You see many a very vulgar person firmly established 
ill the beau monde; others, with very good pretensions as to 
birth, fortune, etc., either rigorously excluded, or only per- 
mitted a peep over the iiules. The Honourable Mrs. Aveiiel 
iielunged to families unquestionably noble, both by her own 
descent and by her first marriage; and if poverty had kept 
her down in her earlier career, she now, at least, did not 
want wealth to back her pretensions. Nevertheless, all the 
dispensers of fashion concurred in refusing their support to 
the Honourable Mrs. Avenel. One might suppose it was 
solely on account of her plebeian husband ; but indeed it was 
not so. Many a woman of high family can marry a low-born 
man not so presentable as Avenel, and, by the help of his 
money, get the fine world at her feet. But Mrs. Avenel had 
not that art. She was still a very handsome, showy woman; 
and as for dress, no duchess could be more extravagant. Yet 
these very circumstances had perhaps gone against her ambi- 
tion ; for your quiet little plain woman, provoking no envy, 
slips into coteries, when a handsome, flaunting lady •— whom) 
once seen in your drawing-room, can be no more bvef-looked 
than a scarlet poppy amidst a violet bed — is pretty sure to 
be weeded out as ruthlessly as a popjjy would be in a similar 
position. 

Mr. Avenel was sitting by the fire, rather moodily, his 
hands in his pockets, and whistling to himself. To say 
tenth, that active mind of his was very much bored in Lon- 
don, at least during the fore part of the day. He hailed 
llandal’s entrance with a smile of relief, and rising and post- 
ing himself before the fire — a coat tail under each arm — he 
scarcely allowed Randal to shake hands with Mrs. Avenel, 
and pat the child on the head, murmuring, “ Beautiful creat- 
ure! ’’ (Randal was ever civil to children, — that sort of wolf 
in sheep's clothing always is; don't be taken in, 0 you foolish 
young mothers !) — Dick, I say, scarcely allowed his visitor 
these preliminary courtesies, before he plunged far beyond 
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depth of wife and child into the political ocean. “Things 
now were coming right,— a vile oligarchy was to be de- 
stroyed. British respectability and British talent were to 
have fair play.” To have heard him yon would have thought 
the day fixed for the inillennimn ! “And what is more,” said 
Avenel, bringing down the fist of his right hand upon the 
palm of his left, “if there is to be a new parliament, we 
must have new men; not worn-out old brooms that never 
sweep clean, but men who understand how to govern the 
country, sir. I iotend to come in myself!” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Avenel, hooking in a word at last, “I am 
sure, Mr. Leslie, you will think I did right. I persuaded 
Mr. Avenel that, with his talents and property, he ought, for 
the sake of his country, to make a sacrifice; and then you 
know his opinions now are all the fashion, Mr. Leslie; for- 
merly tliey would have been called shocking and vulgar I ” 

Thus saying, she looked with fond pride at Dick’s comely 
face, which at that moment, however, was all scowl and 
frown. I must do justice to Mrs. Avenel; she was a weak, silly 
woman in some things, and a cunning one in others, but she 
was a good wife, as wives go. Scotch women generally are, 

“Bother ! ” said Dick. “What do women know about poli- 
tics? I wish you ’d mind the child, — it is crumpling up and 
playing almighty smash with that flim-flam book, which cost 
me one pound one.” 

Mrs. Avenel submissively bowed her head, and removed 
the Annual from the hands of the young destructive; the de- 
structive set up a squall, as destruotivcs usually do when they 
don’t have their own way. Dick clapped his hand to his 
ears. “ Whe-e-ew, I can’t stand this; come and take a walk, 
Leslie : I want stretching 1 ” He stretched himself as he 
spoke, first half-way up to the ceiling, and then fairly out of 
the room. 

Randal, with his May Fair manner, turned towards Mrs. 
Avenel as if to apologize for her husband and himself. 

“Poor Richard! ” said she, “he is in one of his Immours, 
— all men have them. Come and see me again soon. When 
does Almack’s open? ” 
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“Kay, I ought to ask you that question, — you who know 
eYerytliing that goes on in our set,” said the young serpent. 
Any tree planted in “our set,” if it had been but a crab-tree, 
would have tempted Mr. Avenel’s Eve to jump at its boughs. 

“Are you coming, there? ” cried Dick, from the foot of the 
stairs. 


CHAPTEE XX. 

“I HAVE just been at our friend Levy’s,” said Eandal, 
when he and Dick were outside the street door. “He, like 
you, is full of politics; pleasant man, — for the business he is 
said to do.” 

“Well,” said Dick, slowly, “I suppose he is pleasant, but 
make the best of it — and still — ” 

“Still what, my dear Avenel? ” (Randal here for the first 
time discarded the formal Mister.) 

Mk. Avexel. — “Still the thing itself is not pleasant.” 

Randal (with his soft hollow laugh). — “You mean bor- 
rowing money upon more than five per cent ? ” 

“ Oh, curse the percentage. I agree with Bentham on the 
Usury Laws, — no shackles in trade for me, whether in money 
or anything else. That ’s not it. But when one owes a fel- 
low money even at two per cent, and ’t is not convenient to 
pay him, why, somehow or other, it makes one feel small; it 
takes the British Liberty out of a man! ” 

“I should have thought you more likely to lend money 
than to borrow it.” 

“Well, I guess you are right there, as a general rule. But 
J tell you what it is, sir; there is too great a mania for com- 
petition getting up in this rotten old country of ours. I am 
as liberal as most men. 1 like competition to a certain ex- 
tent, but there is too much of it, sir, — too much of it.” 

Randal looked sad and convinced. But if Leonard had 
heard Dick Avenel, what would have been his amaze? Dick 
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Avenel rail against competition ! Think there could he too 
much of it! “Of course heayen and earth are coining to- 
gether,” said the spider, when the housemaid’s broom invaded 
its cobweb. Dick was all for sweeping away other cobwebs; 
but he certainly thought heaven and earth coming together 
when he saw a great Turk’s-head besom poked up at his own. 

Mr. Avenel, in his genius for speculation and improvement, 
had established a factory at Screwstown, the first which had 
ever eclipsed the church spire with its Titanic chimney. It 
succeeded well at first. Mr. Avenel transferred to this specu- 
lation nearly all his capital. “Nothing,” quoth he, “paid 
such an interest. Manchester was getting worn out, — time 
to show what Screwstown could do. Nothing like competi- 
tion.” But by-and-by a still greater capitalist than Dick 
Avenel, finding but that Screwstown was at the mouth of a 
coal mine, and that Dick’s profits were great, erected a still 
uglier edifice, with a still taller chimney. And having been 
brought up to the business, and making his residence in the 
town, while Dick employed a foreman and flourished in Lon- 
don, this infamous competitor so managed, first to share, and 
then gradually to sequester, the profits which Dick had 
hitherto monopolized, that no wonder Mr. Avenel thought 
competition should have its limits. “ The tongue touches 
where the tooth aches,” as Dr. Eiccabocca would tell us. By 
little and little our Juvenile Talleyrand (I beg the elder great 
man’s pardon) wormed out from Dick this grievance, and in 
the grievance discovered the origin of Dick’s connection with 
the money-lender. 

“But Levy,” said Avenel, candidly, “is a decentish chap 
in his way, ^ — friendly too. Mrs. A. finds him useful; brings 
some of your young highflyers to her soirees. To be sure, 
they don’t dance, — stand all in a row at the door, like mutes 
at a funeral. Not but what they have been uncommon civil 
to me lately, Spendquick particularly. By-the-by, I dine 
with him to-morrow. The aristocracy are behindhand, — not 
smart, sir, not up to the march; but when a man knows how 
to take ’em, they beat tlie New Yorkers in good manners. 
I’ll say that for them, I have no prejudice.” 
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“I never saw a man with less; no prejudice even against 
Levy.”- . ' . 

“No, not a bit of it ! Every one says he ’b a Jew; he says 
he ’a not. I don’t care a button what he is. His money is 
English, — that’s enough for any man of a liberal turn of 
mind. His charges, too, are moderate. To be sure, he knows 
I shall pay them; only what I don’t like in him is a sort of 
way he has of wowi-c/ier-ing and my-good-fellow-iiig one, to 
do things quite out of the natural way of that sort of busi- 
ness. He knows I have got parliamentary influence. I could 
return a couple of members for Screwstown, and one, or per- 
haps two, for Lansmere, where I have of late been eodking 
up an interest; and he dictates to — no, not dictates — but 
tries to humhug me into putting in his own men. However, 
in one respect, we are likely to agree. He says you want to 
come into parliament. Yon seem a smart young fellow; but 
you must throw over that stiff red-tapist of yours, and go 
with Public Opinion, and — Myself.” 

“You are very kind, Avenel; perhaps when we come to 
compare opinions we may find that we agree entirely. Still, 
in Egerton’s present position, delicacy to him — However, 
we ’ll not discuss that now. But you really think I might 
come in for Lansmere, — against the L’Estrange interest, too, 
which must he strong there?” 

■‘It was very strong, but I ’ve smashed it, I calculate.” 
“Would a contest there cost very much? ” 

“ Well, I guess you must come down with the ready. But, 
as you say, time enough to discuss that when you have 
squared j'-oiir account with ‘delicacy; ’ come to me then, and 
we ’ll go into it.” 

Eandal, having now squeezed his orange dry, had no desire 
to waste his time in brushing up the rind with his coat-sleeve, 
80 he unhooked his arm , from Avenel’s, and, looking at his 
watch, discovered he should be just in time for an appoint- 
ment of the most urgent business, — hailed a cab, and drove 
•of. 

I^iok looked hipped and disconsolate at being left alone; he 
yawned very loud,, tq the astonishment of. three prim old 
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maiden Belgravians who were passing that wayj and then 
his mind began to turn towards his factory at Screwstown, 
which had led to his connection with the baron; and he 
thought over a letter he had received from his foreman that 
morning, informing him that it was rumoured at Screwstown 
that Mr. Dyee, his rival, was about to have new machinery 
on an improved principle; and that Mr. l)yce had already 
gone up to town, it was supposed, with the intention of con- 
cluding a purchase for a patent discovery to be applied to the 
new machinery, and which that gentleman had publicly de- 
clared in the corn-market “ would shut up Mr. AveneBs fac- 
tory before the year was out.” As this menacing epistle 
recurred to him, Dick felt his desire to yawn incontinently 
checked. His brow grew very dark; and he walked, with 
restless strides, on and on, till he found himself in the Strand. 
He then got into an omnibus, and proceeded to the city, 
wherein he spent the rest of the day looking over machines 
and foundries, and trying in vain to find out what diabolical 
invention the over-competition of Mr. Dyce had got hold of. 
“ If,” said Dick Avenel to himself, as he returned fretfully 
homeward — “if a man like me, who has done so much for 
British industry and go-a-head principles, is to be catawam- 
pously champed up by a mercenary, selfish cormorant of a 
capitalist like that interloping blockhead in drab breeches, 
Tom Dyce, all I can say is, that the sooner this cursed old 
country goes to the dogs, the better pleased I shall be. I 
wash my hands of it.” 


CHAPTEB XXL 

Banbal^s mind was made up. All he had learned in re- 
gard to Levy had confirmed his resolves or dissipated his 
scruples. He had started from the improbability that Pes- 
chiera would offer, and the still greater improbability that 
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Feschiera would pay him, 10,000 for such information or 
aid as he. could bestow in furthering the count’s object. But 
when Levy took such proposals entirely on himself, the main 
question to Randal became this, — could it be Levy’s interest 
to make so considerable a sacrifice? Had the baron implied 
only friendly sentiments as his motives, Randal would have 
felt sure he was to be taken in; but the usurer’s frank assur- 
ance that it would answer to him in the long-run to concede 
to Randal terms so advantageous, altered the case, and led 
our young philosopher to look at the affair with calm, con- 
templative eyes. Was it sufficiently obvious that Levy counted 
on an adequate return? Might he calculate on reaping help 
by the bushel if he sowed it by the handful? The result of 
Randal’s cogitations was that the baron might fairly deem 
himself no wasteful sower. In the first place, it was clear 
that Levy, not without reasouable ground, believed that he 
could soon replace, with exceeding good interest, any sum he 
might advance to Randal, out of the wealth which Randal’s 
prompt information might bestow on Levy’s client, the count; 
and secondly, Randal’s self-esteem was immense, and could he 
but succeed in securing a pecuniary independence on the in- 
stant, to free him from the slow drudgery of the Bar, or from 
a precarious reliance on Audley Bgerton, as a politician out 
of power, his convictions of rapid triumph in public life were 
as strong as if whispered by an angel or promised by a fiend. 
On such triumphs, with all the social position they would 
secure, Levy might well calculate for repayment by a thou- 
sand indirect channels. Randal’s sagacity detected that, 
through all the good-natured or liberal actions ascribed to 
the usurer, Levy had steadily pursued his own interests,— 
he saw that Levy meant to get him into his power, and use 
his abilities as instruments for digging new mines, in which 
Baron Levy would claim the right of large royalties. But at 
that thought Randal’s pale lip curled disdainfully; he con- 
fided too much in his own powers not to think that he could 
elude the grasp of the usurer, whenever it suited him to do 
so. Thus, on a survey, all conscience hushed itself; his mind 
rushed buoyantly on to anticipations of the future. He saw 
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the hereditary estates regained,— uo matter how mortgaged, 
— for the moment still his own, legally his own, yielding for 
the present what would suffice for competence to one of few 
wants, and freeing his name from that title of Adventurer, 
which is so prodigally given in rich old countries to those 
who have no estates but their brains. He thought of Violante 
but as the civilized trader thinks of a trifling coin, of a glass 
bead, which he exchanges with some barbarian for gold dust; 
he thought of Frank Hazeldean married to the foreign woman 
of beggared means, and repute that had known the breath of 
scandal, — married, and living on post-obit instalments of the 
Casino property; he thought of the poor squire’s resentment; 
his avarice swept from the lands annexed to Eood on to the 
broad fields of Hazeldean; he thought of Avenel, of Lans- 
mere, of parliament ; with one hand he grasped fortune, with 
the next power. ‘‘And yet I entered on life with no patri- 
mony (save a ruined hall and a barren waste), — no patrimony 
but knowledge. I have but turned knowledge from books to 
men; for books may give fame after death, but men give us 
power in life.” And all the while he thus ruminated, his act 
was speeding his purpose. Though it was but in a miserable 
hack-cab that he erected airy scaffoldings round airy castles, 
still the miserable hack-cab was flying fast, to secure the first 
foot of solid ground whereon to transfer the mental plan of 
the architect to foundations of positive slime and clay. The 
cab stopped at the door of Lord Lansmere’s house. Eandal 
had suspected Violante to be there: he resolved to ascertain. 
Eandal descended from his vehicle and rang the bell. The 
lodge-keeper opened the great wooden gates. 

“I have called to see the young lady staying here, — the 
foreign young lady.” 

Lady Lansmere had been too confident of the security of 
her roof to condescend to give any orders to her servants 
with regard to her guest, and the lodge-keeper answered 
directly, — 

“At home, I believe, sir. I rather think she is in the gar- 
den with my lady.” 

“I see,” said Eandal; and he did see the form of Violante 
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at a distance. “But, since slie is walking, I will not disturb 
her at present. I will call another day.” 

The lodge-keeper bowed respectfully, Eandal jumped into 
his cab ; “ To Ourzou Street, — quick I” 


CHAPTER XXII. 

Harley had made one notable oversight in that appeal to 
Beatrice’s better and gentler nature, which he entrusted to 
the advocacy of Leonard, — a scheme in itself very character- 
istic of Harley’s romantic temper, and either wise or foolish, 
according as his indulgent theory of human idiosyncrasies in 
general, and of those peculiar to Beatrice di Negra in espe- 
cial, was the dream of an enthusiast, or the inductive conclu- 
sioii of a sound philosopher. 

Harley had warned Leonard not to fall in love with the 
Italian, — he had forgotten to warn the Italian not to fall in 
love with Leonard j nor had he ever anticipated the proba- 
bility of that event. This is not to be very much wondered 
at; for if there be anything on which the most sensible men 
are dull-eyed, where those eyes are not lighted by jealousy, 
it is as to the probabilities of another male creature being 
beloved. All, the least vain of the whiskered gender, think 
it prudent to guard themselves against being too irresistible 
to the fair sex; and each says of his friend, “Good fellow 
enough, but the last man for that woman to fall in love 
with!” 

But certainly there appeared on the surface more than ordi- 
nary cause for Harley’s blindness in the special instance of 
Leonard. 

Whatever Beatrice’s better qualities, she was generally es- 
teemed worldly and ambitious. She was pinched in circum- 
stances, she was luxuriant and extravagant; how was it likely 
that she could distinguish any aspirant of the humble birth 
alnd fortunes of the yotmg peasant-author? As a coquette, 
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she might try to win his admiration and attract his fancy; 
but her own heart would surely be guarded in the triple mail 
of pride, poverty, and the conventional opinions of the world 
in which she lived. Had Harley thought it possible that 
Madame di Negra could stoop below lier station, and love, 
not wisely, ]jut too well, he would rather have thought that 
the object would be some brilliant adventurer of fashion, — 
some one who could turn against herself all the arts of delib- 
erate fascination, and all the experience bestowed by fre- 
quent conquest. One so simple as Leonard, so young and so 
new ! Harley L’Estrange would have smiled at himself, if 
the idea of that image subjugating the ambitious woman to 
the disinterested love of a village maid had once crossed his 
mind. Nevertheless, so it was, and precisely from those 
causes which would have seemed to Harley to forbid the 
weakness. 

It was that fresh, pure heart, it was that simple, earnest 
sweetness, it was that contrast in look, in tone, in sentiment, 
and in reasonings, to all that had jaded and disgusted her in 
the circle of her admirers, — it was all this that captivated 
Beatrice at the first interview with Leonard. Here was 
what she liad confessed to the sceptical Randal she had 
dreamed and sighed for. Her earliest youth had passed into 
abhorrent marriage, without the soft, innocent crisis of human 
life, — virgin love. Many a wooer might have touched her 
vanity, pleased her fancy, excited her ambition — her heart 
had never been awakened; it woke now. The world, and the 
years that the world had wasted, seemed to fleet away as a 
cloud. She was as if restored to the blush and the sigh of 
youth, — the youth of the Italian maid. As in the restora- 
tion of our golden age is the spell of poetry with us all, so 
such was the spell of the poet himself on her. 

Oh, how exquisite was that brief episode in the life of the 
woman palled with the “ hack sights and sounds ” of worldly 
life ! How strangely happy were those hours, when, lured 
on by her silent sympathy, the young scholar spoke of his 
early struggles between circumstance and impulse, musing 
amidst the flowers, and hearkening to the fountain; of of his 
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wanderings in the desolate, lamp-lit streets, while the vision 
of Chatterton’s glittering eyes shone dread through the friend- 
less shadows. And as he spoke, whether of his hopes or his 
fears, her looks dwelt fondly on the young face, that varied 
between pride and sadness, — pride ever so gentle, and sad- 
ness ever so nobly touching. She was never weary of gazing 
on that brow, with its quiet power; but her lids dropped 
before those eyes, with their serene, unfathomable passion. 
She felt, as they haunted her, what a deep and holy thing 
love ill such souls must be. Leonard never spoke to her of 
Helen — that reserve every reader can comprehend. To na- 
tures like his, first love is a mystery; to confide it is to pro- 
fane. But he fulfilled his commission of interesting her in 
the exile and his daughter, and his description of them 
brought tears to her eyes. She inly resolved not to aid Pes- 
chiera in his designs on Violante. She forgot for the mo- 
ment that her own fortune was to depend on the success of 
those designs. Levy had arranged so that she was not re- 
minded of her poverty by creditors, — she knew not how. 
She knew nothing of business. She gave herself up to the 
delight of the present hour, and to vague prospects of a 
future associated with that young image, — with that face 
of a guardian angel that she saw before her, fairest in the 
moments of absence; for in those moments came the life of 
fairy-land, when we shut our eyes on the world, and see 
through the haze of golden revery. Dangerous, indeed, to 
Leonard would have been the soft society of Beatrice di 
Negra, had not his heart been wholly devoted to one object, 
and had not his ideal of woman been from that object one 
sole and indivisible reflection. But Beatrice guessed not this 
barrier between herself and him. Amidst the shadows that 
he conjured up from his past life, she beheld no rival form. 
She saw him lonely in the world, as she was herself. And in 
his lowly birth, his youth, iu the freedom from presumptiou 
which characterized him in all things (save that confidence in 
his intellectual destinies, which is the essential attribute of 
genius), she hut grew the holder by the belief that, even if 
he loved her, he would not dare to hazard the avowal. 
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And thus, one day, yielding, as she had ever been wont to 
yield, to the impulse of her quick Italian heart — how she 
never remembered, in what words she could never recall — 
she spoke, she owned her love, she pleaded, with tears and 
blushes, for love in return. All that passed was to her as a 
dream, — a dream from which she woke with a fierce sense of 
agony, of humiliation, — woke as the woman “ scorned.” No 
matter Jiow gratefully, how tenderly Leonard had replied, — 
the reply was refusal. For the first time she learned she had 
a rival; that all he could give of love was long since, from 
his boyhood, given to another. For the first time in her life, 
that ardent nature knew jealousy, its torturing stings, its 
thirst for vengeance, its tempest of loving hate. But, to 
outward appearance, silent and cold she stood as marble. 
Words that sought to soothe fell on her ear unheeded: they 
were drowned by the storm within. Pride was the first feel- 
ing which dominated tlie warring elements that raged in her 
soul. She tore her hand from that which clasped hers with, 
so loyal a respect. She could have spurned the form that 
knelt at her feet, not for love, but for pardon. She pointed 
to the door with the gesture of an insulted queen. She knew 
no more till she was alone. Then came that rapid flash of 
conjecture peculiar to the storms of jealousy; that which 
seems to single from all nature the one object to dread and 
to destroy; the conjecture so often false, yet received at once 
by our convictions as the revelation of instinctive truth. He 
to whom she had humbled herself loved another; whom but 
Violante, — whom else, young and beautiful, had he named in 
the record of his life? — None ! And he had sought to inter- 
est her, Beatrice di Negra, in the object of his love; hinted 
at dangers which Beatrice knew too well; implied trust in 
Beatricehs will to protect. Blind fool that she had been! 
This, then, was the reason why he had come, day after day, 
to Beatrice’s house; this was the charm that had drawn him 
thither; this — she pressed her hands to her burning temples, 
as if to stop the torture of thought. Suddenly a voice was 
heard below, the door opened, and Randal Leslie entered. 
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CHAPTER. XXIII. 

PcrircTirALLY at eight o’clock that evening, Baron Levy 
welcomed the new ally he had secured. The pair dined 
t'li tUe a tHe^ discuasing general matters till the servants left 
them to their wine. Then said the baron, rising and stirring 
the fire — then said the baron, briefly and significantly, — • 

, «Weir!” 

^‘ As regards the property you spoke of,” answered Eandal, 
“ I am willing to purchase it on the terms you name. The 
only point that perplexes me is how to account to Audley 
Egerton, to my parents, to the world, for the power of pur- 
chasing it.” 

“ True, ” said the baron, without even a smile at the inge- 
nious and truly Greek manner in wdneh Randal had contrived 
to denote his meaning, and conceal the ugliness of it — “ true, 
we must think of that. If we could manage to conceal the 
Teal name of the purchaser for a year or so, it might be easy, 
— you may be supposed to have speculated in the Funds} or 
Egerton may die, and people may believe that he had secured 
to you something handsome from the ruins of his fortune.” 

“Little chance of Egerton’s dying.” 

“ Humph ! ” said the baron. “ However, this is a mere de- 
tail, reserved for consideration. You can now tell ns where 
the young lady is? ” 

“Certainly. I could not this morning, — I can now. I 
will go with you to the count. Meanwhile, I have seen 
Madame di Negra; she will accept Frank Hazeldean if he 
will but offer himself at once.” 

“Will he not?” 

“No ! I have been to him. He is overjoyed at my repre- 
sentations, but considers it his duty to ask the consent of his 
parents. Of course they will not give it; and if there be de- 
lay, she will retract. She is under the influence of passions 
ui) the duration of which there is no reliance,” 


VARIETIES IN ENGLISH LIFE. 


447 


"What passions? Love?” 

"Love; but not for Hazeldean. The passions that bring 
her to accept his hand are pique and jealousy. She believes, 
in a word, that one who seems to have gained the mastery 
over her affections with a strange suddenness, is but blind to 
her charms because dazzled by Yiolante’s. She is prepared 
to aid in all that can give her rival to Peschiera; and yet, 
such is the inconsistency of woman ” (added the young phi- 
losopher, with a shrug of the shoulders), "that she is also 
prepared to lose all chance of securing him she loves, by be- 
stowing herself on another ! ” 

"Woman, indeed, all over!” said the baron, tapping his 
snuff-box (Louis Quinze), and regaling his nostrils with a 
scornful pinch. "But who is the man whom the fair Beatrice 
has thus honoured? Superb creature! I had some idea of 
her myself when I bought up her debts; but it might have 
embarrassed me, in more general plans, as regards the count. 
All for the best. Who ’s the man? Not Lord L’Estrange? ” 

“ I do not think it is he ; but I have not yet ascertained. I 
have told you all I know. I found her in a state so excited, 
so unlike herself, that I had no little difficulty in soothing 
her into confidence so far. I could not venture more.” 

" And she will accept Prank? ” 

"Had he offered to-day she would have accepted him 1 ” 

"It may be a great help to your fortunes, mo?i o/ier, if 
Frank Hazeldean marry this lady without his father’s con- 
sent. Perhaps he may be disinherited- You are next of 
kin.” 

" Plow do you know that? ” asked Randal, sullenly. 

" It is my business to know all about the chances and con- 
nections of any one with whom I do money matters. I do 
money matters with young Mr. Hazeldean; so I know that 
the Hazeldean property is not entailed; and, as the squire’s 
half~brf)ther has no Hazeldean blood in him, you have excel- 
lent expectations.” 

“Did Frank tell you I was next of kin? ” 

"I rather think so; but I am sure yow did,” 

“I — when? ” 
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“When you told me how important it was to you that 
Frank should marry Madame di Negra. Festef mon eher, do 
you think I am a blockhead? ” 

“Well, Earon, Frank is of age, and can marry to please 
himself. You implied to me that you could help liiin in 
this.” 

“I will try. See that he call at Mac^ame di Negra’s to- 
morrow, at two precisely.” 

“I would rather keep clear of all apparent interference in 
this matter. Will you not arrange that he call on her? And 
do not forget to entangle him in a post-obit.” 

“Leave it to me. Any more wine? No? — then let us go 
to the count’s.” 


CHAPTER XXIV. 

The next morning Frank Hazeldean was sitting over his 
solitary breakfast-table. It was long past noon. The young 
man had risen early, it is true, to attend his military duties, 
but he had contracted the habit of breakfasting late. One’s 
appetite does not come early when one lives in London, and 
never goes to bed before daybreak. 

There was nothing very luxurious or effeminate about 
Frank’s rooms, though they were in a very dear street, and 
he paid a monstrous high price for them. Still, to a prac- 
tised eye, they betrayed an inmate who can get through his 
money, and make very little show for it. The walls were 
covered with coloured prints of racers and steeple -chases, in- 
terspersed with the portraits of opera-dancers, all smirk and 
caper. Then there was a semi-circular recess covered with 
red cloth, and fitted up for smoking,, as you might perceive by 
sundry stands full of Turkish pipes in cherry-stick and jessa- 
; mine, with amber mouthpieces ; while a great serpent hookah, 
from which Frank could no more have smoked than he could 
have smoked out of the head of a boa coiivStrictor, coiled itself 
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up on the floor ; over the ohimney-piece was a collection of 
Moorish arms. What use on earth ataghan and scimitar and 
damasqnined pistols, that would not carry straight three 
yards, could be to an officer in his Majesty’s Guards is more 
than I can conjecture, or even Frank satisfactorily explain. 
I have strong suspicions that this valuable arsenal passed to 
Frank in part payment of a bill to be discounted. At all 
events, if so, it was an improvement on the bear that he had 
sold to the hair-dresser. No books were to be seen anywhere, 
except a Court Guide, a Facing Calendar, an Army List, the 
Sporting Magazine complete (whole bound in scarlet morocco, 
at about a guinea per volume), and a small book, as small as 
an Elzevir, on the chimney-piece, by the side of a cigar-case. 
That small book had cost Frank more than all the rest pui 
together; it was his Own Book, his booky»ttr excellence^ book 
made up by himself, — his Betting Book ! 

On a centre table were deposited Frank’s well-brushed hat; 
a satinwood box, containing kid-gloves, of various delicate 
tints, from primrose to lilac; a tray full of cards and three- 
cornered notes; an opera-glass, and an ivory subscription- 
ticket to his opera stall. 

In one corner was an ingenious receptacle for canes, sticks, 
and whips — I should not like, in these bad times, to have 
paid the bill for them; and mounting guard by that recep- 
tacle, stood a pair of boots as bright as Baron Levy’s, — '''the 
force of brightness could no further go.” Frank was in his 
dressing-gown, — very good taste, quite Oriental, guaranteed 
to be true Indian cashmere, and charged as such. Nothing 
could be more neat, though perfectly simple, than the ap- 
purtenances of his breakfast-table: silver tea-pot, ewer, and 
basin, all fitting into his dressing-box — for the which may 
Storr and Mortimer be now praised, and some day paid ! Frank 
looked very handsome, rather tired, and exceedingly bored. 
He had been trying to read the “Morning Post,” but the 
effort had proved too much for him. 

Poor dear Frank Hazeldean ! — true type of many a poor 
dear fellow who has long since gone to the dogs. And if, in 
this road to ruin, there had been the least thing to do the 
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travellet any credit by the ^Skj ! One feels a respect for th® 
ruin of a man like Andley Egerton, He is ruined en roil 
From the wrecks of his fortune he can look down and see 
stately monuments built from the stones of that dismantled 
edifice. In every institution which attests the humanity of 
England was a record of the princely bounty of the public 
man. In those objects of party, for which the proverbial 
sinews of war are necessary, in those rewards for service, 
which private liberality can confer, the hand of Egerton had 
been opened as with the heart of a king. Many a rising 
member of parliament, in those days when talent was brought 
forward through the aid of wealth and rank, owed his career 
to the seat which Andley Egerton’s large subscription had 
secured to him; many an obscure supporter in letters and the 
Press looked back to the day when he had been freed from 
the jail by the gratitude of the patron. The city he repre- 
sented was embellished at his cost; through the shire that 
held his mortgaged lands, which he had rarely ever visited, 
his gold had flowed as a Pactolns; all that could animate its 
public spirit, or increase its civilization, claimed kindred with 
his munificence, and never had a claim disallowed. Even in 
his grand, careless household, with its large retinue and su- 
perb hospitality, there was something worthy of a represen- 
tative of that time-honoured portion of our true nobility, — 
the untitled gentlemen of the land. The Great Commoner 
had, indeed, “ something to show ” for the money he had dis- 
dained and squandered. But for Frank Hazeldean’s mode 
of getting rid of the dross, when gone, what would be left 
to tell the tale? Paltry prints in a bachelor’s lodging; a 
collection of canes and cherry-sticks; half-a-dozen letters in 
ill-spelt French from o, figurante; some long-legged horses, fit 
for nothing but to lose a race; that damnable Betting-Book; 
and — sic transit gloria — down sweeps some hawk of a Levy, 
«Qii the wings of an I 0 U, and not a feather is left of the 
pigeon ! 

Yet Frank Hazeldean has stuff in him, — a good heart, and 
strict honour. Fool though he seem, there is sound sterling 
sense m scraie odd corner of his brains, if one could but get at 
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it. All he wants to save him. from perdition is, to do what 
he lias never yet done,— namely, pause and think. But, to 
be sure, that same operation of thinking is not so easy for 
folks unaccustomed to it, as people who think — think 1 

“ I can’t bear this,” said Frank, suddenly, and springing to 
his feet. “This woman, I cannot get her out of my head. I 
ought to go down to the governor’s; but then if he gets into 
a passion, and refuses his consent, where am I? And he will, 
too, I fear. I wish I could make out what Eaudal advises. 
He seems to recommend that I should marry Beatrice at once, 
and trust to my mother’s influence to make all right after- 
wards. But when I ask, ‘Is that your advice? ’ he backs out 
of it. Well, I suppose he is right there. I can understand 
that he is unwilling, good fellow, to recommend anything 
that my fatlier would disapprove. But still — 

Here Frank stopped in his soliloquy, and did make his 
first desperate effort to — think 1 

Now, 0 dear reader, I assume, of course, that thou art one 
of the class to which thought is familiar; and, perhaps, thou 
hast smiled in disdain or incredulity at that remark on the 
difficulty of thinking which preceded Frank Hazeldean’s dis- 
course to himself. But art thou quite sure that when thou 
hast tried to think thou hast always succeeded? Hast thou 
not often been duped by that pale visionary simulacrum of 
thouglit which goes hy the name of revery: ? Honest old Mon- 
taigne confessed that he did not understand that process of 
sitting down to think, on which some folks express them- 
selves so glibly. He could not think unless he had a pen in 
his hand and a sheet of paper before him; and so, by a 
manual operation, seized and connected the links of ratiocina- 
tion. Very often hiis it happened to myself when I have said 
to Thought peremptorily, “Bestir thyself: a serious matter is 
before thee, ponder it well, think of it,” that that same 
thought has. behaved in the most refractory, rebellious man- 
ner conceivable; and instead of concentrating its rays into a 
single stream of lights has broken into all the desultory tints 
of. the rainbow, colouring senseless clouds, and running off 
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into the seventh heaven, so that after sitting a good hour 
the clock, with brows as knit as if I was intent on squaring 
the circle, I have suddenly discovered that I might as well 
have gone comfortably to sleep — I have been doing nothing 
but dream, — and the most nonsensical dreams ! So when 
Frank Hazeldean, as he stopped at that meditative “But 
still ” — and leaning his arm on the chimney-piece, and rest- 
ing his face on his hand, felt himself at the grave crisis of 
life, and fancied he was going “to think on it,” there only 
rose before him a succession of shadowy pictures, — Eandal 
Leslie, with an unsatisfactory countenance, from which he 
could extract nothing*, the squire, looking as black as thun- 
der in his study at Hazeldean; his mother trying to plead for 
him, and getting herself properly scolded for her pains; and 
then oif went that Will-o’-the-wisp which pretended to call 
itself Thought, and began playing round the pale, charming 
face of Beatrice di Negra, in the drawing-room at Curzon 
Street, and repeating, with small elfin voice, Randal Leslie’s 
assurance of the preceding day, “ as to her affection for you, 
Frank, there is no doubt ot that ; she only begins to think 
you are trifling with her.” And then there was a rapturous 
vision of a young gentleman on his knee, and the fair pale 
face bathed in blushes, and a clergyman standing by the altar, 
and a carriage-and-four with white favours at the church- 
door; and of a honeymoon, which would have astonished as 
to honey all the bees of Hymettus. And in the midst of 
these phantasmagoria, which composed what Frank fondly 
styled “making up his mind,” there came a single man’s 
elegant rat-tat-tat at the street door. 

“One never has a moment for thinking cried Frank, and 
he called out to his valet, “Not at home.” 

But it was too late. Lord Spendquick was in the hall, and 
presently within the room. How d’ye do’s were exchanged 
and hands shaken. 

Lqed Spendquick “T have a note for you, Hazeldean.” 

Prank (lazily). — “ From whom? ” 

. Lord Spendquick. — “Levy. Just come from him, — never 
saw him in such a fidget. He was going into the city, I 
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suppose to see X. Y. DasRed ott tHs note for yon, and would 
have sent it by a servant, but I said I would bring it.” 

Erakiv (looking fearfully at the note). —-«I hope he does 
not wtmt his money yet. ‘Private and confidential^^ 
looks bad.” 

Spkndqittck. — “Devilish bad, indeed.” 

Frank opens the note, and reads, half aloud, /*Dear 
Hazeldean — ” 

SpiinvDQuioK (interrupting.) —“Good sign! He always 
Spendcpiicks me when he lends me money; and 'tis ‘My 
dear Lord’ when he wants it back. Capital sign!” 

Frank reads on, but to himself, and with a changing 
countenance, — 

Dear Hazeldean, — I am very sorry to tell yon that, in conse- 
quence of the sudden failure of a house at Paris with which I had large 
dealings, I am pressed on a sudden for all the ready money I can get. 
I don’t want to inconvenience you, but do try to see if you can take up 
those bills of yours which I hold, and which, as you know, have been 
due some little time. I had hit on a way of arranging your affairs ; but 
when I hinted at it, you seemed to dislike the idea ; and Leslie has 
since told me that you have strong objections to giving any security on 
your prospective property. So no more of that, my dear fellow. I am 
called out in baste to try wluit I can do for a very charming client of 
mine, who is in great pecuniary distress, though she has for her brother 
a foreign count, as rich as a Croesus. There is an execution in her 
house. I a,m goiug down to the tradesman who put it in, but have no 
hope of softening him ; and I fear there will he others before the day is 
out. Another reason for wanting money, if you can help me, mo^i cher! 
An execution in the house of one of the most brilliant women in Lon- 
(l(m, — an execution in Curzon Street, May Pair 1 It will be ail over 
the town if I can’t stop it. 

Y(.>urs in haste, Levy. 

P.S. — Don’t let what I have said vex you too much. I should not 
trouhle you ■ if .Spendquiek and BorroweU would pay me something. 
Perhaps you can get them to do so. 

Struck by Frank’s silence and paleness, Lord Spendquick 
here, in the kindest way possible, laid his hand on the young 
Guai-dsTn^yc’? aboW'lder. and looked over the note with that 
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freedom whicll gentlemou in difficulties take witk each, other’s 
private and confidential cotrespondence. His eye fell on the 
postscript. “Oh, damn it,” cried Spendquick, “hut that’s 
too bad, — employing yoii t6 get me to xiay him ! Such horrid 
treachery. Make yourself easy, my dear Tfrauk; I could 
never suspect you of atiythi'ng so uiihandsome. I could as 
Soon suspect myself of — 'paying him — ” 

“Gurzon Street! Count!” muttered Frank, as if waking 
from a dream. “It must be so.” To thrust on his boots, 
change his dressing-robe for a frock-coat, snatch at his hat, 
gloves, and cane, break from Sj)endquick, descend the stairs, 
a flight at a leap, gain the street, throw himself into a cab- 
riolet, — all this was done before his astounded visitor could 
even recover breath enough to ask “What ’s the matter?” 

Left thus alone, Lord Spendquick shook his head, — shook 
it twice, as if fully to convince himself that there was noth- 
ing in it; and then re-arranging his hat before the looking- 
glass, and drawing on his gloves deliberately, he walked 
downstairs, and strolled into White’s, but with a bewildered 
and absent air. Standing at the celebrated bow-window for 
some moments in musing silence. Lord Spendquick at last 
thus addressed an exceedingly cynical, sceptical old roMd, — 
“Pray, do you think there is any truth in the stories about 
people in former times selling themselves to the devil? ” 
“ugh,” answered the roue, much too wise ever to be sur- 
prised. “Have you any personal interest in the question? ” 

“l! — no; but a friend of mine has just received a letter 
from Levy, and he flew out of the room in the most ex-tra-or- 
di-na-ry manner, — just as people did in those days when their 
time was up ! And Levy, you know, is — ” 

“Not quite as great a fool as the other dark gentleman to 
whom you would compare him; for Levy never made such 
bad bargains for himself- Time up ! No doubt it is. I 
should not like to be in your friend’s shoes.” 

“Shoes!” said Spendquick, with a sort of shudder; “you 
fieVcr ^k'w a heater fellow, nor one, to do him justice, who 
takes more tiine in dressing than he does in general. And 
tafkihg of shoes, lie rushed out with the right hoot on the left 
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foot, and tlie left boot on the right. Very mysterious ! ” And 
a third tinm Lord Spendquick shook his head,— and a third 
time that head seemed to him wondrous empty. 


CHAPTER XXV. 

But Frank had arrived in Curzon Street, leaped from the 
cabriolet, knocked at the door, which was opened by a 
strange-looking man in a buff waistcoat and corduroy smalls. 
Frank gave a glance at this personage, pushed Mm aside, and 
ruslied upstairs. He burst into the drawing-room, — no Bea- 
trice was there. A thin elderly man, with a manuscript book 
in liis hands, ajvpeared engaged in examining the furniture, 
and making an inventory, with the aid of Madame di Negra’s 
tipper servant. The thin man stared at Frank, and touched 
the hat which was on his head. The servant, who was a for- 
eigner, approached Frank, and said, in broken English, that 
his lady did not re{ieive, — that she was unwell, and kept her 
room, Frank thrust a sovereign into the servant’s hand, and 
begged liim to tell Madame di Negra that Mr. Hazeldean en- 
treated the honour of an interview. As soon as the servant 
vanished on this errand, Frank seized the thin man by the 
arm. “What is this? — an execution?” 

“ Yes, sir.” ' ' 

“ For what sum? ” 

“ Ififteeii hundred and forty-seven pounds. We are the first 
in possession.” 

“'i'liere are others, then?” 

“ Or else, sir, we should never have taken this step. Most 
])ainful to our feelings, sir; but these foreigners are here to- 
day, and gone to-morrow. And — ” 

The servant re-entered. Madame di Negra would see Mr. 
Hazeldean. Would he walk upstairs? Frank hastened to 
Obey this summons. 
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Madame di Negra was in a small room wiiicii was fitted up 
as a boudoir. Her eyes sliowed the traces of recent tears, 
but her face was composed, and even rigid, in its haughty 
though mournful expression. Frank, however, did not pause 
to notice her countenance, to hear her dignified salutation. 
All his timidity was gone. He saw but the woman whom he 
loved in distress and humiliation. As the door closed on 
him, he flung himself at her feet. He caught at her hand, 
the skirt of her robe. 

“ Oh, Madame di Hegra ! — Beatrice ! ” he exclaimed, tears 
in his eyes, and his voice half -broken by generous emotion; 
“ forgive me, forgive me ! don’t see in me a mere acquaint- 
ance. By accident I learned, or, rather, guessed — this — 
this strange insult to which you are so unworthily exposed. 
I am here. Think of me — but as a friend, — the truest 
friend. Oh, Beatrice,” — and he bent his head over the hand 
he held, — “I never dared say so before, it seems presuming 
to say it now, but I cannot help it. I love you, — I love you 
with my whole heart and soul ; to serve you — if only but to 
serve you! — I ask nothing else.” And a sob went from his 
warm, young, foolish heart. 

■ The Italian was deeply moved. Nor was her nature that 
of the mere sordid adventuress. So much love and so much 
confidence ! She was not prepared to betray the one, and en- 
trap the other. 

“Rise, rise,” she said softly; “I thank you gratefully. 
But do not suppose that I — ” 

“Hush! hush! — you must not refuse me. Hush! don’t 
let your pride speak. ” 

“No, it is nob my pride. You exaggerate what is occurring 
here. You forget that I have a brother. I have sent for him. 
He is the only one I can apply to. Ah, that is his knock ! 
But I shall never, never forget that I have found one gener- 
ous noble heart in this hollow world.” 

Frank would have replied, but he heard the count’s voice 
on the stairs, and had only time to rise and withdraw to the 
window, trying hard to repress his agitation and compose his 
countenance. Count di Peschiera entered, — entered as a 
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very personation of the beauty and magnificence of care- 
less, luxurious, pampered, egotistical wealth, — Ms surtout, 
trimmed with the costliest sables, flung back from his splen- 
did chest. Amidst the folds of the glossy satin that envel- 
oped his throat gleamed a turquoise, of such value as a 
jeweller might have kept for fifty years before he could find 
a customer rich and frivolous enough to buy it. The very 
head of his cane was a masterpiece of art, and the man him- 
self, so elegant despite his strength, and so fresh despite his 
years ! — it is astonishing how well men wear when they 
think of no one but themselves ! 

“Pr-rr !” said the count, not observing Frank behind the 
draperies of the window; “Pr-rr — It seems to me that 
you must have passed a very unpleasant quarter of an hour. 
And now — Dieu me damne, quoi fairs / ” 

Beatrice pointed to the window, and felt as if she could 
have sunk into the earth for shame. But as the count spoke 
in French, and Frank did not very readily comprehend that 
language, the words escaped him, though his ear was shocked 
by a certain satirical levity of tone. 

Frank came forward. The count held out his hand, and 
with a rapid change of voice and manner, said, “ One whom 
my sister admits at such a moment must be a friend to me.” 

“Mr. Hazeldean,” said Beatrice, with meaning, “would in- 
deed have nobly pressed on me the offer of an aid which I 
need no more, since you, my brother, are here.” 

; “Certainly,” said the count, with his superb air of grand 
lieigneur ; “I will go down and clear your house of this im- 
pertinent canaille. But I thought your affairs were with 
Baron Levy. He should be here.” 

“I expect him every moment. Adieu! Mr, Hazeldean.” 
Beatrice extended her hand to her young lover with a frank- 
ness which was not without a certain pathetic and cordial 
dignity. Bestrained from further words by the count’s pres- 
ence, Frank bowed over the fair hand in silence, and retired. 
He was on the stairs when he was joined by Pesehiera. 

“Mr. Hazeldean,” said the latter, in a low tone, “will you 
come into the drawing-room? ” 
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Frank obeyed. Tlie man eniployed in bis examination of 
the furniture was still at Ms task: but at a short whisper 
from the count he withdrew. 

“My dear sir,” said Peschiera, “I am so unacquainted with 
your English laws, and your mode of settling embarrassments 
of this degrading nature, and you have evidently showed so 
kind a sympathy in my sister's distress, that I venture to ask 
you to stay here, and aid me in consulting with Baron Levy.” 

Frank was just exi^ressing his unfeigned pleasure to be of 
the slightest use, when Levy's knock resounded at the street- 
door, and in another moment the baron entered. 

“Ouf ! ” said Levy, wiping his brows, and sinking into a 
chair as if he had been engaged in toils the most exhausting, 

— “ouf ! this is a very sad business, — very; and nothing, 
my dear count, nothing but ready money can save us 
here,” 

“You know my affairs, Levy,” replied Peschiera, mourn- 
fully shaking his head, “ and that though in a few .months, or 
it may be weeks, I could discharge with ease my sister’s 
debts, whatever their amount, yet at this moment, and in a 
strange land, I have not the power to do so. The money I 
brought with me is nearly exhausted. Can you not advance 
the requisite sum? ” 

“ Impossible ! — Mr. Hazeldean is aware of the distress un- 
der which I labour myself.” 

“In that case,” said the count, “all we can do to-day is to 
remove my sister, and let the execution i)xoceed. Meanwhile 
I. will go among iny friends, and see what I can borrow froju 
them.^' ■ ' 

“ Alas ! ” said Levy, rising and looking out of the window 

— “alas ’ — we cannot remove the marehesa, — the worst is to 
come. Look! — you see those three men; they have a writ 
against her person : the moment she sets her foot out of these 
doors she will be arrested.” ^ 

“ Arrested I ” exclaimed Peschiera and Frank in a breath. 

“I have done my best to prevent this disgrace, but, in 
tMb,’’ said the baron, looking very wretched. “You see 
^ At that date the law of imsne process existed still. 


VARIETIES m Bmum LIFE. 459 

these English tradespeople fagacy they have no hold upon 
foreigners. But we can get hail;' she mi^t not go to 
prison — ” 

“Prison! ” echoed Frank. He hastened to Levy and drew 
him aside. The count seemed paralyzed by shame and grief. 
Throwing himself back on the sofa, he covered his face with 
his hands. 

“My sister!” groaned the count — “daughter to a Pes- 
chiera, widow to a Di hTegra ! ” There was something afEect- 
ing in the proud woe of this grand patrician. 

“What is the sum?” whispered Frank, anxious that the 
poor count should not overhear him; and indeed the count 
seemed too stunned and overwhelmed to hear anything less 
loud than a clap of thunder! 

“We may settle all liabilities for £5,000. ISlothing to 
Peschiera, who is enormously rich. Entre nous, I doubt his 
assurance that he is without ready money. It may be so, 
but — ” 

“Five thousand pounds! How can I raise such a sum?” 

“ You, my dear Hazeldean? What arc ybu talking about? 
To be sure you could raise twice as much with a stroke of 
your pen, and throw your own debts into the bargain. But 
— 7 , to be so generous to an acquaintance!” 

“Acquaintance! — Madame di Negra! the height of my 
ambition is to claim her as my wife ! ” 

“And these debts don’t startle you?” 

“If a man loves,” answered Frank, simply, “he feels it 
most when the woman he loves is in afldietion. And,” he 
added, after a x>ause, “though these debts are faults, kind- 
ness at this moment may give me the power to cure forever 
both her faults ai?.d my own. I can raise this money by a 
stroke of the pen! How?” 

“ On the Casino property.” 

Frank drew back. 

“No other way? ” 

“ Of course not. But J know your spruplcs ; let us see if 
they can be conciliated. You wvqW npiarry Madame ^i Negra; 
she will have £ 20, 000 on her, wedding-day. Why no^ ap-a^ge 
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that, out of this sum, your anticipative charge on the Casino 
property be paid at once? Thus, in truth, it will be but for 
a few weeks that the charge will exist. The bond will remain 
locked in my desk; it can never come to your father’s know- 
ledge, nor wound his feelings. And when you marry (if you 
will but be prudent in the mean while), you will not owe a 
debt in the world.” 

Here the count suddenly started up. 

“Mr. Hazeldean, I asked you to stay and aid us by your 
counsel; I see now that counsel is unavailing. This blow on 
our House must fall ! I thank you, sir, — I thank you. Fare- 
well. Levy, come with me to my poor sister, and prepare 
her for the worst.” 

“Count,” said Frank, “hear me. My acquaintance with 
you is but slight, but I have long known and — and esteemed 
your sister. Baron Levy has suggested a mode in which I 
can have the honour and the happiness of removing this 
temporary but painful embarrassment. I can advance the 
money.” 

“Ho, no!” exclaimed Peschiera. “How can you suppose 
that I will hear of such a proposition? Your youth and be- 
nevolence mislead and blind you. Impossible, sir, — impos- 
sible ! Why, even if I had no pride, no delicacy of my own, 
my sister’s fair fame — ” 

“Would suffer indeed,” interrupted Levy, “if she were un- 
der such obligation to any one but her affianced husl)and. 
jS'or, whatever my regard for you, Count, could I suffer my 
client, Mr. Hazeldean, to make this advance upon any less 
valid security than that of the fortune to which Madame di 
Kegra is entitled.” 

“Ha ! — is this indeed so? You are a suitor for my sister’s 
hand, Mr. Hazeldean? ” 

“But not at this moment, — not to owe her hand to the 
compulsion of gratitude,” answered gentleman Frank. 

“Gratitude! And you do not know her heart, then? Do 
not know — ” the count interrupted himself, and went on 
after a pause. “Mr. Hazeldean, I need not say that we rank 
among the first Houses in Europe. My pride led me formerly 
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into the error of disj^osing of my sister's hand to one whom 
she (lid not love, merely because in rank he was her equal. I 
will not again commit such an error, nor would Beatrice again 
obey me if I sought to constrain her. Where she marries, 
there she will love. If, indeed, she accepts yoii, as I believe 
she will, it will be from affection solely. If she does, I can- 
not scruple to acceqrt this loan,— a loan from a brother-in- 
law — loan to me, and not charged against her fortune ! That, 
sir,” turning to Levy, with his grand air, “you will take care 
to arrange. If she do not accept you, Mr, Hazeldean, the loan, 
I repeat, is not to be thought of. Pardon me, if I leave you. 
This, one way or other, must be decided at once.” The count 
inclined his head with much stateliness, and then quitted the 
room. Mis step was heard ascending the stairs. 

“If,” said Levy, in the tone of a mere man of business — 
"if the count pay the debts, and the lady's fortune be only 
charged with your own, after all, it will not be a bad marriage 
in the world’s eye, nor ought it to be in a father’s. Trust 
me, w^e shall get Mr. Hazeldean's consent, and cheerfully 
too.” 

Frank did not listen; he could only listen to his love, to 
his heart beating loud with hope and with fear. 

Levy sat down before the table, and drew up a long list of 
figures in a very neat hand, — a list of figures on two ac- 
counts, which the post-obit on the Casino was destined to 
efface. 

After a lapse of time, which to Frank seemed interminable, 
the (‘.oiiut re-appeared. He took Frank aside, with a gesture 
to Ijevy, who rose, and retired into the drawing-room. 

“M'ydear young Mend,” said Peschiera, “as I suspected, 
my sister’s heart is wholly yours. Stop; hear me out. But, 
unluckily, I informed her of your generous proposal; it was 
most unguarded, most ill-judged in me, and that has well- 
nigh spoiled all; she has so much pride and spirit; so great 
a fear that you may think yourself betrayed into an impru- 
dence which you may hereafter regret, that I am sure she 
will tell you that she does not love you, she cannot accept 
you, and so forth. Lovers like you are not easily deceived. 


462 MY KOVEL; OR, 

Don’t go by ber -words; but you shall see her yourself and 
judge. Come.” 

FolloW<id mechanically by Frank, the count ascended the 
stairs, and threw open the door of Beatrice’s room. The 
rdhrchesa’s back was turned; but .Frank could see that she 
was weeping. 

“I have brought my friend to plead for himself,” said the 
count, in French; “and take ray advice, sister, and do not 
throw away all prospect of real and solid happiness for a vain 
scruple. Heed me ! ” He retired, and left Frank alone witli 
Beatrice. 

Then the mafchesa, as if by a violent effort, so sudden was 
her movement, and so wild her look, turned her face to her 
wooer, and came up to him, where he stood. 

“Dh,” she said, clasping her hands, “is this true? You 
w6uld save me from disgrace, from a prison — and what can 
I give you in return? My love! No, no. T will not deceive 
j/ou. Young, fair, noble as you are, I do not love you a.s you 
should be loved. Go; leave this house; you do not know luy 
brother. Go, go — while I have still strength, still virtue 
enough ’to reject whatever may protect me from him ! wliat* 
ever — may— Oh, go, go.” 

“You do not love me ?” said Frank. “ Well, I don’t won- 
der at it; you are so brilliant, so superior to me. I will 
abandon hope, — I will leave you, as you command me. But 
at least I will not part with niy privilege to serve you. As 
for the rest, shanie on me if I could be mean enough to boast 
of love, and enforce a suit, at such a moment.” 

Frank turned his face and stole away softly. He did not 
arrest his steps at the drawing-room; he went into the i)ar- 
lour, wrdte a brief line to Levy charging him quietly to dis- 
miss the execution, and to come to Frank’s rooms with the 
necessary deeds; and, above all, to say nothing to the count. 
•Vheln he went out of the house and -walked back to his 
Id^dglttgs. 

Th^t evening Levy came to him, and accounts were gone 
fete, and 'papers sighed; and the next morning Madame di 
If^^h was f*dra ’debt; add thdre was a groat claim on 
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the reversion of the Casino estates; and at the noon of that 
next day, Randal was closeted with Beatrice; and before the 
night came a note from Madame di Negra, hurried, blurred 
with tears, suffemoning Frank to Curzon Street. And when 
he entered" tljt' marehesa’s drawing-room, Peschiera was 
seated besidcMis sister; and rising at Frank’s entrance, said, 
“My dear brother-in-law!” and placed Frank’s hand in 
Beatrice’s. 

“ You accept — you accept me — and of your own free will 
and choice?” 

And Beatrice answered, “Bear with me a little, and I will 
try to repay you with all my — all my — ” She stopped 
short, and sobbed aloud. 

“I never thought her capable of such Acute fe'elihgs, sdeh 
strong attachihent, ” whispered the count. 

Frank heard, and his face was radiant. By degrees MAdame 
di Negra recovered composure, and she listened with what her 
young lover deemed a tender interest, but what, in fact, was 
mournful and humbled resignation, to his Joyohs talk of the 
future. To him the hours passed by, brief and bright, like a 
flash of sunlight. Arid his dreams when he retired to rest 
were so golden ! But when he awoke the next morning, he 
said to himself, “What — what will they say at the Hall?” 

At that same hour Beatrice, burying her face on her pillow, 
turned from the loathsome day, and could have prayed for 
death. At that same hour, Giulio Franzmi, Count di Pes- 
chiera, dismissing some gaunt, haggard Italians, with whom 
he had been in close conference, sallied forth to reconnoitre 
the house that contained Violante. At that same hour, Baron 
Levy was seated before his desk, casting up a deadly array of 
figures, headed, “Account with the Eight Hon. Andley Eger- 
ton, M. P., J)t. and 6V.” ' — title-deeds strewed around him, 
and Frank Hazeldean's post-obit peeping out fresh from the 
elder parchments. At that same hour, Audley Egerton had 
just concluded a letter from the chairman of his committee in 
the city he represented, which letter informed him that he 
had not a chance of being re-elected. And the lines of his 
face were as composed as usual, and his foot rested as firm on 
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tlie grim, iron Iboxj but bis hand was pressed to his heart, and 

his eye was on the clock, and his voice muttered, “Dr. F 

slioidd be here !” And that hour Harley L’Estrange, who 
the previous night had charmed courtly ore; ^vith his gay 
humour, was pacing to and fro the room in ■ ^^^^''otel with 
restless strides and many a heavy sigh; and' eonard was 
standing by the fountain in his garden, and w .teh!-!g the 
wintry sunbeams that sparkled athwart the spray; and Vio- 
lante was leaning on Helen’s shoulder, and trying archly, yet 
innocently, to lead Helen to talk of Leonard; and Helen was 
gazing steadfastly on the floor, and answering but by mono- 
syllables; and Eandal Leslie was walking down to his office 
for the last time, and reading, as he passed across the Green 
Park, a letter from home, from his sister; and then, suddenly 
crumpling the letter in his thin pale hand, he looked up, be- 
held in the distance the spires of the great national Abbey; 
and recalling the words of our hero Nelson, he muttered, 
“ Victory and Westminster, but not the Abbey I ” And Itandal 
Leslie felt that, within the last few days, he had made a vast 
stride in his ambition, — his grasp on the old Leslie lands, 
Frank Hazeldean betrothed, and possibly disinherited ; and 
Dick Avenel, in the background, opening against the hated 
Lansmere interest that same seat in parliament which had 
first welcomed into public life RandaPs ruined patron. 

“ But some must laugh, and some must weep; 

Thus nms the world away ! ” 


END OF VOIiTJME II. 



